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''Every man has his own style, as he has his own nose ; and it is 
neither polite nor Christian to rally an honest man about his nose, 
however singular it may be. How can I help it that my style is not 
different? That there is no affectation in it, I am very certain.** 

Lesaing. 

"Yea, I take myself to witness, 

That I have loved no darkness, 

Sophisticated no truth. 

Nursed no delusion. 

Allowed no fear.** 

MatilmDArfiM. 
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UNTIL DEATH US DO PART. 



CHAPTER L 



^raOM OAN hear the sullen, saTage roar of the breaker^ if 
Hi 9H I do not see them, and mj pretty painted bark — 
{qi^I expectation — is bearing down helplessly upon them. 
Perhaps the unwelcome will not come to-day. What then ? I 
presume I should not care ; and yet, I am curious to see him, — 
anxious to know what sort of person will henceforth rule ih« 
house, and go in and out here as master. Of course the pleasant, 
peaceful days are at an end, for men always make din and strife 
in a household, — at least my father did, and he is the only one I 
know much about. But, after all, why borrow trouble? — the 
interloper may never come." 

The girl stood on tiptoe, shading her eyes with one hand, and 
peering eagerly down the winding road which stretched at right 
angles to the avenue, and over the hills, on towards the neigh- 
boring town. No moving speck was visible; and, with a sigh 
of relief, she sank back on the grassy mound and resumed the 
perusal o^ her book. Above and around her spread the wide 
branches of an aged appie-tree, feathered thickly with pearly 
petals, which the wind tossed hither and thither and drifted over 
fixe bermuda, as restless tides strew pink-chamlyred shells on 
doping sbrandsf and down through the flowery limbs streamed 
the waning March sun, throwing grotesque shadows on the 
■ward anrl golden ripples over the face and figure of the young 
lounger. A few yards distant a row of whitewashed bee-hivei 
extended idong the western side of the garden-wall, where 
perched a peacock whose rainbow hues were burnished by the 

(9) 
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danting rays tliat smote like flame the narro'w pane of glaai 
which constituted a window in each hive and permitted inves- 
tigation of the tireless workers within. The afternoon wai 
almost spent ; the air, losing its balmy noon breath, grew chill 
with the approach of dew, and the figure under the apple-tre« 
duTered slightly, and, closing her book, drew her scarlet shawl 
around her shoulders and leaned h^ dimpled chin on her knee. 

Sixteen years had ripened and rounded the girlish form, and 
given tp her countenance that indefinable charm which marks the 
timid hovering between careless, frolicsome youth, and calmly 
conscious womanhood ; while perfect health rouged the polished 
cheeks and vermilioned the thin lips, whose outlines sharply 
indexed more of decision than amiability of character. 

There were hints of brown in the heavy mass of waveless 
dusky hair, that was elaborately braided and coiled around the 
well turned head, and certain amber rays suggestive of topaz 
and gold flashed out now and then in the dark-hazel iris of the 
large eyes, lending them an eldritch and baleful glow. Fresh as 
the overhanging apple-blooms, but immobile as if carved from 
pearl, — perhaps it was just such a face as hers tliat fronted 
Jason, amid the clustering boughs of Colchian rhododendrons, 
when first he sought old jiFjetes' prescient daughter, — the maiden 
face of magical Me<*(»a, innocent as yet of murder, sacrilege, 
fratricide, and plundor, — - eloquent of all possibilities of purity 
and peace, but vaguely adiunbrating all conceivable disquietude 
and guilt. 

The hushed expectancy of the fair young countenance had 
given place to a dreamy languor, and the dark lashas drooped 
heavily, when a long shadow fell upon the grass, and simulta- 
neously the peacock sounded its shrill alarum. Kising quickly 
the girl found herself face to face with one upon whose featurei 
ihe had never looked before, and for a moment each eyed the 
other searchinglr. The stranger raised his hat, and incliiong hif 
head slightly, said, — 

" Permit me to ask your name ? ** 

«* Salome Owen. Aid yours, sir, is — ^ 

^TJlpian Grey.** 
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Tor a few seconds neither spoke; but the man amiledi and tha 
girl lot her nnder-lip and frowned. 

•* Are yon the miller's daughter ? " 

^I am the miller's daughter; and you are the master af 
Orassmere." 

''It seems that 1 oome home like Rip Van Winkle^ or Uljih 
sei^ unknown, unwelcomed, — unlike the latter, — evan by a 
dog." 

*« Where is your sister ? " 

''Not haTing seen her for five jrears, I am unaUe to answer.** 

" She went to town two hours ago, to meet you." 

"Then, after all, I am expected; but pray by what route—' 
balloon or tel^praph ? " 

" Miss Jane went to the railroad d^pot, but thought it possi- 
ble you might not aiiive to-day, and said she would attend a 
meeting at the church, if you failed to come. I presume she 
missed you in the crowd. Sir, will you walk into the house ? " 

Perhaps he did not hear the question, and certainly he did 
not heed it, amid the clamorous recollections that rushed upon 
him as he gazed earnestly over the lawn, down the avenue, and 
up at the ivy-mantled front of the old brick homestead. Think- 
ing it might impress him as ludicrous or officious that she 
should invite him to enter and take possession of his own 
establishment, Salome reddened and compressed her lips. Ap- 
parently forgetful of her presence, he stood with his hat in his 
band, noting the changes that time had wrought : the growth of 
venerable trees and favorite shrubs, the crumbling of fences, 
the gathering moss on the sun-dial, and the lichen stains upon 
two marble vases that held scarlet verbena on either aide of 
tiie broad stone steps. 

His close-fitting travelling suit of gray showed the muscular, 
well-developed form of a man of medium size, whose very cveol 
carriage enhanced his hei^t and invested him with a conmiand- 
ing air ; while the unusual breadth of his chest and shoulders 
seemed to indicate that life hsul called him to athletic out-door 
parsaits, rather than the dun and dusty atmosphere of a 
taary, doisterod oaneer. 
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18 UNTIL DEATH US DO PAST 

There are sabile countenances that baffle the dainty sdppk 
and line tracery of time, refusing to become mere tablets, mera 
fleshy intaglios of the past, whereon eve?y curious stranger may 
spell out the bygone, and, counting their footprints, cast up the 
number of engraving years. Thus it happened that if Saloroir 
kad not known from the family Bible that this man was almost 
thirty-five, her eager scrutiny of his features would have iis^ 
covered little concerning his age, and still less concerning his 
eharacter. Exposure to the winds and heat of tropic r^ona 
had darkened and sallowed the complexion, which his clear deep 
blue eyes and light brown hair declared was originally of Saxoo 
jGidmess; in proof whereof, when he drew off one glove and 
lifted his hand it seemed as if the marble fingers of one statue 
were laid against the bronze cheek of another. 

Looking intently at this grave yot benignant countenance, fuU 
of serenity, because calmly conscious of its power, the girl set 
her teeth and ground her heel into the velvet turf, for frcmgoi 
nonjlectes was written on his smooth, broad brow, and she felt 
fiercely rebellious as some fiery, free creature of the Kamse, 
when first confronted with the bit and trappings of him who 
will henceforth bridle and tame the desert-bred. 

Waking from his brief reverie, the stranger turned and 
extended his hand, sayiog, in tones as low and sweet as a 

womanX — 

"Will you not welcome a wanderer back to his home? " 
She gave him the tips of her fingers, but the " Imp of the 
Perverse " dictated her answer, — 

" As you saw fit to compare yourself, a few moments since^ to 
eertain celebrated absentees, I am constrained to tell you that I 
happen to be neither Penelope nor Gretchen, nor yet the i]lu» 
trious dog referred to." 

He smiled good-humoredly, and replied, — ^ 

" I am not very sure that there is not a spice of Dame Van 

Winkle somewhere in your nature. True, we are strangers, but 

I believe you are my sister's adopted child, and I hope jo\k avt 

glad to see Her brother at home once more. Jane is a dear kind 
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fink, who should make us at least good friends ; for, if jrou are 
attached to her you will in time leani to like me." 

'^I doubt it, — seeing that you resemble Miss Jane about aa 
nearly as I do the Grand Lmoa of TAriaaa, or the idol Bhadri« 
■ath. But, sir, althoo^ it is not my office to welcome you, I 
faestima you haye not forgotten the front door, and once moi«> 
I ask. Will you walk in and make yourself at home in your own 
fcouse?" 

As she led the way to the steps, the arched gate at the end of 
the avenue swung open, a carriage entered, and Salome retreated 
to her own room, leaving unwitnessed the happy meeting be- 
tween an aged, infirm sister, and long-absent brother. 

Locking the door to secure herself from intrusion, she drew 
a low rocking-chair to the hearth, where smouldered the embers 
of a dying fire, and dropping her face in her palms, stared 
abstractedly at the ashes. As she swayed slowly to and fro, her 
lips parted and closed, her brows bent from their customary 
curves of beauty, and half inaudibly she muttered, — 

^ The scqitre is departing from Judah. My rule is well nigh 
ended; the interr^num has been brief^ and the old dynasty 
reigns once more. Just what I dreaded from the hour I heard 
he was coming home. I shall be reduced to a mere cipher, and 
made to realize my utter dependence, — and the iron will soon 
enter my souL We paupers are adepts in tho art of reading the 
countenance, and I have looked at this Ulpian Grey long caouj^ 
to know that I might as well bombard Gibraltar with boiled 
peas as hope to conquer one of his whims or alter one of his 
purposes. There will be bitterness and strife between nB. I 
■hall wish him in his grave a thousand times before it closes 
over him, — and he, tmless he is too good, will hate me oor 
dially. I cannot and will not give up all my hopes and ezpectiu 
tions, without a long, fierce struggle." 

Salome Owen was the eldest of five children, who, by the 
death of both parents, had been thrown penniless upon the 
world, and found a temporary asylum in tlJe county poor-ho!iseu 
Her mother she remembered merely as a feeble, freustious iap 
valid; and her father, who had long been employed as supei^ 
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intendent of large mills belonging to Miss Jane Grey, had^ aftet 
years of reckless intemperance, ended his wretched career in % 
fit of mania a potu. His death occurred at a season when Miss 
Grey was confined to her bed by an attack of rheumaiismi 
which rendered her a cripple for the remainder of her days; but 
the first hours of her convalescence were spent in devising plani 
for the education and maintenance of his helpless orphans. In 
the dusty, cheerless yard of the poor-house she had found the 
little group huddled under a mulberry-tree one hot July noon; 
and, sending the two younger children to the orphan asylum in 
a neighboring town, she had apprenticed one boy to a worthy 
carpenter, another to an eminent horticulturist in a distant 
State ; and Salome, the handsomest and brightest of the fiook, 
she canied to her own home as an adopted child. Here, for 
/our years, the girl had lived in peace and luxurious ease, sur- 
roimded by all the elegances and refining associations which 
though not inherent in are at the command of wealth ; and so 
rapidly and gracefully had she fitted herself into the new social 
niche, that the dark and stormy morning of her life had become 
only a dim and hideous recollection, that rarely lifted its hated 
visage above the smooth and sbiuiug surface of the happy 
present. 

Fortuitous circumstances constitute the moulds that shape 
the majority of human lives, and the hasty impress of an 
accident is too often regarded as the relentless decree of all- 
ordaining fate; while to the philosophic anthropologist it mi^t 
furnish matter for curious speculation whether, if Attila and 
Aiaric had chanc^ to find themselves the pampered sonn of 
some merchant prince, — some Rothschild or Peabody of the 
fifth century, — their campaigns had not been purely fiscal and 
bloodless, limited to the leaves of a ledger, while the names of 
Goth and Hun had never crystallized into synonyms of havoo 
tad ruin ; or had Timour been trained to cabbage-raising and 
vine-dressing, whether he would not have lived in history at 
the great horticidturist of Kesth, or the Diocletian of Samar- 
eand, rather than the Tartar tyrant and conqueror of the East? 
ELow many possible Howards have swung at Tyburn? How 
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■Moy caiumized and halced heads have barelj escaped the 
doom of BrinvillierSy and the tender mercies of Camifex? 

AiialogGiis to that wonderful Qulf Stream, once a myth and 
still a mjsterv, the strange current of human existenoey font 
score and ten years long, bears each and all of us with a strongs 
steadj sweep awaj from the tropic lands of sunny childhood| 
enamelled with verdure and gaudy with bloom, through thi 
temperate regions of manhood and womanhood, fruitful aad 
harvest-hued, on to the frigid, lonely shores of dreary old age, 
snow-crowned and ice-veined ; and individual destinies seem to 
resemble the tangled drift on those broad bounding gulf-billows, 
driven hither and thither, strewn on barren beaches, scattered 
over bleaching coral crags, stranded upon blue bergs, — precious 
germs from all climes and classes ; some to be scorched under 
equatorial heats; some to perish by polar perils; a few to 
take root and flourish and tritmiph, building imperishable land- 
marks ; and many to stagnate in the long, inglorious rest of a 
Sargasso Sea. 

For all helpless himian waifs in this surging ocean of time, 
there is comfort in the knowledge that the fiercest storms tosa 
their drift highest ; and one of these apparently savage waves of 
adversity had swept Salome Owen safely to an isle of palms and 
peace, where, under the fostering rays of prosperity, the selfish 
and sordid elnm mts of her character found rapid development. 

In affectionate natures, family ties serve as cords to strangle 
selfishness; for, in large domestic circles, each member con- 
tributes a moiety to swell the good of the whole — silently en- 
dures some trial, makes some sacrifice, shares some sympathy 
and sunshine, hoards some grief and gloom, and had Salome 
remained with her brothers and sisters, their continual claims 
on her time and attention would have healthfully diverted 
Ihonglta what had long centred solely in self. Finding that 
fortune had temporarily sheathed in velvet the goad of neoeih 
sity, the girl's aspirations soared no higher than the maintenanoe 
of ht^ present easy and luxurious position, as a petted dejiendem 
on the affection and bounty of a weak but generous and lonely 
old lady. Having no other object near, upon which to laviak 
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the love and caresses that were stored in hei heart, Mus Jam 
had turned fondly to Salome, and so earnestly endeavored to 
brighten her life, that the latter felt assured she was selected ai 
the heiress of that house and estate where she had dwelt ae 
happily ; and thus sanguine concerning her future prospects, thi 
strong will of the girl completely dominated the feebler and 
failing one of her bene&ctress, through whose fingers the reisA 
of government slipped so gradually, that she was unconflcions 
of her virtual abdication. 

From this pleasant dream of a handsome heritage and life^ 
long plenly, Salome had been rudely aroused by the unwelcome 
tidings that a young half-brother of Miss Jane was coming to 
reside tmder her roof; and prophetic fear whispered that the 
i^oranger would contest and divide her dominion. A surgeon 
41 the United States navy, he had been absent for five years in 
distant seas, and only resigned his commission in consequence of 
letters which informed him of the feeble condition of his only 
surviving relative. Those who have eaten the bread of charity 
learn to interpret countenances with an unerring fEicility that 
eclipses the vaunted skill of Lavater, and the girl's brief inspec- 
don of the face which would henceforth confront her daily, 
yielded little to dispel her gloomy forebodings. The sound of 
the tea-bell terminated her reverie, and rising, she walked slowly 
to the dining-room, throwing her head as erect as possible, and 
oompressiDg her mouth like some gladiator summoned to the 
fatal arena of the Coliseum. 

The dining-room was large and airy, with lofty wide win- 
dows, and neatly papered walls, where in numerous old-fashioned 
and quaintly carved frames hung the ancestral portraits of the 
family. Although one window was open, and the mild air 
laden with the perfumed breath of spring, a bright wood fire 
flashed on the hearth, near which Miss Jane sat in her large^ 
eushioned rocking-chair, resting her swollen slippered feet on a 
velvet stool, while her silver-mounted crutches leaned against 
the arm of her chair. An ugly and very diminutive brown 
terrier snarled and frisked on the iiig, tormenting a staid and 
aged Uack cat^ who oocasijnally arched her back and showed 
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her teeth; and Dr. Grey stood leaning oTer his aiater'a ehaii^ 
unooihing the soft grizzled looks that clustered under the ridb 
laoe border of her cap. He was talking of other days,— *> 
those of his bo^iiood, when, kneeling by that hearth, she had 
pasted his kites, found strii^ for his tops, made bags for his 
■larbles, or bound up his bleeding hands, bruised in boyish 
sports; and, while he read from the fresher page of his 
■lemoiy the blessed juv^enile annals long since effaced tnm 
hen, a happy smile lighted her withered fiEuw, and she put up 
one thin hand to pat the brown and bearded cheek which nearly 
touched her head. To the pretty young thing who had paused 
on the threshold, watching what passed, it seemed a peaceful pic- 
ture, cosy and complete, needing no adjuncts, defying intruders; 
but Miss Jane caught a glimpse of the shrinking figare, and 
beckoned her to the fire-place. 

'^ Salome, come shake hands with my sailor-boy, and tell him 
how glad we are to have his sunburnt face once more among us. 
Ulpian, this is my dear child Salome, who makes noise and sun- 
shine enough in an otherwise dark and silent dreary house. 
Why, children, don^ Btand bowing at each other, like foreign 
ministers at court ! Ulpian, you are to be a brother to that 
child ; so go and kiss her like a Christian, and let us have no 
more state and ceremony." 

"8an8 drhnonie we introduced ourselves this afternoon, 
under the apple-tree, and I presume Salome will accept the 
assurance of my friendly intentions and fraternal r^ard, and 
decline the seal which only long acquaintance and perfect con- 
fidence could induce her to permit. Notwithstanding the very 
evident fact that she is not entirely overwhelmed with delight 
•t my return, I gratefully acknowledge my indebtedness to one 
who has so largely contributtvi to my sister's happiness, and 
■fudi avail myself of every opportunity to prove my appredi^ 
iion of h*ii devotion." 

Dr. Grey stepped forward, took Salome's hand, and touched 
ft lightly with his lips, while the grave dignity of his manner 
forbade the thought that affectation of gallantry or idle persi 
Cage suggested the words or action. 
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Disarmea bj the quiet courtesy which she felt she had nd 
merited, the girFs ready wit and nimbly obedient tongue for 
once proved treacherous; and, conscious that the flush was deep 
enlng on cheek and brow, she moved to the oval table in thf 
oentre of the floor, and seated herself behind tho massive bUviv 
urn. 

^ Ulpian, take your place yonder, at the foot, and excuse mj 
absence horn the table this first evening of your return. 1 
always have my meals here, close to the fire, and Salome pre 
sides in my place. Child, put no cream in his tea, but a boun- 
tiful share of sugar. You see, my boy, I have not grown too 
old to recollect your whims." 

As he obeyed her, Salome was preparing to pour out the 
tea; but, catching his eye, she paused, and Dr. Grey bowed his 
head on his hand, and solemnly and impressively asked a 
blessing, and oflered up fervent thanks for the family reimion. 
In the somewhat fragmentaiy discourse that ensued between 
brother and sister the orphan took no part; and, a half hour 
later, when the little party removed to the library and estab- 
lished themselves comfortably for the evening, Salome drew her 
chair close to the lamp, and, under pretence of examining a book 
of engravings, covertly studied the features and mien of the 
new-comer. 

His quiet, low-toned conversation was of other lands and dis- 
tant nations, and, while there was an entire absence of that 
ostentatious braggardism and dropsical egotism which unfortu* 
nately attacks the majority Df travellers, his descriptions of 
foreign scenery were so graceful and brilliant, that despite 
her ungracious determination and premeditated dislike, she W 
came a fascinated listener ; and, more than once, found herself 
leaning forward to catch liis words. Her own vivid fJEuicy 
travelled with him over the lakes and isles, temples and palaces, 
he had visitad ; and, when the clock struck eleven, and a brief 
silence succeeded, she started as from some delightful dream. 

^ Janet, shall we have prayers, or have I already kept }o« 
aptoolattt?'' 
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Dr. Qmy stooped and pressed his lips to his sister's wrinkled 
forehead) and her Toioe faltered slightly, as she answered, — 

^ It is never too late to thank God for all his goodness, esp^i 
oially in bringing inj dear hoy safely back to me. Salome, get 
die large Bible from the cushion in the parlor.'' 

Ao the orphan placed the book in Dr. Grey's hand it opened 
%t the record of births, where on the wide page appeared only 
Uie name of Ulpian Grey, and from the leaves fluttered a small 
bow of blue ribbon. 

He picked it up, and, considering it merely a book-mark| 
would have replaced it, but Miss Jane exclaimed, — 

** It is the blue knot that fastens that child's collar. Give it 
to her. She lost it yesterday, and has searched the house for it. 
How came it in that old Bible, which I am sure has not been 
used for fifteen years ? " 

Whatever solution of the mystery Salome might have deigned 
to offer, remained unuttered, for Dr. Grey kindly obviated the 
necessity of a reply by requesting her to bri>Ag him an addi- 
tional candle from an adjoining room; and the superfluous 
celerity with which she started on the errand called a twinkle 
to his eye and a half-smothered smile to hib lips. She felt 
anrared that he was thoroughly cognizant of tho curiosity which 
had prompted her researches among the fknnlj records, an^l 
inferred that he had either no vanity to be flattered by such 
trifles, or was dowered with too much generosity to evince any 
gratification at the discovery of an interest she would have 
fehemsntly disclaimed. 

It was the first time she had ever bowed before the family 
altar, and, notwithstanding her avowed aversion to ^^ Puritanic 
ceremonials and Pharisaical practices," she was unexpectedly 
awed and deeply impressed by the solemnity with which he 
conducted the brief services; while, despite her prejudice, his 
grave courtesy toward her, and the subdued tenderness that 
marked his treatment of his sister, commanded her involuntary 
respect. When she stood before the mirror in her own room, 
iiF^w«iding her heavy hair, a dissatisfied expiessian robbed het 
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features of half their loveliness, and discontent plon^^ed di» 
tordng lines about the scarlet lips whlcn mutterect, — 

'^I wonder if, in one of his evil fits, my father sold and aigoed 
me away to Satan ? I certainly am hon gre mal grS in bondage 
ie him ; for, from my inmost heart I hate ^ good, pious, sanctl- 
Aed souls,' such as that marble man upstabrs, who has coma 
back to usurp my kingdom, and lord it over this heritage. 
After to-day & new regime. The potter's hands are fair and 
shapelj, courteous and deft, but potter's bauds nevertheless. 
Tough kneading he shall find it, and stifTer clay than ever yet 
was moulded, or my name is not Salome Owen. After aU, how 
much better are we than the lower beasts of prey? In the 
race for riches there is but one alternative, — to devour, or be 
devoured; consequently that was an immemorial and well 
tested rule in the warfare that conmienced when Adam and Eve 
found themselves shut out of Eden. ^ Each for himittli^' &c., 
&c., &o. Since I mast ex necessitate prey or be preyed upon^ I 
shall waste no time in deliberation." 



CHAPTER n. 




fifty-t^o years old, Daniel Grey nmfMwnd a 
handsome fortune by speculating in certain gold and 
coal mine stocks, which not only relieved him from the 
necessity of daily toil in his dusty counting-room, but elevated 
<iim to that more than Braminical caste, dubbed in Mammon- 
parlanue — capitalists; whose decrees outweigh legislative 
statutes, and by feeling the pulse of stock-boards and all 
financial corporations, r^ulate the fiscal currents of the State. 
A few months subsequent to this sudden accession of wealth, 
his meek and devoted wife — who had patiently shared all the 
trials and hardships of his early impecunious career, and 
brightened an humble home which boasted no treasure 
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paiaUe to her losing, nnflftlfian heart, — "was saminoned to tht 
wjoyment of a heritage beyond the stars; and Daniel Oreyi 
«ipitalist^ found himself a florid handsome widower, with two 
children, Enoch and Jane, to remind him continnally of th« 
oale wife over whose quiet ashes rose a costly mausolcunii 
where rare exotics nodded to each other across ^ded slab aaA 
•cnlptured angels. That he profoundly mourned his loss no 
diaritable mind cotdd doubt, notwithstanding the obstinate &et 
shat ere the violets had bloomed a twelvemonth over the dead 
mother of his children he had provided them with one who 
eertainly bore her name, usurped her precious privileges, 
walked in her footsteps, but wofully failed to fill her place. 

Mrs. Daniel Grey, scarcely the senior of the step-daughter 
whose lips most reluctantly framed the sacred word ^^ mother,'' 
was a fresh fair young thing, whose ideas of marriage 
extended no further than diamonds, white satin, reception 
cards, and bridal presents; and whose regard for her worthy 
husband sought no surer basis than his bank-stock and insurance 
dividends. Dainty and bright, in tasteful and costly apparel, 
the pretty child-wife flitted up and down in Ids house and 
over the serene surface of his life, touching no feeling of his nature 
■o deeply as that colossal pa/rvervu, vanity which exulted in the 
possession of a graceful walking announcement of his ability to 
clothe in fine fabrics and expensive jewels. 

Perhaps the mildew that stained the ghastly gaunt angels who 
kept guard over the dust of the dead wife, extended yet further 
than the silent territory over which sexton and mattock 
reigned, for one dreary December night, instead of nestling for a 
post-prandial nap among the velvet cushions of Ids luxurious 
parlor, Daniel Grey, capitalist, slept his last sleep in a high 
backed, coinfortless chair before his desk, where the confidentisi 
derk found him next morning, with his rigid icy fingers throsl 
between the leaves of his check-book. 

According to the old Arab proverb, — 

** The black camel named Death kneeleth once at each door, 
And a mortal mnstmooxt to letum nevennose.'* 
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And, paAt all pcradventurey faaving borne away one member of 
ihe household, the ^^ Last Carrier '' from force of habit hasteni 
to perform the same thankless service for the remainder ; — thus 
tre summer sunshine streamed on the husband^s grave, another 
yawned at its side, and a wreathed and fluted shaft shot up close 
to his mausoleum, to tell S3rmpathizing friends and carelesa 
•trangers that the second wife of Daniel Grey had been snatchea 
away in the mom log of life. 

Her infant son XJlpian was committed to the tender guar- 
dianship of his maternal grandmother, in whose hands he 
remained until the close of his fourth year, when her death 
necessitated his return to the home of his only relatives, Enoch 
4nd Jane. At the request of his sister, the former had sold the 
elegant new residence in a fashionable quarter of the town, and 
removed to the old homestead and farm, hallowed by remi- 
niscences of their mother, and invested with the magic attrao 
tions that early association weaves about the spots frequented id 
youth. 

Manifesting, even in boyhood, an unconquerable repugnance 
not only to curriculum, but the monotonous routine of mer- 
cantile pursuits, Enoch sullenly forswore stock-jobbing and 
finance, and declared his intention of indulging his rural tastes 
and becoming a farmer. Fine cattle and poultry of all kinds, 
heavy wheat-crops, and well-stored corn-cribs engrossed his 
thoughts, to the entire exclusion of abstract »sthetic specular 
tion, of operatic music, and Pre-Kaphaelitism ; while the sight 
of one of his silky short-homed Ayrshires yielded him infinitely 
more pleasure than the possession of all Bosa Bonheur's ideals 
oould possibly have done, and the soft billowy stretch of his 
bvorite clover-meadow was worth all the canvas that Claude or 
Poussin had ever colored. While Enoch had cordially hated 
fesff fair blue-eyed young step-mother, not from any personal or 
mdividual grounds of grievance, but simply and solely because 
lihe dared to occupy the household niche, sanctified once and 
forever by his own meek gentle-toned mother, he neverthelesa 
fcendorly loved her baby-boy; and as Ulpian grew to manhood 
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he became the idol, at whoae shrine the brother aiid aster 
Oiflfered their pore and most intense affection. 

Neither had married, and wnen the yoimgest of the honoehoM 
band completed his studies, and decided to accept a naTal 
appointment, the consternation and grief which the aiknoonee' 
Bent produced at the homestead, proved how essential tba 
pvsence of the half-brother had become to the happiness of the 
sedate stolid Enoch, and equable unselfish Jane. But the 
desire to travel subordinated all other sentiments in XTlpiSD't 
nature^ and he eagerly embarked for a cruise, from which he 
was recalled bv tidings of the death of his brother. 

A brief sojourn at the homestead had sufficed to arrange the 
affairs of the carefully-managed estate, and the young surgeon 
returned to his post aboard ship, in distant oriental seas. The 
uicreasing infirmity of his sister had finally induced the resigna- 
tion of his cherished commission, and brought the man of 
thirty-five back to his home, where the ^^old familiar faces '^ 
seemed to have vanished forever ; and, in lieu thereof, l^ons of 
cold-eyed strangers carelessly confronted him. 

Emancipated from all restraint, and early consigned to the 
guidance of his boyish caprices and immature judgment, Ulpian 
Grey's character had unfolded itself under circumstances 
peculiarly favorable for the fostering of selfishness and the 
development of idiosyncrasies. As a plant, unmolested by man 
and beast, germinates, expands, and freely and completely 
manifests all its inherent tendencies, whether detrimental or 
beneficial to humanity, so Dr. Grey's matured manhood was 
no distorted or discolored result of repeated educational 
experiments, but a thoroughly normal efflorescence of an un- 
biassed healthful nature. 

Habits of unwavering application and searching study, con- 
Iracted in collegiate cloisters, tightened their grasp upoti him, 
as he wandered away from the quiet precincts of Alma Mater ^ 
and into the crowded noisy campus of life; and even the 
gr'^arious and convivial manners prevalent aboard ship failed 
to divert his attention frt>m the prosecution of scientific r^ 
seuroheBi or to retanl his rapid progress in classical scholarahipb 
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For the tareasv res of knowledge trnvm patiently and indefatigable 
garnered througli a series of years, travel proved an invaluabk 
polyglot commentator, analyzing, comparing, annotating, an<i 
Italicizing, and had converted his mind into a vast, systematicall j 
arranged, pictorial encyclop»dia of miscellaneous lore, embel- 
lished with delicate etchings, noble engravings, and gorgeo«i 
illuminations, — a thesaurus where Boivcmtg might seek saooeMr 
fully for datOf and whence artists could derive grand types, and 
pure tender coloring. 

Keverent and loving appreciation of the intrinsically '^ truii| 
good, and beautiful '' was part of the homage that his nature 
rendered to its Creator, and instead of flowering into a morbid 
and maudlin sentimentality which craves low-br9wed, long 
8trai|^t-nosed, undraped statuettes in every nook and comer, — 
or dwarfs the soul and pins it to the surplice of some theologic 
dogmata claiming infallibility — or coffins the intellect in 
cramped, shallow, psychological categories, — it bore fruit in a 
wide-eyed, large-hearted, liberal-minded eclecticism, which, 
waging no crusade against the various Saladins of modem sys- 
tems, quietly possessed itself of the really valuable elements that 
constitute the basis of every ethical, »sthetic, and scienti^o 
creed, which has for any length of tiine levied black-mail on the 
credulity of mankind. 

Breadth of intellectual vision promotes moral and emotional 
expansion — for true catholicity of mind manufactures charity 
in the heart; and toleration is the real mesmeric current which 
brings the extremes of humanity en rapport j — is the veritable 
linquitous Samaritan always provided with wine and oil for the 
bruised and helpless, who are strewn along the highway of life; 
and those who penetrated beyond the polished surface of Dr. 
Orey's character, realized that no tinge of cynicism, no affecta> 
tion of contempt for his country and countrymen lurked in his 
heart, while erudition and foreign sojourning seemed only to 
have warmed and intensified his sympathy with all noble aims 
— his compassion for all grovelling ones. 

That his compulsory return to the *ineventf ul routine of life 
«k the homestead, involved a sacrifice which he would gladly 
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hare aTOided, he did not attempt to deny ; bnt having invested 
a large amount of earnest, vigorous fiiith in the final consurva* 
tism of that much-abused monster which the seditious army of 
the Disappointed anathematize as ^^ Bad Luck," he went to work 
eontentedlj in this new sphere of action, and waited patiently 
and trustfully for the slow grinding of the great mill of Com- 
pensation, into whose huge hopper Fate had unceremoniouslf 
poured all his plans. 

His advent produced a very decided sensation not only in the 
quiet neighborhood in which the farm was located, .but also id 
the adjacent town where the memory of Daniel Grey's meteoric 
ascent to pecuniosity still lingered in the minds of the oldest 
citizens, and pleasantly paved the way for a cordial reception of 
the fortunate son who inherited not only his mother's comeliness 
Vut his father's hoarded wealth. 

Living in the middle of the nineteenth century, and in a 
Lemisphere completely antipodal to that in which Utopia was 
dtnated, or ^^ Bensalem " dreamed of, the appearance of a good- 
looking, well-educated, affluent bachelor could not fail to stir all 
gossipdom to its dregs; and society, ever tenderly concerned 
about the individual affairs of its prominent members, was aU 
agog — busily arranging for the ci-devmU United States Surgeon 
a programme, than which he would sooner have undertaken the 
feats of Samson or the Avatars of Vishnu. 

His published card, announcing the fact that he had perma 
oently located in the city and was a patient candidate for th« 
privilege of setting fractured limbs and administering medicine, 
•omewhat dashed the expectations of many who conjectured 
that the Grey estate could not possibly be worth the amount so 
long reputed, or the principal heir would certainly not soil hit 
fingers with pills and plasters, instead of saimtering and dawdling 
witli librettos, lorgnettes, meei-schaums, and ctiriously-carved 
sanes cut in the Hebrides or the jungles of Java. 

Over the door of tha* office, where the Angel of Death had 
■mitten his father thir^y-fivo years before, a new sign swung 
in the breeze, and showed the citizens the name of ^^ Dr. Ulpiaa 
Grey Office hours &om nine to ten, and from two to three.** 
8 
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The members of the profession sailed formally -uo welcomi 
him to a share of their annial profits, and collectively gave him 
a dimier ; the " best families " invited him to tea or hincheon, 
eroquet or " German," and thus, having accomplished his pro- 
fessional and social debut, Ulpian Grey, M.D., hencfifortli 
claimed and exercised the privilege of selecting his associatei^ 
«nd employing his time as inclination prompted. 

In the comprehensive course of study to which he had up 
long devoted his attention, he had not omitted that immemorial 
stereotyped volimie — Himian Nature — which, despite the 
attempted revisions of sages, politicians, and ecclesiastics, 
remains as immutable as the everlasting hilk; printing upon 
the leaves of the yoimgest century phases of guilt and guilelesa- 
ness which find their prototypes in the gray dawn of time, when 
the "morning stars sang together," — yea, busy to-day as of 
yoie, slaughtering Abel, stoning Stephen, fretting Moses, cruci- 
fying Christ. Finding much that was admirable, and more that 
seemed ignoble, he gravely and reverently sought to possess 
himself of the subtle arcana of this marvellous book, rejecting 
as equally erroneous and imreliable the magnifying zeal of 
opuimism and the gloomy jaimdiced lenses of sneering pessim- 
ism, — thoroughly satisfied that it was a solemn duty, obKgatory 
upon all, to study that complex paradoxical human nature, for 
the mastery of which Lucifer and Jesus had ceaselessly battled 
since the day when Adam and Eve were called '* to dress and 
to keep" the Garden by the Euphrates, — that heavon-bcm, 
heaven-cursed, restless human nature, which now, as then, — 

" Grasps ait the imitage forbidden, 
The golden pomegranates of Bden, 
To quiet its fever and pain.** 

A few days' residence under the same roof, and a guarded 
observation of Salome's conduct, sufficed to acquaint Dr. Grey 
with the ungenerous motives that induced her cJlagrin at his 
return ; and, without permitting her to suspect that he had so 
accurately read her character, he endeavored as unobtrusivelj 
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m possible to bridge by kindnsM and courtesy tbe ohasm of 
jealous distrast which divided them. 

Indolent and self-indtdgenty 8he neither brooked dictaiioB| 
nor gracefiilly accepted any suggestions at ^'^riance with the 
reigning whim ; for, since she became ap 'nmate of Miss Jane's 
hospitable home, existence had been a mere dreamy, aimleM 
mocewion of golden da^wis and scarlet^mrtained sunsets — a 
•low, quiet lapdng of weeks into months, — an almost stagnant 
stream curled by no eddies, freighted with few aspirationSi 
bearing no drift. 

The circumstances and associations of her early life had de- 
stroyed her faith in abstract nobility of character; self- 
abnegation she neither comprehended nor deemed possible ; and 
of a stem, innate moral heroism she was utterly sceptical; 
consequently a delicately graduated scale of selfishness was the 
sole balance by which she was wont to weigh men and women. 

Her irregular method of study and desultory reading had 
rather enervated than strengthened a mind naturally clear and 
vigorous, and left its acquisitions in a confused and kaleidoscopic 
mass, bordering upon intellectual salmagundi. 

One warm afternoon, on his return from town, as Dr. Grey 
ascended the steps he noticed Salome reclining on a bamboo 
settee at the western end of the gallery, where the sunshine was 
hot and glaring, unobstructed by the thin leafy screen of vmes 
that drooped from column to column on the southern and 
eastern sides of the building. If conscious of his approach she 
▼ouohsafed not the slightest intimation of it, and when he stood 
Wside her she remained so immovable that he might have 
Isiagined her asleep but for the lambent light which rayed out 
from eyes that seemed intently numbering the soft fluttering 
young leaves on a distant clump of elm trees, which made • 
laoe-like tracery of golden glimmer and quivering shadow on tL« 
purple-headed clover at their feet. 

Her fair but long slender fingers carelessly held a book that 
threatened to slip from their light relaxing grasp, and compress 
ing his Mpa in order to smother a smile under his heavy 
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tftohe. Dr. Grey stooped and put his liand on her plump whitt 
wrist, where the blue veins were running riot. 

^ So youngy — yet cataleptio ! Unfortunate, indeed,'' he mar 
mnred. 

She shock off his touch, and instantly sat erect. 

" I should be glad to know what you mean." 

''I have an admirable, nay, I venture to add, an almosl 
iafallible prescription for catalepsy, which has cured two chronic 
and apparently hopeless cases, and it will afford me great plea 
■ore to try the third experiment upon you, since you seem 
pitiably in want of a remedy." 

<< Thank you. Were I as free from all other ills that ^ flesh 
is heir to,' as I certainly am of the taint of catalepsy, I might 
indeed congratulate myself upon an immunity which would 
obviate the dire necessity of ever meeting a physician." 

<< Are you sure that you sufficiently understand the symptoms, 
to recognise them xmerringly ? " 

rhe rose tint in her cheeks deepened to scarlet, as she haughtily 
drew herself up to her full height, and answered, — 

^^ Dr. Grey himself is not more sagacious and adroit in de- 
tectmg them; especially when open eyes discover unwelcome 
and disagreeable objects, which, wishing to avoid, they are still 
compelled to see. I hope you are satisfied that I comprehend 
you." 

<< My meaning was not so occult as to justify a doubt upon 
that subject ; and moreover, Salome, lack of astuteness is fav 
trom being your greatest defect. My motive should eloquently 
plead pardon for my candor, if I venture to tell you that your 
frequent affectation of unconsciousness of the presence of others, 
*is a custom more honored in the breach than the observance,' 
■DC may prove prolific of annoyance in coming years ; for curtesy 
oonstitutes the key-stone in the beautiful arch of social amenities 
which vaults the temple of Christian virtues. Lest you should 
take umbrage at my frankness, which ought to assure you of my 
interest in your happiness and improvement, permit me to 
remind you of the oriental definition of a faithfrd friend, thai 
has more pith than verbal polish, — 



Digitized by 



Google 



msrriL djUte us do past. n 

*T1m true friend is not he who holds up Fhitteiy^s minrar, - 
In whioh the face to thy conceit most pleasing hovers; 
But he who kindly shows thee all thy yioes, sirrah t 
And helps thee mend them ere an enemy disoovers.' * 

Riiong, Salome swept him a profound courtesy, and, while hot 
Ingera beat a tattoo on the book she held, she watched him 
with a peculiar sparkle in her eyes, which he had already learned^ 
to understand was a beacon flame kindled by intense displeasure. 
Dr. Grey seated himself, and, taking off his hat, said gently and 
winningljy as he pushed aside the hair that clustered in brown 
lings over his forehead, — 

^ Here is ample room tor both of us. Sit down, and be reason- 
able; and let me catch a glimpse of the amiable elements which 
I feel assured must exist somewhere in your nature, notwith- 
standing your persistent endeavor to conceal them. Your 
Janus character has hitherto breathed only war — war; but^ 
my young friend, I earnestly invoke its peaceful phase.'' 

The kindness of tone and evident sincerity of manner might 
have disarmed a prejudice better founded than hers ; but wrath 
consumed all scruples, and, recollecting his forbearance with 
various former acts of rudeness, she presumed to attempt fuiN 
ther aggressions. 

Waving her hand in tacit rejection of the proffev^ea sh**^ of 
the settee, she answered with more emphasis than perspicuity 
demanded.— 

^^Does your reading of the book of Job encourage you to 
believe that when those self-appointed co^msellors — Eliphas 
the Temanite, Bildad the Shuhite, and Zophar the Naamathite — 
letumed to their respective homes, they had cause to congrato- 
late themselves upon their cordial welcome to Job's bank of 
ashes, or felt bountifully repaid for their voluntary mission of 
advice?'' 

** Unfortunately, no. My study of the record of the man 
of Uz readers painfully patent that himiiliating fact — old as 
humanity —that sanctitv of motive is no coat-of-mail to thb 
ivickless few who bravely bear to the hearts of those with whom 
they associate the unweloome burden of imflatteiing truths. 
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Phraaeology — definitions — vary witli advancing centurieff^ 
but not so the human impujses they express or expiain; and 
friendship in the days of Job was the identical * Mutual Admira- 
tion Society,' which at present converts its consistent servile 
mbmbers into Damon and Pythias, but punishes any viohition 
of its canons with hatred dire and inextinguishable. "Were I 
blessed with the genius of Praxiteles or of Angelo, I would 
chisel and bequeath to the world a noble statue, — typical of 
tiiat rare, fearless friendship, which, walking through the la retto 
of diseased and morbid natures, bears not honied draughts alone, 
but scalpel, caustic, and bitter tonics." 

The calm sw3etness of voice and mien lent to his words an 
influence which no amount of gaD or satire could have impai-ted ; 
and, in the brief silence that ensued, Salome's heart was sud- 
denly smitten with a humiliating consciousness of her childish 
flippancy, — her utter inferiority to this man, who seemed to 
walk serenely in a starry plane far beyond the mire where she 
grovelled. 

Ridicule braced and exaggerated her weaknesses, and tie 
strokes of sarcasm she could adroitly parry ; but for persistent 
magnanimity she was no match, and recoiled before it like the 
traditional Fiend at sight of the Santo Suda/rio. Watching her 
companion's quiet countenance, she saw a shadow drift over it, 
betokening neither anger nor scorn, but serious regret; and 
involuntarily she drooped her head to avoid the eyes that now 
turned full upon her. 

^' Since I became a man, and to some extent capable of dift* 
oruninating with reference to the characters of persons with 
whom I found myself in contact, I have made and invariably 
observed one rule of conduc^, — namely, never to associate with 
those whom I can not respect. Ignorance, want of refinement, 
Irritability of temper, and even lack of generous impulses, I can 
forgive, when redeemed by candor and stem honesty of pur- 
|>ose; but arrogance, dissimulation, and all-absorbing selfish- 
ness I will not tolerate. In you I hoped and expected better 
qualities than you permit mo to find, and I trust you will acquit 
me of ii teutional rudeness if I acknowledge that you have pain^ 
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folly disappointed me. It was, and still is, my eaicdst wish to 
beMend and to aid you, — to contribute to your happiness, and 
cordially sympathize in any annoyances that may surround youj 
bat thus far you have rendered it impossible for me to esteem 
you, and while I do not presume that my good opinion is of anj 
importance to you, our present relations compel me to request 
that our intercourse may in future be characterized by mor« 
urbanity than has yet graced it. My sister has been much 
pained by the feelings with which you evidently regard me, and 
since you and I are merely guests under her roof, a due defe* 
rence to her wishes should certainly repress the exhibition of 
antipathies towards those whom she loves. It is her earnest 
desire (as expressed in a conversation which I had with her 
yesterday) that I should treat you as a young sister ; and, for 
her sake, I offer you once more, and for the last time, my 
hearty assistance in any department in which I am able to ren- 
der it." 

^' The folds of your flag of truce do not conceal the drawn 
sword beneath it ; and let me tell you, sir, it is very evident 
that ^demand' would far better have expressed your purpose 
than the word * request.'" 

"At least you idiould not be surprised if I doubt whether 
you regard any truce as inviolable, and am inclined to suspect 
you of latent treachery." 

" Your accusation of dissimulation is unjust, for I have openly, 
fearlessly manifested my prejudice — my aversion." 

** That you dislike me is my misfortune, but that you aUow 
your detestation to generate discord in our small circle in an 
error which I trust you will endeavor to correct. That I have 
many faults I shall not attempt to deny ; but mutual forbear- 
ance will prove a mutual blessing. For Jane's sake, shall there 
not be peace between us ? " 

Standing before her, he looked gravely down into her fiace^ 
where flush and sparkle hod died out, and saw - what she 
was too proud to confess — that he had partially conquered her 
waywardness, tht^t she was reJ.uctantly yielding to his influence; 
but he understood her nature too thoroughly to pause contented 
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with this Alight adyantage in a contest which he f orcfiaw miisl 
determine the direction of her aims through life. 

** Salome, I am waiting for your decision." 

Uer lips stirred twice, but the words they framed were eithef 
too haughty or too humble, for she refused them utterance ; and, 
while she deliberated, two tears settled the question by rolling 
swiftly oyer her cheeks, and falling upon the cherry ribbon ai 
ker throat. 

Accepting it as a tacit signature to his terms of capitulation, 
and satisfied with the result. Dr. Grey forbore to urge verbal 
assurances. Takiog the book from her hand, he said, plea- 
■antly, — 

"Are you fond of French ? I frequently find you poring OYer 
your ^grammar." 

^^ I have never had a teacher, nor have I conquered the con- 
jugations; consequently, I know comparatively little about the 
language." 

^^Are you studying it with the intention of familiarizing 
yourself with French literature, or merely to enable you to 
translate the few phrases that modem writers sprinkle through 
novels and essays ? " 

^^For neither purpose, but simply because it is the court 
language of the old world ; and, if I should succeed in my h«pe 
of visiting Europe, I might regret my ignorance of the univer- 
sally received medium of communication." 

" Have you, then, no desire to master those noble bursts of 
eloquence by which Racine, Bossuet, F^^lon, and Cousin have 
diarmed the intellects of all nations ? " 

** None, whatever. I might as well tell you at once, what you 
will inevitably discover ere long if you condescend to inspect 
my meagre attainments, that for abstract study I have no mora 
Inclination than to fondle some miunmy in the crypts of CyrenOi 
or play ^ blind man's bufT' with the corpses in . the Morgue. 
My limited investments of time and thought in intellect lal stock 
have been made solely with reference to speedy dividends o< 
most practical and immediate benefit; and knowledge per sn-^ 
knowledge which will not pay me handsome interest — haf ne 
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Jbore Talue in my ejes than a handful %/( the dust of those Atures 
found in the cavern of Ataruipe. Doubtless you think me 
pitiably benighted, and possibly I might find more favor in your 
light if I affected a prodigious amount of literary enthusuuuu, 
and boundless admiration for scholarship and erudition; but 
tihat would prove too troublesome an imposture, — for I am 
constitutionally, habitually, and premeditatedly lazy.** 

She saw a smile lurking under his heavy lashes, and half 
ambushed in the comers of his mouth ; and, vaguely conscious 
that she was rendering herself ridiculous, she bit her lip with 
ill-disguised vexation. 

^^ Salome, I am a&aid that under the garb of a jest yo^ 
are mtMng me acquainted with a very mournful truth. You 
have probably never heard of Lessing, — Cbtthold Ephraim 



^^Oh, I am not quite as ignorant as a Pitcaim's Isknder; 
and I think I have somewhere seen that such a person ims Les- 
sing lived at WolfenbiitteL He once said, ^The diase is 
always worth more than the quarry.' And agaiu, ^Did the 
Almighty, holding in his right hand Truth, and in his left 
Search after Truth, deign to proffer me the one I might prefer, 
— in all humility, but without hesitation, I should request 
Search after Truth.' When you have nothing more important 
to occupy your attention, give ten minutes' reflection to his 
admonition, and perhaps it may declare a dividend years henca. 
Last week I found your algebra on the rug before the library 
grate, and noticed several sums worked out in pencil on th« 
margin. Are you fond of matheoD&tics ? ^ 

^^ Not that I am aware oV^ 

" What progress have yoTa. made ? ** 

^ My knowledge of arithmetic is barely sufficient tu take mm 
through a brief shopping expedition." 

" Have you no ambition to increase it ? " 

*^ Dr. Grey, I have no ambition. Tliat ^ last infirmity of noble 
minds' has never attacked me; and, folding my hands, I cAani 
ceaselessly to my soul, ^Take thine ease, eat, drink, and oe 
mjerry ' The rapture of the mathematician, who bows before ihe 
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Bhrine of his fiiTorite science, is tc my dull intelle«4 as inocni' 
prehensible as the jargon of metaphysics or the mysterief 
wrapped up in Pali cerements. Equations, conic seodons, diffe* 
rential calculus, constitute a skull and cross-bones to which 1 
iJlow as wide a berth as possible." 

Tlie weary, dissatisfied expression of her large, luminous eyesi 
belie<l the sneer in her voice and the cur) of her thin lip, anJ 
It cost her an effort to answer his next question. 

^Will you tell me what rule you have adopted for the distri- 
bution of your time, and the government of your life? " 

"Yes, sir; you are heartily welcome to it: *Yet a little 
slumber, a little folding of the hands to sleep.' JOaisaez nou9 
faire. Moreover, Dr. Grey, if you will courteously lend me 
/our ears, I will favor you with a still more felicitous exposition 
of my invaluable organon." 

Stooping suddenly, she raised from the floor a small volume 
which had been concealed by her dress, and, as it opened at a 
page stained with the juice of a purple convolvulus, she smiled 
defiantly, and read with almost scornful emphasis, — 

"*Ah, why 

Should life all labor be ? 
Let UB alone. Time driveth onward fast, 

And in a little while our lips are duiuK 
Let OS alone. What is it that will latst ? 

All things are taken from us, and become 
Portions and parcels of the dreadful Past. 

Let ns alone. What pleasure can we have 
To war with evil V Is there any peace 

In ever climbing up the climbing wave ? 

AH things have rest, and ripen toward the g^ve 
In silence; ripen, fall, and cease : 
Give OS long rest or death ; dark death or dreamfol ecgse. 

Tlere, Dr Grey, you have my creed and method, — iJcUssez n&u» 
/aire.'' 

With a degree of gravity that trenched on sternness, he bowed, 
and answered, — 

^^ So be it. I might insist that the closing lines of ' Ulyaaei 
nobly refute all the numbing heresy of the * Lotos Eaten * — 
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• • . . * But flomethiiig eie the vA^ 

tome work of noUe note may yet be done. 

That whidi we are, we are; 

Que equal templer of heroio hearts. 

Made weak by time and fate, but strong hi will 

To striTS, to seek, to find, and not to yield.* 

But I would not rouse you from a lethargy, which, knowing it t<? 
be fatal to all hopes of usefulness, you still deliberately prefer. 
Take oare, however, leBt you bury the one original talent so 
deep that you fail to unearth it when the Matster demands it in 
the final day of restitution. I have questioned you concerning 
your studies, because I desired and intended to offer my services 
^8 tutor, while you prosecuted mathematics and the languages; 
but I forbear to suggest a course so evidently distasteful to you. 
Unlaws I completely misjudge your character, I fear the day is 
not distant, when, haunted by ghosts of strangled opportunities, 
you will realize the solemn and painful truth, that, — 

'There is nothing a man knows, in grief or in sfai, 
mas 90 ffttter oi to t/dnk. What I might kavu bm^r^* 



CHAPTER m. 




lAXOME, you look so weary that I must insist upon 
relieving you. Give me the book, and run out for a 
breath of fresh air— a glimpse of blue sky." 
Dr. Grey laid his hand on the volume, but the girl shook her 
head and pushed aside his fingers. 

^n am not at all tired, and even if I were it would make 
DO difference. Miss Jane desires me to read this sermon alord, 
and I shall finish it^ 

The invalid, who had been confined to her bed for maivj dayi 
by a severe attack of rheumatism, partially raised herself on onfl 
elbow, and said, — 
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^ My dear, give him the book, while you take a little excrcisei 
^ou have been pent up heie long enough, and, moreover, I want 
to talk to Ulpian about some business matters. Don't look so 
Bolleu, my child ; it makes no difference who reads the sermon 
to me. Eass mo, and run out on the lawn." 

The orphan lelinquizihed chair and book, but there was ikf» 
relaxation of lor bent brows, and neither warmth nor lingering 
{nressMre in the ^m, hardly drawn lips, which lightly touched 
the old lady's sallow, wiinkled cheek. When she had left the 
toom, closing the door after her with more force than was requi- 
site to bolt it securely. Miss Jane sighed heavily, and turned to 
her brother. 

" Poor thing ! She is so jealous of you ; and it distresses me 
to see that no friendship grows up between you, as I hoped and 
believed would be the case. If you would only notice her a 
little more I think you might win her over." 

** Leave it to time, Janet. I *have piped unto her and she 
would not daace ; I have mourned unto her, and she has not 
lamented,* — and concessions only feed her waywardness. If 
there be a residuum of good sense and proper feeling in her 
nature, they will assert themselves aftt^r a while; if not, all 
extraneous influences are futile. I will resume the reading, if 
agreeable to you." 

Moody and rebellious, Salome stood for some moments on the 
threshold of the front door, staring vacantly out over the lawn ; 
then, snatchiog her hat from a hook in the hall, she swiftly 
crossed ihe grounds, climbed over a low lattice fence at the foot 
of the declivity, and followed a worn but neglected path leading 
into the adjoining forest. 

The saactity of the Sabbath afternoon rested like a benisou 
dver the silent glades, whore sunshine made golden roads along 
the smooth brown pine straw, and glinted on the purple flags 
that fluttered in the mild west wind. Even the melancholy 
plaint of sad-eyed dun doves was hushed, as they slowly swung 
in the nwaying pine-tops; and two young lambs, neglected by 
the wandering flock, lay sleeping quietly, with their snowy 
uaads pillowed on dusterijg violets^- - hr from the fold, f orgottoi 
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bj tfieir mothers, at the mercy of strolling dogs, watched ml j 3ff 
the Great Shepherd. 

Salome^s rapid pace soon placed a mile between her and th« 
^ce that bounded the lawn; and, ptishing through the dense 
Mndeiprowth which betokmed the proximity of a stream, she 
stood ere long on the margin of a wide pond which supplied the 
Vmnd, shining sheet of beryl water that poured over the rocky 
dam, c^osc to the large irregular building called "Grey '3 Mill/' 

PlkiS of lumber were bleaching in the simshine, but the 
luachinery was at rest, the workmen were all absent, and not a 
sound broke the stillness, save the steady, monotonous chant of 
the water leaping down into the race, where a thousand foam- 
flakes danced along towards the huge wheels, and dicMl on the 
soft green mosses and lush-creepers that stole down to bathe in 
the sparkling wavelets. The knotted roots of an old beech tree 
furnished a resting-place, and Salome sat down and leaned her 
head against the scarred trunk, where lightning had once girdled 
and partially destroyed it, — leaving one-half the branches leaty, 
the remainder scorched and barren. 

Overhanging willows darkened the edges of the pond ; and, in 
the centre, one tall, venerable cypress, lonely as some palm in the 
desert, rose like a gray shaft tufted with a fine fringe of fresh 
green; and occasional clusters of broad, shining leaves, spread 
themselves on the surface of the water, cradling large, snowy 
lilies, whose gold-powdered stamens trembled ceaselessly. Now 
and then a trout leaped up, as if for a breath of May air, and 
fell back into the circle that widened until it touched eithei 
bank ; and not far from a cow who st - od knee-deep in water, 
browsing on a wild rose that clambered uver the willows to peep 
at its pink image in the pond, a proud pair of gray geese 
convoyed a brood of yellow younglings that dived and breasted 
dio ripples with evident glee. 

With hei arms clasped around her knees, Salome sat watching 
the blue tendrils of smoke that rose from a cl\mip of elms 
beyond the mill and curled lazily upward imtil they lost them- 
selves in air; and, though the arching elm boughs hid mossy 
roof and chimney, she nevertheless felt tfuit she wui losking m 
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the old house where she waa bom, and where ten dreary yean 
of sorrow and homiliation had embittered and perverted hei 
nature. 

Those ehus had seen her mother die, had heard her fiEkther'a 
inmken revelry, and bent their aged heads to listen on that wDd 
wintry night, when in blood-curdling curses his soul rent itself 
from the degraded tenement of clay. Apparently peace brooded 
over earth, sky, and water ; but to that lonely figure under the 
ri^en beech, every object within the range of vision babbled 
horrible tales of the early years, and memory pointed to a comer 
of the lumber-shed adjoining the mill whore she had often 
secreted herself to avoid her father's brutality, — always keeping 
her head in the moonshine, because she dreaded the darkness 
inside, which childish fancy filled with ghostly groups. She 
hated the place as she hated the past, and this was the 'lecond 
time she had visited it since the day that consigned her to the 
poor-house ; for it was impossible for her to look at the pond 
without recollecting one dark passage in her life, knowrn only tc 
God and herself. To-day she recalled, wi1li startling vividnesf 
a dusky, star-lit June evening, when, maddened by an unmeril^eJ 
ami imusually severe punishment inflicted by her father, she had 
resolved to drown herself, and find i>eace in the mud at the 
bottom of the mill pond. Placing her infant sister on the grass, 
she nad kissed her good-by, and selecting the deepest portion of 
the water, had climbed out on a willow branch and prepared 
for the final plunge. Putting her fingers ir Ler ears that she 
might not hear the bubbling of the murderous water, she shut 
her eyes and sprang into the pond ; but her long hair caught 
the willow twigs, and, half strangled and quite willing to live,, 
«h^ scrambled up into the low limbs that seemed so anxious to 
rescue her from a water}' grave; and, dripping and trembling, 
ep^jft back to the house, comforting herself with the grim assw- 
mnce that whatever else might befall, she certainly was not 
foreordained to be either beaten to death or drowned. The 
impulse which had brought her on this occasion to a scene so 
fraught with harrowing memories, was explicable only by tb« 
pip]A}Bition that its painful surroimdings were in couionaAoe 
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witL the bitter and despondent mood in which she found her- 
ielf ; and, in the gloom that this retrospection shed over her 
eonntenancey her features seemed to grow wan and angohir 
For several days she had been sorely disquieted by the realization 
of Miss Jane's rapidly failing strength ; and the pro '^ability of her 
death, which a year ago would have been entirely endurable 
as an avenue tj wealth, now appeared the direst catastrophe that 
liad yet threatened her ill-starred life. 

It was distressing to think of the kind old h/o^ growing stiff 
in a shroud, but infinitely more appalling to contemplate the 
possibility of being turned out of a comfortable home and driven 
to labor for a maintenance. Salome had a vague impression that 
either Providence or the world owed her a luxurious future, as 
partial compensation for her juvenile miseries; but since both 
fleem«Mi disposed to repudiate the debt, she was reluctantly com- 
pelled to ponder her prospective bankruptcy in worldly goods, 
and, like the imjust steward, while unwilling to work she waa 
sdll ashamed to beg. 

Aithough she strenuously resisted the strong, steady influence 
80 quietly exerted by Dr. Grey, the best elements of her nature, 
long dormant, began to stir feebly, and she was conscious of 
nobler aspirations than those which had hitherto swayed her; 
and of a dimly-defined self-dissatisfaction that was novel and 
annoying. Unwilling to admit that she valued his good opinion, 
■he nevertheless felt chagrined at her failure to possess it, and 
gradually she realized her utter inferiority to this man, whose 
consistent Christian character commanded an entire respect 
which she had never before entertained for any human being. 
Jmmersed in vexing thoughts concerning her future, she me 
chanically stretched out her hand to pluck a buuch of phlox 
and of lemon-hued primroses that were nodding in the sunshini 
elose to hei feet ; but, as she touched the stems, a large coppei- 
colored snake slowly imcoiled from the tuft of grass where thev 
nestled, and, gliding into the water, disappeared in the midpt f 
the lilies. 

^ I wonder if throughout life all the flowers I endeavor ti 
ip-tsp will prove only Moccasin-beds! Why shotdd they|-« 
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nnlesB Ood abdicates and Satan reigns ? I have found, to my 
oosty that existence is not made entirely of rainless Jnne days; 
but I doubt whether darkness and storms shut out the warm 
glow and perpetuallj curtain the stars. Ob-viously I am no 
flaint; still, I am disposed to believe I am not altogethei wicked, 
I have committed no capital sins, nor grievously transgressed 
the decalogue, — and why should I despair of my share of th« 
good «hings of life? 1 am neither Cain nor Jezebel, and 
therefore Fates and Furies have no warrant to dog my foot- 
steps. Moreover, how do I know that Destiny is indeed the 
hideous, vindictive crone that luckless wretches have painted 
her, instead of an amiable, good soid, who is quite as willing to 
scatter blessings as curses? Because some dyspeptic Greek 
dreamed of three pitiless old weavers, blLud to human tears, deaf 
to human petitions, why should we wise and enlightened people 
of the nineteenth century scare ourselves with the skeleton of 
Paganism? I have as inalienable a right to brocades, crown- 
jewels, and a string of titles, as any reigning queen, provided I 
can only get my hands upon them ; and, since life seems to be a 
sort of snatch-and-hold game, quick keen eyes and nimble fingers 
decide the question. I have never trodden on the world's tender 
toes, nor smitten its pet follies, nor set myself aloft to gaze 
pityingly on its degradation; therefore, the world honors me 
with no special grudge. But one thing is mournfully certain, — 
my path is not strewn with loaves and fishes ready baked and 
broiled, and I must even go gleaning and fishing for myself. 
Almost everybody has some gift or some mission; but I really 
do not see in what direction I can set to work. Work I How I 
hate the bare thought I I have not suiEcient education to teach, 
nor genius to write, nor a talent for drawing, and barely music 
enough in my soul to enable me to carry the chiu'ch tunes 
tespectably. Come, Salome Owen ! Shake off your sloth, and 
fiu» the abominable fact that you must earn your own bread. 
It is a great shame, and I ought not to be obliged to work, for J 
am not responsible for my existence, and those who brought mo 
into the world owed it to me to provide for my wants. I can 
•ot and will not forgive my father and mother; but that wilJ 
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not mend matters, smce, neTerthelesSy hero I ami, with a hodfto 
feed and clothe, and Crod only knows how I am to aocompliah 
it. I find tnyself with youth, health, some beauty, an avorago 
■hare of intellect, and all the wants pertaLaing thereunto. If th« 
worst comes to the worst I suppose I can contrive, like other 
poverty-stricken girls, to marry some.^y who will support me 
eomfortably; but that is rather an uncertain speculation, and 
meantime Miss Jane might die. Now, if the Bible is true, it 
must indeed be a blessed lot to be bom a brown sparrow, and 
have the Lord for a commissary. I am a genuine child of old 
Adam, and labor is the heaviest cui^e that could possibly be 
sent upon me.'* 

Once or twice during this profitless reverie she had paused 
to listen to a singular sound that came from a dense group of 
willows not far from the spot where she sat, and now it grew 
louder, swelling into a measured cry, as of a child in great 
distress. 

" Somebody in trouble, but it d'>es not concern me ; I have 
enough and to spare, of my own." 

She settled herself once more qui*e comfortably, but the low, 
monotonous wail, smote her heart, a^ad womanly sympathy with 
suffering strangled her constitutional selfishness. Kising, she 
crept cautiously along the edge of tht* pond until she reached 
the thicket whence the soimd proceede<^^ end, as she pushed aside 
the low branches and peeped into the cor\^ green nook, her eyes 
fell upon the figure of a little boy who lay on the groimd, rolling 
from side to side and sobbing violently. 

'* What is the matter ? Are you sick or lruf:ry ? ^ 

Startled by the soimd of her voice, the child uttered a scream 
of terror, and whirled over, hiding his face in th^ leaves and 
gruB. 

"For Heaven's sake, stop howling! What are you nbout, — 
wallowing here in the mud, ruining ycur clothes, ai^d yellinf 
fike a hyena? Hush, and get up." 

"Oh, please, ma'am, don't tell on mel Don't car -y ice •»<:k, 
and I will hush!" 

•*Where do you live?" 
4* 
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^ Nowhere. Oh ! — oh 1 " And he renewed kia oriok 

"A probable story. Whai is your riome?" 

**Havn't got any name." 

**You have no name, and you live nowhere? Ooixei littk 
fellow, this wiD never do. I am afraid you are a very bad boy 
md have run a^ uy from homu to escape being punished. Hush 
this instant!" 

He had kept bis face carefully concealed, and, resolved Ur 
ascertain the tr^th, Salome stooped and tried to lift him; bat 
be struggled desjHjrately, and screamed frantically, — 

"I-iOt me alorel I won't go back! I will jump into th« 
pond and drown myself if you don't let me alone." 

He was so hoar?ie from constant crying that she could recog- 
nize no familiar t«^nes in his voice, but a great dread seized her, 
and, suddenly puHing her hands under his head, she forced the 
&ce up, and looked at the flushed, swoUen features. 

" Stanley ! Is it possible ? My poor little brother ! " 

The equally astonished boy started up, and stared half wiat- 
fdlly, half fearfully, at the figure stan(ling before him. 

"Is it you, Salome? I did not know you." 

"How came you here? When did you leave tho Asylum?** 

"I ran away, three days ago." 

"Why?" * . 

^^ Because 1 was tired of living there, and I wanted to come 
back homc.*^ 

"Home, jadeed! You miserable beggar, don't you know 
you have a/i home but the Orphan Asylum?" 

**yes, I have. I want to come back yonder. Don't you 
■ee home yonder, among the trees, with the pretty white and 
q>eckled pigeons flying over it?" 

He pointed ^.^ross the pond to the old house beyond the niill^ 
whose outlines were visible through the openings in the eUiis; 
and, af> he gazed upon it with that intense longing so touching 
in a child's face, his sobs increased. 

"Stanley, that is not your home now. Other people live 
Ihere, and you have no right to come back. Why did you ma 
away firom the Asylum? Did they treat you unkindly?** 
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*lfo, — yes. They whipped me because I cried and 8*id I 
hated to stay there, and wauled to come home.^ 

Salome looked at the soiled, torn clothes, and sorrowful itice; 
and, bursting into t^ars, she bent forward and drew her brother 
to her bosom. He put his arms around her neck, and kinad 
her cheek several times, saying, ncftly and coaxingly, — 

** Sister Salome, you won't send me back will ycu? PleaM 
let me stay with you, and I will be a good boy." 

For some minutes she was unable to reply, and wept sLe ntlj 
M she smoothed the tangled hair h^zk from the child's whiti 
forehead and pressed her lips to it. 

" Stanley, how is Jessie ? Where did you leave her ? " 

^' She is well, and I left her at the Asylum. She had a long 
cry the night I ran away, and said she wanted to see you, and 
she thought you had forgotten us both. Tou know, Salome, it 
is over a year since you came to see us, and Jessie and I are bo 
lonesome there, we hate the place." 

" What were you crying so bitterly about when I found you, 
just now?" 

*'I am so hungry, and the man who lives yonder at home 
drove me away. He said I was prowling around to steal some- 
thing, and if he saw me there any more he would shoot me. 
I ate my last piece of biscuit yesterday." 

"Why did you not come to me instead of the miller?" 

^*I was afraid you would send me back to the Asylum; but 
you won't, — I know you won't, Salome." 

"Suppose I had not happened to hear you crying, — what 
would have become of you ? Did you intend to starve here in 
the swamp?" 

"I thought 1 would wait till the miller left home, and then 
h<ig his wife to give me some bread, and, if I oould get nothing^ 
I was going to pull up some carrots that I saw growing in 
a field back of the house. Oh, Salome, I am so hungry and at 
died!" 

She sat down on a heap of last year's leaves, which autuma 
winds and winter rains had driven against the trauk of a de^ 
aajed md fiJlen sweet-gum, and, drawing the weary be«d with 
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itB shock of matted yellow cmls to her lap, she covered hei 
own &ce with her liands to hide the hot tears that streamed 
over her cheeks. 

"Salome, are yon very mad with me?" 

"Yes, Stanley; you have behaved very badly, and I donH 
mow what I ought to do with you." 

Qe tried to pnt aside one of her shielding hands, and failings 
wound his arms around her waist, and nestled as close aa po»* 
Bible. 

" Sister, please let me stay and live with you, and I promioe 
— I declare — I will be a good boy." 

" Poor little fellow ! You don't in the least know what you 
are talking about. How can you live with me when I have no 
home, and not a dollar? " 

" I diought you stayed with a rich ?ady, and had everything 
nice that you wanted." 

"I do not expect to have even a shelter much longer. The 
lady who takes care of me is sick, and carniqt live very long ; 
and, when she dies, I don't know where I shall go or what I 
may be obliged to do." 

"If you will only keep me I will help you work. At the 
Asylum I saw wood, and pick peas, and pull out grass and 
weeds from the strawberry vines, and sometimes I sweep the 
yards. Just try me a little while, Salome, and see how smart I 
can be." 

"Would you be willing to leave poor little Jessie at the 
Asylum? If she felt so lonesome when you were there, how 
will she get along without you ? " 

" Oh, we could steal her out some night, and keep her with 
ua, Salome, I tell you I don't mean to go back there. I wilJ 
die first. I will drown myself, or run away to sea. I would 
rather starve to death here in the swamp. Everybody else caa 
get a home, and why can't we ? " 

*^ Because your father was a drunkard, and left his children 
to the charity of the poor-house ; and, God knows, I heartily 
wish we were all screwed down in the 8i».me coftfn with hiiiL 
You and I, Jessie, and Mark, and Joel, are all b^^garg — mis5' 
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mble beggara! Huah, Stanley, jou will sob yciorself into a 
fever I Stop crybg, I say, if you do not want to drive me 
erazyl I tliought I had trouble enough, without being top> 
nented by the sight of your poor, wretched face ; and now, 
what to do with you I am sure I don't know. There — do be 
^piiet. Take your arms away; I don't want you to kiss me any 
Biore.'* 

In the long silence that succeeded, the child, spent with grief 
uid fatigue, fell into a sound sleep, and Salome sat with his head 
in her lap and her clasped hands resting on her knee. 

The afternoon slowly wore away, and the dimpled pond caught 
lengthening shadows on its sur^eice as the sun dipped into the 
Torest. The measured titikle of a distant bell told that the cows 
were wending quietly homeward; and, while the miller's wife 
drove her geese into the yard, the pigeons nestled in their leafy 
coverts high among the elm arches, and the solemn serenity of 
eoMiing sunmier night stole with velvet tread over the scene, 
idlencing all things save the silvery barcarolle of the Mling 
water, and the sweet, lonely vesper hymn of a whippoorwill, 
half hidden in the solitary cypress. 

Although tears came very rarely to her eyes, the orphan had 
wept bitterly, and, surprised at finding herself so completely 
unnerved on this occasion, she made a powerful effort to regain 
her oomposuio and usual stolidity of expression. Shaking the 
little sleeper, she said, — 

^Wake up, Stanley. Get your hat and come with me, at 
least for to-night." 

The child was too weary to renew the conversation, and^ 
hand in hand, the two walked silently on until they approached 
tke confines of the farm, when Salome suddenly paused at sight 
»f Pr. Grey, who was crossing the pine forest just in front of 
tliem. Fressing iiis sister's hand, Stanley looked up and asked, 
timidly, — 

** What are you going to do with me f 

** Hush 1 I have not fully decided." 

She endeavored to elude observation by standing clocn to the 
body of a large pine, but I>r. Grey caught a glimpse of her flit 
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terixig dref^i and came forward rapidly, can jing in tiis tims oim 
joung lamb and driving another before him. 

^^ Salome, will you be so good as to assist me in shepherding 
this obstinate little waif? It has been running hither and 
thither for nearly half an hour, taking every direction but the 
right one. If you will either walk on and lower the bars for 
me or drive this lamb while I go forward, you wiD greatly 
oblige me. Pardon me, — you look distressed Something 
painful has occurred, I fear.'' 

The girl's usually firm mouth trembled as she laid her hand 
on the torn straw hat that shaded Stanley's features, and an- 
swered, hurriedly, — 

** Yes. We have both stumbled upon stray lambs ; but mine, 
unfortunately, happens to prove my youngest brother,- and, 
ginco I am neither Keuben nor Judah, I could not leave him in 
the woods to perish. Stanley, run on and pull down the bars 
yonder, where you see the sheep looking through the fence." 

"How old is he?" 

"About eight years, I believe, but he is small for his age." 

"He does not in the least resemble you." 

"No; pitiable little wretch, he looks like nothing but desti- 
tution ! "When a poor man dies, leaving a houseful of beggarly 
orphans, the State ought to require the undertaker who buries 
him to shoot or hang the whole brood, and lay thom all in the 
Potter's Field out of the world's way." 

^^ Such words and sentiments are strangely at variance with 
the afiectionate gtsntleness and resignation which be^ become 
womanly lips, and I pity the keen suffering that wrings them 
from yours. He who ^setteth the solitary iu families' never 
yet failed in loving guardianship of trusting orphanage, and 
certainly you have no cause to upbraid fate, or impiously raur- 
mur against the decrees of your God." 

He stood before her, with one hand stroking the head of the 
lamb that nestled on his bosom ; bnt his face was sterner, hia 
voice far more severe, than she had ever known either b«ifore, 
and her eyes fell beneaUv the grave and sorrowful rebuke whick 
looked out from his. 
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* Your brother ran away from the Asyliun, three dayv ftgn." 

** How did you ascertain that fact ? " 

'^ About an hour after you left the house, the matron cf th# 
Asylum sent to inqiiire whether you were aware of his absoDoe^ 
iod to notify you that your little sist;er Jessie is quite ill. I 
was searching for you, when I accidentally found these lamn^ 
leserted by their mother. Thank you, Stanley ; 1 will put up 
Uid bBTS, and you can go to the house with your sister. Salome, 
the carriage is ready, and if you desire to see Jessie immediately 
f will take you over as soon as possible. There is a full moon, 
and you can return with me or remain at the Asylum until 
morning. Confer with my sister concerning the disposal of this 
little refugee." 

He patted the boy's head, and entered the sheepfold, while 
Salome stood leaning against the fence, looking vacantly down 
at the bleating flock. 

Catching her brother's hand, she hurried to the house, bathed 
his face, brushed his disordered hair, and gave him a bountiful 
ffupper of bread and milk ; after which, Jane Grey ordered the 
?ittle culprit brought to her bedside, where she delivered a kind 
lecture on his sinful disobedience. When Dr. Grey entere<l the 
room, Salome was standing at the window, while Stanley cl^'mg 
to her dress, hiding his face in its folds, vowing vehemently 
that he would not return to the Asyliun, and protesting with 
many sobs that he would be the best boy in the world if he 
W3re only allowed to remain at the farm. 

** Salome, do quiet him ; he will fret himself into a fever,** 
said Miss Jane, whose ncives began to quiver painfully. 

" He has it already," answered the girl, without turning hei 
head. She did not observe Dr. Grey's entrance, and when he 
approached the window, where the mellow moonshine streamed 
fall on her face, he saw tears stealing over her cheeks, ani 
BOtioed that her fingers were clenched tightly. 

^Salome, do you wish to see Jessie to-niglit? Sh« has had 
oemvxdsions during the day, and nay not live until morning." 

She looked up at his grave, n< ble ccuntenance, and her |ppt 
fnttered m she answered, huskily, — 
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^ I can do aotbing for her, and why should I see her die?** 

** To whose care was she committed by her dying mother? " 

**To miae." 

** ridve you faithfully kept the sacred trust ? " 

^I did aU that I could until Miss Jane placed her in tUt 
wylum.'' 

" Does your conscience acquit you ? " 

She silently dropped her face in her hands, and foi sobia 
iieconds he watched her anxiously. 

^Have you and Janet decided what shall be done with 
Stanley?'' 

^^No; the longer I ponder the matter, the more confused my 
nind becomes." 

" Will you leave it in my hands, and abide by my decision? " 

"Yes, gladly.** 

" You promise to be satisfied with any course upon which 1 
may resolve ? " 

Looking up quickly, she exclaimed, — 

" Oh, yes ; I trust you, fully. Do what you think best." 

Dr. Grey put his hand under Stanley's chin, and, lifting hia 
face, examined his countenance and felt his pulse. 

**H.e is only frightened and fatigued. Put him to bed at 
once in your room, and then let me take you to see little Jessie. 
If you fail to go, you might reproach yourself in coming years." 

It was nine o'clock when the carriage stopped at the door of 
the Asylum, and Salome and Dr. Grey went up to the 
^ Infirmary," where the faithful matron sat beside one of the 
little beds, watching the deep slumber of the flushed and 
«aJiausted sleeper. 

The disease had almost spent its force, the crisis was passed, 
and the attending physician had pronounced the patient much 
better; still, when Salome stooped to kiss her sister, the matron 
held her back^ assuring her that perfect quiet was essential for hei 
recovery. Kneeling there beside the motherless girl, Salome noted 
the changes that time and suffering had wrought on the delicate 
features; and, as she listened to the quick, irregular breathing, the 
fountain of tenlemesa was suddenly unsealed in her own nature^ 
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and she pat out her arms, yearning to clasp Jessif to ber Heart 
So strong were her emotions, so keen was her regret for pasl 
indifierenoe and neglect, that she lost all self-control, and, nnabk 
to check her passionate weeping. Dr. Grey led her from the 
room, promising to bring her again when the sick child waa 
•efficiently strong to bear the interview. 

During the ride homeward he made no effort to divert her 
thoughts or relieve her anxiety, knowing that although severe 
it was a healthful regimen for her long indurated heart, and was 
the r^naisacmce of her better nature. 

When they arrived at home, the moon was shining bright and 
fiiH, and, as they waited on the gallery for a servant to open ''he 
door, Dr. Grey drew most favorable auguries from the chastened, 
blanched face, with its humbled and grieved expression. 

^^ Salome, I shall for the present keep Stanley here; and, urtil 
I can make some satisfactory arrangement with reference to his 
education, I would be glad to have you hear his recitations every 
day. Have you the requisite leisure to superintend his lessons? " 

" Yes, sir. I have not deserved this kindness from you. Dr. 
Grey; but I thank you, from my inmost heart. You are good 
enough to forgive my many offences, and I shall not soon forget 
it." 

^^ Salome, you owe me no gratitude, but there is much for 
which you should go down on your knees and fervently thank 
your mc rciful God. My young friend, will you do this? " 

He extended his hand, and, unable to utter a word, Salome 
gave him hers, for a second only, and hastened to her own room, 
where Stanley's fsdr face lay in the golden moonlight, radianl 
witii kappy dreams of white pigeons and pet lamle. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

)WT strangle me, Jessie! Put down yoiir arms, mi 
listen to me. Sobbing will not mend matters^ mm! 
jou might as well make up your mind to be patient. 
Of course I should like to take you with me, if 1 had a home ; 
but^ as I told you just now, we are so poor that we must Utb 
where we can, not where we prefer. Because I wear nice pretty 
clothes do you suppose I have a pocketful of oioney ? I have 
not a cent to buy even a loaf of bread, and I can't ask Miss Jane 
to take care of you as well as of Stanley and myself Poor little 
thing, don't cry so! I know you are lonely here without 
Stanley^ but it can't be helped. Jessie, don't you see that it can 
not be helped ^'^ 

^^ I don't eat so veiy much, and I could sleep with Buddie 
%nd wouldn't be in the way, — and I tan wear my old clothes 
Oh, please, Salome 1 I will die if you leave me here." 

** You will do no such thing ; you are getting well as fast as 
possible. Crying never kills people, — it only makes their heads 
ache, and their eyes red and ugly. See here, if you dou't stop aU 
this, I shall quit coming to see you ! Do you hear what I say ? " 

The only reply was a fresk sob, which the child strove to 
smoi/her by hiding her face in Salome's lap. 

The matron, who sat by the open window, looked up from the 
button-hole she was working, and, clearing her throat, said, — 

"Better let her have her cry out, — that is ihe surest cure 
for such troubles as hers. She was always mans.geeble and good 
enough until Stanley ran away, and since then she does nothing 
but mope and bite her finger-nails. Cry away, Jessie, and have 
done with it. Ah, miss, the saddest featrre about Asylums Im 
the separation of families ; and if the matron had a heart of stone 
it would melt sometimes at sight of these little motherless i hings 
clinging to each other. I'm sure 1 have shed a gallon of tears 
■ince I came here. It is a fearfu^ responsibility to take charge 
•f an ijDstitution like this, for if I try to make the caiidren re- 
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qpect wj ftcrilioritj, and behare themselves properly, oatadflrii 
especially the neighbors, say I am too severe; and if I lol 
them frolic and romp and make as much din and nproar as they 
like, why, then the same folks scandalize me and the managers, 
and say there is no sort of discipline maintained. I verily believe, 
miss, that if an angel came down from heaven to matroniM 
those children, before six months elapsed all the godliness would 
be worried out of her soul by the slanders of the public and 
the squabbles of the children. Now I don't profess to be an 
angel, but I do daim a conscience, and God knows I make it a 
role to treat these orphans exactly as I treated my own and 
only child, whom I buried three years ago. Do you suppose 
that any woman who has laid her first-bom ia its coffin could 
be brutal enough to maltreat poor little motherless lambs? I 
don't deny that sometimes I am compelled to punish them, for it 
is as much my duty to whip them for bad conduct as to see 
that their meals are properly cooked and their clothes kept in 
order. Am I to let them grow up thieves and liars ? Must 
I stand by and see them pull out each other's hair and bite ofiF 
one another's ears? " 

^^Of course not, Mrs. Collins. You must preserve some 
discipline." 

** Must I ? Well, miss, I will show you how beautifully that 
BOtmds and how poorly it works. There is your brother Stanley 
(I mean no offence, miss, but special cases explain better than 
generalities), — there's your brother Stanley, who ran away — 
for what?" 

^'Because he was homesick and wanted to see me.'* 

^^ No such thing, beting your pardon. Perhaps he told yoa 
that, but remember there are always two sides to every tale. 
The truth of the flatter is just this: Stanley has an ugly habit 
of cursing, which I will not tolerate ; and, twice when T heard 
him swearing at the other children, I shamed him well and 
slapped him soundly. Last week I told him and Joe Clark to 
■hell a basket of peas, while the cook was making some ginger^ 
bread for then), and before I was out of the room they commenced 
quarrelling. They raised such an uproar that I cam^ back «n4 
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WW the whole fray. Stanley cursed Joe, who ezposimlated audi 
fcried to pacify him, and when he finally threatened to tell mc 
that Stanley was cursing again, your brother snatched a hatchet 
that was lying on the dresser and swore he would kill him if he 
did. He aimed a blow at Joe's head, but slipped on the pea- 
IoiuIIb, and the hatchet struck the boy's right foot, cutting off one 
of his toos. Now what would you have done, under the circum- 
stances, — allowed the children to be tomahawked in that style? 
You say I must have discipline. Well, miss, I tried to * discipline ' 
Stanley's wickedness out of him by giving him a whipping, and 
the end of the matter was that he ran away that afternoon. That 
is not the worst of it, — for the children all know the fisu^ts, and 
since they find that Stanley Owen can run away and be sustained 
in his disobedience, of course it tends to demoralize them. So 
I say that if I do my duty I am lashed by the tongues of 
people who know nothing of the circumstances ; and if I fail to 
perform my duty I am lashed by my own conscience, — and 
between the two I have a sorrowftd time ; for I declare to you, 
miss, that Stephen's martyrdom was a small affair in comparison 
with what I pass through every week. I love the children and 
try to be kind to them, but I can't have them cursing and swear- 
ing like sailors, and scalping each other. I must either raise 
them like Christians, or resign my situation to some one who is 
* wise as serpents and harmless as doves.' It is all very fine to 
talk of ^proper discipline' in charitable institutions; but, miss, 
in the name of common sense, how can I get along unless the 
friends of the children sustain me? Did you punish Stanley, 
and send him back? On the contraiy, you coimtenanced his bad 
conduct and kept him with you, and it is perfectly natural that 
little Jessie here should be dissatisfied and anxious to join him. 
I can't scold her, for I know she misses her brother, who waa 
ilways very tender and considerate in his treatment of her." 

"I appreciate the difficulties which nrround you, and believe 
that you are conscientiously striving to do your duty towards 
these children ; but I knew that if I compelled Stanley to return 
It would augment instead of correcting the mischief." 

At this juncture the matron waa summoned from the rooiB| 
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Mid, daring the cdlenoe that ensued, Jessie cHmbed into her siBter't 
li^y wound her thin arms around her neck, and sofUj rubbed bat 
pale cheek against the polished rosy faoe^ where perplexiij and 
uinoyance were legibly written. 

^' Salome, don't you love me a little? ** 

•* Of course I do; Jessie, don't be so foolirfic^ 

" Please let me go with you and Stanley.'* 

** Do you want to starve, — you poor silly thing? " 

*^ Yes; I would rather starve with Buddie than stay here by 
myselt" 

^^ I want to hear no more of such nonsense. You have not 
Iried starving, and you are too yoimg to know what is really for 
your good. Now, listen to me. At present I am obliged to leave 
you here, — come, don't begin crying again; but, if you will be 
a good girl and try not to fret over what cannot be helped, 1 
promise you that just as soon as I can possibly support you I 
will take you to live with me." 

" How long must I wait? " 

'^ Until I make money enough to feed and clothe you." 

" Can't you guess when you can come for me ? " 

''No, for as yet I know not how I can earn a dollar ; but^ if 
you will be patient, I promise to work hard for you and 
Stanley." 

'' I will be good. Salome, I have saved a quarter of a dollar 
that the doctor gave me when I was sick, — because I let the 
blister stay on my side a half hour longer; and I thought I 
would send it to Buddie, to buy him some marbles or a kite; but 
I reckon I had better give it to you to help us get a house." 

She drew from her pocket a green calico bag, and, emptying 
the contents into her hand, picked out from among brass buttons 
and bits of broken glass a silver coin, which she held up 
triumphantly. 

** No, Jessie, — keep it. Stanley has plenty of playthings, and 
you may need it. Besides, your quarter would -not go far, and 
I don't want it. Good-bye, little darling. Try to give Mrs, 
Collins no trouble, and recoUect that when I promise yo« an/' 
thing I shall be sure to keep my word." 
6» 
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Salome drew ihe child's head to her shouldei, and, as she y&aH 
over and kissed the sweet, pure lips, Jessie whispered, " Whea 
we say our prajers to-night, we will ask God to send us some 
monej to buy a home, won't we ? You know he made the birds 
feed Mijah." 

^^ But we are not prophets, and ravens are not flying about 
iriih bags of money under their wings." 

" We do not know what God can do, and if we are only good. 
He is as much bound to take care of us as of Elijah. He made 
the sky rain manna and partridges for the starving people in the 
desert, and He is as much our God as if we came out from 
Egypt under Moses. I know Goi will help us, if we ask Him. 
I am sure of it ; for last week I lost Mrs. Collins' bimch of keySi 
and, when I could not find them anywhere, I prayed to God to 
help me, and, sure enough, I remembered I left them in the dairy 
where I was churning." 

Jessie's countenance was radiant with hope and Mth, which 
her sister could not share, yet felt unwilling to destroy ; and, 
checking the heavy sigh that rose from her oppressed heart, she 
hastily quitted the house. 

In the midst of confused and perturbed reflections, rose 
like some lonely rock-based beacon in boiling waves her sacred 
promise to the trusting child, and ingenuity was racked to devise 
some means for its prompt fulfilment. Consanguinity began to 
urge its claim vehemently, and long dormant tenderness pleaded 
piteuusly for exiled idols. 

" K I were only a Christian, like Dr. Grey 1 His futh, like 
strong wings, bears him high above all sloughs of despond, all 
morasses of moodiuess. People cannot successfully or profitably 
serve two masters. That is eminently true; not because it is 
scriptural, but vice versa; because it is so obviously true it 
30uld not escape a place in the Bible. Half work pays poor 
wages, and it is not surprising that neither God nor Mammon 
will patiently dubmit to it. I suppose the time has come when 
I must bargain myself to one or the other ; for, hitherto, I have 
declared in favor of neither. I am not altogether sanctified, nor 
yet desperately wicked, but I hate Satan, who ruined my father| 
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infiiiitelj more than I dislike the restrictions of religion. I ow« 
him a grudge for all the shame and suffering of my childhood, — 
which, if God did not interfere to prevent, at least there ii 
strong presumptivd evidence that he took no pleasure in wit^ 
nessing. I donH suppose I have any faith ; I scarcely know 
what it means ; but perhaps if I try to serve €k>d instead of 
myself, it will come to me as it came to Paul and Thomas. I 
wonder whether mere abstract love of righteousness and of ihm 
Lord drives half as many persons into Christian churches as 
the fear of eternal perdition. I don't deny that I am afraid of 
Satan, for if he contrives to smuggle so much sin and sorrow 
into this world what must his own kingdom be? K there be 
any truth in the tradition that every human being is afflic^>ed by 
some besetting sin that crouches at the door of the soul, lying 
in ambush to destroy it, then my own ^ Dweller of the Thresh- 
old,' is love of mine ease. Time was when I would have 
bartered my eternal heritage for a good-sized mess of earthly 
pottage, provided only it was well spiced and garnished; but 
co-day I have no inclination to be swindled like Esau. Idleness 
has well-nigh ruined me, so I shall take industry by the horns, 
and laying thereon all my sins of indolence, drive it before me 
as the Jews drove Apopompoeus." 

She walked on in the direction of the town, turning her heaa 
neither to right nor lefb, and keeping her eyes fixed on the blue 
air before her, where imagination built a home, through whose 
spacious halls Stanley and Jessie sported at wilL On tlie prin- 
cipal street stood a fashionable dress-making and millinery 
establishment, and thither Salome bent her steps, resolved that 
the sun should not set without having witnessed some effort to 
redeem the pledge given to Jessie. 

Panoplied in Miss Jane's patronage, she demanded and olv 
tained admission to the inner apartment of this Temple cf 
Fashion, where presided the Pythoness whose oracular utteiN 
anccs swayed le becm monde. 

What passed between the two never transpired, even among 
the apprentices that thronged H^e adjoining room; but whea 
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Salome left the house she carried tinder her arm a large fundli 
which furnished work for the ensuing fortnight. 

Evening shadows overtook her, while yet a mile distant from 
home, and as she passed a small cottage, where candle-light 
flared through the open window, she saw Dr. Orej standing 
beside the bed, on which, doubtless, lay some sufferer. 

Ere many moments had elapsed, ^e heard his well-knows 
footstep on the rocky road, and involuntarily paused to greet 

" What called you to old Mrs. Peterson's ? " 

'^ Her youngest grandchild is very ill with brain fever ; so ill 
that I shall return and sit up with him to-night." 

^^ I was not aware that physicians condescended to act as mere 
nurses, — to execute their own orders.'* 

^^Then I fear you have formed a very low estimate of the 
sacred responsibilities of my profession, or of the characters of 
those who represent it. The true physician combines the offices 
of surgeon, doctor, nurse, and friend.'' 

^^Mrs. Peterson ia almost destitute, and to a great extent 
dependent on charity; consequently you need not expect to 
collect any fee." 

** £[nowing her poverty, I attend the family gratuitously." 

** Is not your charity-list a very long one ? " 

"Could I divest myself of sympathy with the sufferings cf 
those who compose it I would not curtail it one iota; for I fed 
like Boerhaave, who once said, ^ My poor are my best patients ; 
Ck)d pays for them.' " 

" Then, after all, you are actuated merely by selfishness, and 
remit payments in earthly dross, — in * filthy lucre,' — in ordei 
to collect your fees in a better currency, where thieves do not 
break through nor steal? " 

' "*He that oppresseth the poor reproacheth his Maker; but 
he that honoreth Him, hath mercy on the poor.' If a tioge ol 
ielfishness mingle with the hope of future reward, it will be 
forgiven, I trust, by the great Physician, who, in sublimating 
human nature, seized uprn its selfish elements as powerful 
Bgandes in the regeneration of mankind. An abstract worship 
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•f lirtae is acaroelj possible^ wliile humaniiy i« doihed wilih 
daj, and I am not nnwilliiig to confess that hope of eternal 
compensation influences my conduct in many respects. If thif 
be indeed only subtle selfishness, at least we shall be pardoned 
fay Him who promised to prepare a place in the Father's nun- 
lion for those who follow His footsteps among the poor.** 

She looked up at him, with a puzzled, searching ezpresaioBi 
that arrested his attention, and exclaimed, — 

^^How singularly honest you arel I believe I could \uKf% 
fidth if there were more like you.** 

"Faithinwhat?" 

**Ib the nobility of my race, — in the possibility of my owa 
buprovement, — in the watchful providence of God.** 

*^ Salome, there is much sound philosophy in the ei^iy* 
seventh and eighty-ninth tno-Tima of cynical Bochefoucaulc^ *It 
ia more disgraceful to distrust one's friends than to be deceived 
by them. Our mistrust justifies the deceit of others.' My 
opportunities have been favorable for studying various classes 
of men, and my own experience corroborates the truth of Mon- 
taigne's sagacious remark, ^ Confidence in another man's virtue 
is no slight evidence of a man's own.' Try to cultivate trust 
in your fellow creatures, and the bare show of Mth will some- 
times create worth." 

**Did Christ's show of confidence in Judas save him firom 
betrayal?" 

^^ Let us hope that he was the prototype of a very limited 
dass. You must not expect to find mankind divided into two 
great castes — one all angels, the other comprising hopeless 
demons. On the contrary, noble and most ignoble impulses 
alternately sway the actions and thoughts of the majority of 
our race; and the saint of to-day is not unfrequently tempted 
to become the fiend of to-morrow. Eemember that the conflict 
with sinful promptings begins in the cradle — ends only in th« 
coffin, — and try to be more charitable in your judgments." 

They walked a few yards in silence, and at length Saloms 
•aked, — 

^ Wore you not kept up all of last night?" 
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** Yea ; I was obliged to ride fifteen miles to set a llsltieMet 
shoulder." 

''Then you must be exhausted from fatigue, and unfit for 
watching to-night. Will you not allow me to relieve you, and 
take charge of Mrs. Peterson^s grandchild? I admit I am 
fery ignorant ; but I will faithfully follow your directions, and 
I think you may venture to trust me." 

Confusion flushed her face as she made this proposition, but 
in the pale, pearly lustre of the summer starl^ht, it was not 
visible. 

'' Thank you heartily, Salome. I could implicitly trust your 
intentions, but the case is almost hopeless, and I fear you ani 
;oo inexperienced to render it safe for me to commit the child to 
V /our care. I appreciate your kindness, but am too much in- 
terested in the boy to leave him when the disease is at its crisis, 
and a cup of coffee will strengthen me for the vigil. You have 
been to the Asylimi this afternoon; tell me something about 
little Jessie." 

'' She is still rather pale, but otherwise seems quite well again. 
Of course she is dissatisfied since Stanley has left, and thinks 
she ought to be allowed to follow his example; but I finally 
persuaded her to remain there patiently, at least for the present. 
It is well that the poor have their sensibilities blunted early in 
life, for they are spared many sorrows that afflict those who are 
pampered by fortune and rendered morbidly sensitive by years 
of indulgence and prosperity." 

A metallic ring had crept int« her voice, hardening it, sui 
although he could not distinctly see her countenance, he knew 
that the words came through set teeth. 

^ Salome, I hope that I misunderstand you." 

** No I unfortunately, you thoroughly comprehend me. Di» 
Gmj, were you situated precisely as I find myself, do you sup- 
pose you would feel your degradation as little as I seem to do If 
Do you think you would relish the bread of charity as keenly 
•8 one, who, for courtesy's sake, shall be nameless? Could 
you calmly stand by, and with utter acmg froid soe youf 
brotibon and asters — your own flesh and blood — diift o« 
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Vferj cbanoc) wave, like some sodden crust or witheied freed 
on a stormy, treacherous sea? Would not your family pride 
bleed and die, and your self-respect wail and shrivel and 
expire?" 

^You have so grossly exaggerated and overcolored year 
[lietore that I recognize little likeness to reality.'' 

^ I neither gloze nor mask ; I simply front the facts, whiok 
jffe, briefly, that you were nurtidred in independence and trained 
Id abhor the crumbs that fall from other people's tables, while 
all heroic aspirations and proud chivalric dreams were fed by the 
milk that nourished you ; whereas, I grew up in the wan, sickly 
atmosphere of penury; glad to grasp the crust that chance 
offered; taught to consider the bread of dependence precious as 
ambrosia; willing to forget family ties that were fraught only 
with humiliation and wretchedness ; coveting bounty that I had 
not sufficient ambition to merit; and eager to live on charity, aa 
long Bs it could be coaxed, hoodwinked, or scourged into sup- 
porting me comfortably. Yesterday I read a sentence that 
might have been written for me, so felicitously does it photo* 
graph me, ^Temperament is a £a.te oftentimes, from whose 
jurisdiction its victims hardly escape, but do its bidding herein, 
be it murder or martyrdom. Virtues and crimes are mixed in 
one's cup of nativity, with the lesser or larger margin of choice. 
Blood is a destiny.^ You, XJlpian Grey, are what you are 
because your Neither was a gentleman, and all your surroundingi 
were luxurious and refined ; and I, the miller's child, am what 
you see me because my Neither was coarse and brutal ; because 
my body and soul struggled with staring starvation, — physicalf 
mental, and moral. Be just, and remember these things when 
you are tempted to despise me as a pitiable, spiiitless parasite." 

** My little friend, you have most unnecessarily tortured youi- 
eel^ and grieved and mortified me. Have I ever treated you 
with contempt or disrespect ? " 

^ You evidently pity me, and compassion is about as we^eoma 
to my feelings as a vitriol bath to fresh wounds." 

^Are you not conscious of having more than once ajted b 
•ooh a manner aa to necessitate my compassicm? " 
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She was iilent for some moments; but as they entered tht 
avenue, she said, impetuously, — 

** I want you to respect me." ' 

^ If you respect yoTirself and merit my good opinion, I shall 
Dot withhold it. But of one thing let me assure j^x^\ my 
jrtsrdard of womanly delicacy, nobiliiy, gentleness, and Ohii*' 
tian faith is very exalted; and I cannot and will not lower i<| 
even to meet the requirements of those who claim my Mendship. 
Thoroizghly cognizant of my opinions concerning several sub- 
jects, you have more than once, premeditatedly and obtrusively, 
outraged them, and while I can and do most cordially overlook 
the offence, you should not deem it possible for me to entertain 
a very lofty estimate of the offender. When I came home you 
took such extraordinary pains to convince me that not a single 
noble aspiration actuated you that I confess you ahnost suc- 
ceeded in your aim; but, Salome,, I hope you are far more 
generous than you deign to prove yourself, and I promise you 
my earnest respect shall not lag behind, — shall promptly keep 
pace with your deserts. You can, if you so determine, make 
yourself an attractive, brilliant, noble woman; an ornament — 
and; better still — a useful, honored member of socieiy ; but the 
fiiults of your character are grave, and only prayer and consci- 
entious, persistent efforts can entirely correct them. I am 
neither so imreasonable nor so unjust as to hold you accountable 
for circumstances beyond your control ; and, while I warmly 
sympathize with all your sorrows, I know that you are still 
sufficiently young to rectify the unfortunate warping that your 
nature received in its moumfal early years. To ask me to 
respect you is as idle and useless and impotent as the soft 
nurmur of this June breeze in the elm bou^bs above us ; but 
you can command my perfect confidence and friendship solely 
on condition that you merit it. Salome, something very unusual 
has influenced you to-day, forcing you to throw aside the rubhish 
that y^Ai patiently piled over your better self until it was ef 
fectnally concealed ; and, if you are willing to be frank with 
■le, I diould be glad to know what has so healthfully affected 
yos. I believe I can guess: has not little Jessie wooed and 



Digitized by 



Google 



UNTIL DEATH U8 DO lAST. 61 

won her aster's hearty meltiiig all its icy selfishneBS and maming 
Its holiest recesses? " 

At this moment Stanlej bounded down the steps to meel 
themy and, bending over to receive his kiss and embrace, Salome 
(^adly evaded a reply. That nighty after she had taught he? 
brother his lessons for the next daj and made him repeat thb 
prajer learned in the dormitory of the Asylum, — when she had 
iead Miss Jane to sleep and seen the doctor set out on hia 
mission of mercy, she brightened the lamplight in her own room, 
and, opening the parcel, drew out and commenced the dainty 
embroidery which she had promised should be completed at an 
early day. 

The ni^t was warm, but the sea-breeze sang a lullaby in the 
trees that peeped in at her window, and now and then a strong 
gust blew the flame almost to the top of the lamp^himney. 
Stanley slept soundly in his trundle-bed, occasionally startling 
her by half-uttered exclamations, as in his dreams he chased 
rabbits or found partridge-eggs. Oblivious of passing hours, 
and profoundly immersed in speculations concerning her future, 
the girl sewed on, working scallop after scaUop, and flower after 
flower, in the gossamer cambric between her slender Angers. 
Stars that looked upon her early in the night had gone down 
into blue abysms below the horizon, and the midnight song of a 
mocking-bird, swinging in a lemon-tree beneath her window, had 
long since hushed itself with the chirp of crickets and gossip of 
the katydids. 

A tap on the facing of her open door finally aroused her, and 
she hastily attempted to hide her work, as Dr. Grey asked, — 

^What keeps you up so late? Are you dressing a doll for 
Jesde?" 

^ What brings you home so early ? Is your patient better ? ^ 

^ Yes; in one sense he is certainly better; for, ficee from all 
pain, he rests with his God.** 

'♦Whatdmeisit?" 

^Half-past three. Little Charles died about an hour agO| 

and, as I shall be very busy to-morrow, I came upstairs to ask if 

joa will oblige me by going over to Mrs. Peterson's and i 

• 
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(ng with her until the neighbors assemhle in the mondiig. P 

is an tinpleasant daty^ and unless yon are perfectly willing I irill 

not request you to perform it." 

" Certainly, sir; I will go at once. Why should I hesitate? •* 
^Come down as soon as you are ready, aud 1 will makt 

Harrison drive you over in my buggy. Aii it is only a nile 

I walked home.^ 

When she stood before him, waiting for the servant to adjust 

some portion of the harness, Dr. Grey wrapped her shawl more 

elosel} around her, and said, — 

" What new freak keeps you awake till four o'clock ? '* 

**It is no freak, but the beginning of a settled purpose that 

reaches in numberless ramifications through all my coming years. 

It does not concern you, so ask me no more. Good-night. 1 

•appose I ought to tender you my thanks for deeming me worthy 

of this melancholy mission ; and if so, pray be pleased to accept 

tiiem.'' 



CHAPTER V. 



u 




ANE, have you heard that we shall soon have Bome 
new neighbors at * Solitude ' ? " 

" No ; who is brave enough to settle there ? ** 
^ Mrs. Oerome, a widow, has pur based and refitted the ho^iw^ 
preparatory to making it her home." 

<<Do you suppose she knows the history of its intma 
owners?" 

** Probably not, as she has never seen the place. The pur 
tluue was made some months since by her agent, who stated 
that she was in Europe." 

" Ulpian, I am sorry that the house wiU again be occupied, 
for some mournful fatality seems to have attended all who evei 
resided there; and I have been told that the last proprietov 
tbanged ^he name from * Sojitudi * to * Bochim.' " 
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^ You mturt not indulge 8u<xi superstitions yagariesi mj dettTi 
wise Janet. The age of hobgoblins, haunted houses, and super- 
natural influences has passed away with the marvels of alchemy 
and the weird myths of RosicrucianisnL Because many deaths 
bave occurred at that place, and the residents were consequently 
plunged in gloom, you must not rashly impute eldritch influenoei 
feo the atmosphere surrounding it. Knowing its ghostly cel^ 
Inity, I have investigated the grounds of existing prejudice, and 
find that of the ten persons who have died there during the last 
fifteen years, three deaths were from hereditary consumption, 
one from dropsy, two from paralysis, one from epilepsy, one 
from brain-fever, one from drowning, and the last from a fiedl 
that broke the victim^s neck. Were these attributable to any 
local cause, the results would certainly not have proved so 
diverse.** 

^^ Call it superstition, or what you will, no amount of coaxing, 
argument, or ridicule, no imaginable inducement could prevail 
on me to live there, — even if the house were floored with gold 
and roofed with silver. It is the gloomiest-looking place this 
aide of €k)lgotha, and I would as soon crawl into a cofiSn for an 
afternoon nap as spend a night there.'* 

" Your imagination invests it with a degree of gloom which 
is adventitious, and referable solely to painful associations ; for 
intrinsically the situation is picturesque and beautifrd, and the 
grounds have been arranged with consummate taste. This 
morning I notice^l a quantity of rare and very superb liliei 
clustered in a comer ofihe pa/rterre.^^ 

" Pray, '^ hat called you there ? " 

''A workman engaged in repairing some portion of the roo^ 
slipped on the slate and broke his arm ; consequently, they sent 
for me." 

** Just what he might have expected. I tell you something 
happens to everybody who ever sleeps there." 

^^ Do you suppose there is a squad of malicious sprites hover* 
ing in ambush to swoop upon all newcomers, and not onlj 
fracture limbs, but scatter to right and left paralysis, epil^Msy. 
and other diseases ? From your rueiul countenance a ^tranget 
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mighfc infer that Pandora's box bad just been opened aft 
^Bochim,' and that the very air was thick with inisumrm. and 
nudedictions." 

^Oh, kugh on if you choose at my old-fashionod whinis and 
mperstition; but, mark my words, that place will prove a ourae 
to whoever buys it and settles there! Has Mrs. Geronie a 

** I believe I heard that she had no children, but 1 reall/ 
know little about her except that she must be a woman of 
unusually refined and cultivated tastes, as the pictures, books, 
and various articles of vertu that have preceded her seem to 
indicate much critical and artistic acimien. The entire building 
has been refitted in exceedingly handsome style, and the 
upholsterer who was arranging the furniture told me it had 
been purchased in Europe." 

** When is Mrs, Gerome expected ? *' 

" During the present week.** 

" What aged person is she ? '* 

*^ Indeed, my dear, ciirious Janet, I have asked no questions 
and formed no conjectures ; but I trust your baleful prognosti- 
cations will find no fulfilment in her case.** 

'^Ulpian, I had some very fashionable visitors to-day, who 
manifested an extraordinary interest in your past, present^ and 
future. Mrs. Channing and her two lovely daughters spent the 
morning here, and left an invitation for you to attend a part? 
at their house next Thursday evening. Miss Adelaide went 
into ecstasies over that portrait in which you wore your uni- 
form, and asked ntunberless questions about you ; among others^ 
whether you were still heart-whole, or whether you had suffered 
some great disappointment early in life which kept you a bache* 
lor. What do you suppose she said when I told her that yon 
iiad never had a love-scrape in your life ? " 

^ Of course she impugned the statement, which, to a young 
lady fiuned for flirtations, must indeed have appeared in< 
credible.'* 

** On the contrary, she declared that the woman who suooeeded 
In captivating you would achieve a triumph more diiBcult and 
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Biore desirable than the victory of the Nile or of Tra&lgar. I 
was tempted to ask her if she mi^t be considered the ambitiaof 
VelBon, but of conrse politeness forbade. TJlpian, she is th» 
prettiest creature I ever looked at.'' 

^YeS) as prettj as mere healthy flesh can be without tlis 
vnblimation and radiance of an indwelling souL There ii 
lothing which impresses me so mournfully as the sight of a 
beautiful, frivolous, unscrupulous woman, who immolates all 
that is truly feminine in her character upon the shrine of 
swollen vanity; and whose career from cradle to grave is as 
utterly aimless and useless as that of some gaudy, flaunting 
ephemeron of the tropics. Such women act as extinguishers 
upon the feeble, flickering flame of chivalry, which modem 
degeneracy in manners and morals has almost smothered." 

His tone and countenance evinced more contempt than Salome 
had known him to express on any former occasion, and, glancing 
at his clear, steady, grave blue eyes, she said to herself — 

^^ At least he will never strike his colors to Admiral Adelaide 
Channing, and I should dislike to occupy her place in his 
estimation.'' 

^ My dear boy, you must not speak in such ungrateful terms 
of my beautiful visitor, who certainly has some serious design 
0n your heart, if I may judge from the very extravagant praise 
she lavished upon you. I daresay she is a very nice, sweet girl, 
and you know you told me once that if you should ever marry 
your wife must be a beauty, else you could not love her." 

*^ Very true, Janet, and I have no intention of retracting ox 
jKinTninhiTig my rigid requirements, but my definition of beauty 
IncludeB more than mere physical perfection, — than satin skiiiy 
poarl-tin^.ed, fine eyes, faultless teeth, abundant silky tresses, an4 
rounded figure. It demands that the heart whose blood paints 
lips and cheek, shall be pure, generous, and holy; that the soul 
frhich looks out at me from lustrous eyes shall be consecrated 
to another deity than Fashion, — shall be as full of magnanimity, 
and strength, and peace, as a harp is of melody; my beauty 
means meekness, Mth, sanctity, and exacts mental, moral, and 
material excellence. Best assured, my dear, sage counsellor^ 
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tliat if ever I bring a wife to my heartihstoiie I will nave aeleotod 
her in obedience to the advice of Joubert, who adnionifihed u% 
'We should choose for a wife only the woman we would choose 
for a friend, were she a man.' " 

**You expect too much; you will never find your peHeoi 
ideal walking in flesh." 

^ I will content myself with nothing less — I promise you that.* 

^ Oh, no doubt you will believe that the woman you marry 
u all that you dream or wish ; but some fine morning you will 
present me with a sister as fuH of foibles and vanities and 
iraUties as any other spoiled and cunning daughter of Eve. Of 
course every bridegroom classes as ^perfect' the blushing, 
trembling young thing who peeps shyly at liim from under a 
tulle veil and an orange wreath ; but, take my word for it, there 
is a spice of Delilah in every pretty girl, and the credulity of 
Samson sliunbers in all lovers. Nevertheless, Ulpian, I would 
sooner see you in bondage to a pair of white hands and haz^ 
eyes, — would rather know that Hke all your race you were 
utterly himibugged — hoodwinked — by some fair-browed belle, 
whose low voice rippled over pouting pink lips, than have you 
live always alone, a confirmed old bachelor. After all, I doubt 
whether you have really never had a sweetheart, for every 
schoolboy swears allegiance to some yellow-haired diAonity in 
ruffled muslin aprons." 

Dr. Grey laid his hand gently on the shrivelled fingers that 
were busily engaged in shelling some seed-beans, and answered^ 
jocosely, — 

^^ Have I not often told you, that my dear, old, patient sister 
Janet, is my only lady-love ? " 

"And your silly old Janet is not such an arrant fool as to 
believe any such nonsense, — especially when she remembers thai 
trovDL time immemorial sailors have had sweethearts in every 
port^ and that her 8j)oiled pet of a brother is no exception ta 
his race or his profession." '<^ 

He laughed, and smoothed her grizzled hair. ^' 

"Since my sapient sister is so curious, I will confess thai 
moe — and only once in my life — I was in dire danger of falling 
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■KMii deepentely in love. The frigate was ocaling at Pdennoi 
and I went ashore. One afternoon, in sauntering throng th« 
orange and lemon groves ^idiich render its environs so inviting^ 
I caught a glimpse of a countenance so serene, so indesoribablj 
lovelji that for an instant I was disposed to believe I had 
anoountered the beatific spirit of St. Bosalie hersell The fikoi 
was that of a woman apparentlj about eighteen j^ars old, who 
evidentlj ranked among Sicilian aristocrats, and whose elegant 
attire enhanced her beauty. I followed, at a respectful distance, 
until she entered the garden of an adjacent convent and fell on 
her knees before a marble altar, where burned a lamp at the 
feet of a statue of the Virgin; and no painting in Europe 
stamped itself so indelibly on mj memory as the picture of 
that beautiful votary. Her delicate hands were crossed over 
her hearty — her large, liqidd, black eyes, raised in adoration, — 
her full, crimson lips parted as she repeated the ^Ave Mcuria'* in 
the most musical voice I ever heard. Just above the purplish 
folds of her abundant hair drooped pomegranate boughs aU 
aflame with scarlet blooms that fell upon her head like tongues 
of fire, as the wind sprang from the blue hollows of the Medi 
terranean and shook the grove. The sun was going swiftly 
down behind the stone turrets of a monastery that crowned a 
distant hill, and the last rays wove an aureola around my kneel- 
ing saint, who, doubtless, aware of the effect of her graceful 
attitudinizing, seemed in no haste to conclude her devotions. 
As I recall the charming tableau, those lines wherein Buchanan 
•ought to photograph the picturesqueness of the Digentia, floal 
ap from some sympathetic cell of memory, — 

' Could you look at the leaved of yonder tree, — 
The wind is stirring them, as the sun is stirring wmX 

The woolly olouds move qniet and alow 
In the pale blue calm of the tranquil slrles, 

And their shades that ran on the grass below 
Leave pnrple dreams in the violet's eyes ! 

The vine droops over w^ head with bright 
OhisterB of pnrple and green, — the rose 
Breaks her heart on the air; and the orange glonv 
Like n^olden lamps in an emerald night' 
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My Siciliiiii Siren finally disappeared in a gloomy arched-way 
leading into the convent, and I returned to the hotel to drean 
of her until the morning sunshine once more bathed Oonca 
D^Oro in splendor, — when I instituted a search for the name and 
residence of my inamorata. Six hours of enthusiastic investi- 
gation yielded me the coveted information, but imagine Aie pro- 
found despair in which I was plimged when I ascertained firom 
her own smiling lips that she was a happy wife and the proud 
mother of two beautiful children. As she rose to present her 
swarthy husband, I bowed myself out and took refuge aboard 
ship. Here ends the recital of the first and last bit of romance 
that ever threw its rosy tinge over the quiet life of your staid 
and hiunble brother — TJlpian Grey, M.D.'* 

"Ah, my dear sailor boy, I am afraid thirty-five years of 
experience have rendered you too wary to be caught by such 
chaff as pretty girls sprinkle along your path I I should be glad 
to see your bride enter this door before I am carried out feet 
foremost to my final rest by Enoch's side." 

<<Do not despair of me, dear Jane, for I am not exactly 
Methuselah's rival; and comfort yourself by recollecting that 
Lessing was forty years old when he first loved the only woman 
for whom he ever entertained an affection — his devoted Eva 
Konig." 

Dr. Grey bent over his sister's easy-chair, and, taking her 
thin, sallow face tenderly in his soft palms, kissed the sunken 
cheeks — the wrinkled forehead; and thexi, laying her head gently 
back upon its cushions, Altered his buggy and drove to hia 
office. 

" Salome, what makes you look so moody ? There are at 
many furrows on your brow as lines in a spider's web, and your 
lips are drawn in as if you had dined on green persimmoaa 
Child, what is the matter ? " 

Miss Jane lifted her spectacles from her nose, and eyed the 
orphan, anxiously. 

" I am very sorry to hear that * Solitude ' will be filled once 
moie with people, and bustle, and din. It is Uie nearest point 
where we can reach the beacn, and I have enjoyed many quiet 
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■trolk tinder its graad, old, sokmn trees. If hamited at aU, tl 
is hj Dryads and Hamadryads, and I like the babble of iheiz 
leaveB infinitely better than the strife of human tongues. MiM 
Jane, if I were only a pagan ! '^ 

^ I am not very sure that you are not," sighed the invalid. 

^Nor L I have lost my place, — I am behind my time in thi» 
world by at least twenty centuries, and ought to have lived in 
the jovial age of faims and satyrs, when gro^ js were sacred for 
oUier reasons than the high price of wood, — when gods and god* 
desses were abundant as blackberries, and at the be^k and call of 
every miserable wretch who chose to propitiate them by offering 
a flask of wine, a bunch of turnips, a litter of puppies, or a bas- 
ket of olives. Hesiod and Homer understood human natura 
infinitely better than Paul and Luther.^' 

" Salome, you are growing shockingly irreverent and wicked.'* 

*^No, madam, — begging your pardon. I am only despe- 
rately honest in wishing that my salvation and future felicity 
could be secured beyond all peradventure, by a sacrifice of oat- 
cakes, or white doves, or black cats, instead of a' drab-colored 
life of prayer, penance, purity, and patience. I don't deny 
that I would rather spend my days in watching the gorgeous 
pageant of the JPa/nathenaeay or chanting dithyrambics to insure 
a fine vintage, or even offering a Taigheirm, than in running 
neck and neck with Lucifer for the kingdom of heaven. I love 
kids, and fawns, and lambs, as well as Landseer; but I should 
not long hesitate, had I the choice, between flaying their tender 
flesh in sacrifice and mortifying my own as a devout Ufa 
requires.^' 

^ But what would have become of your poor soul if you had 
UTed in Pagan times? ** 

^^WLat will become of it under present circumstances, 1 
should be exceedingly glad to know. ^ Tlie heathen are a law. 
unto themselves,' and I sometimes wish I had been bom a 
Fejee belle, who lived, was tastefully tattooed, and died without 
liaving even dreamed of missionaries, — those cSl ions martyrs 
who hope to wear a whole constellation on then foreheads aa 
a reward for having been eaten by cannibals, to whom they 
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0zpoimded the unpalatable doctrine that, 'this ia the cxmSsKDxm 
tion, that light is come into the world, and men [oved darknaiw 
rather than light.' Moreover, I confess — " 

^^ That is quite sufficient. I have already heard more ihtti I 
relish of such silly and sacrilegious chat. At least, 70a might 
have more prudence and discretion than to hold forth so dis- 
gracefully in the hearing of your little brother.*' 

Miss Jane's cheek flushed, and her feeble Yoice faltered. 

^^ He has fallen fast asleep over the bean-pods ; and, even ii 
he had not, how much of the conversation do you imagine he 
would comprehend? His sole knowledge of Grecian theogonj 
consists of a brief acquaintance with a bottle of pseudo Greek 
fire which burnt the pocket out of his best pantaloons." 

^^ Salome, you distress me ; and, if Ulpian had not lefb us, yoa 
would have kept all such heathenish stuff shut up in your sinful 
and wayward heart." 

** Dr. Grey is no Gorgon, having power to petrify my tongue. 
I am not afraid of him ; and my respect for your feelings is 
much stronger than my dread of his." 

" Hush, child 1 You are afraid of liim, and well you may be. 
I fear that all your Sabbath-school advantages — all your Chris- 
tian privileges — have been wofuUy wasted; and I shall ask 
Ulpian to talk to you." 

" No, thank you. Miss Jane. You may save yourself the trou- 
ble, for he has given me over to hardness of heart and *a repro- 
bate mind,' and his patience is not only * clean gone forever,' 
bat he has carefully washed his hands of all future interest in 
my rudderless and drifting soul. Let me speak this once^ and 
henceforth I promise to hold my peace. I do not require to \m 
'talked to' by anybody, — I only need to be let alone. Sabbath- 
schools are indisputably excellent things, — and I can testify that 
they are ponderous ecclesiastical hammers, pounding creeds and 
catechisms into the mould of memory; but these nurseries of 
the church nourish and harbor some Satan's imps among their 
Half-fledged saints ; and while they certainly accojaplis^ a vast 
amount of good, they are by no means infallible machines fat 
the manufacture of Christians, — of which fact I btand in ir Bla» 
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eholjr atiestatioiL I liave a TBgae impressicn that pioty ioei 
not grow np in a niglit, like Jonah's gotird or Jack the Giant- 
killer's bean-stalk; but is a pure^ glittering^ spiritual stalactite^ 
built by the slow accretion of dripping tears. Do yon suppose 
that you can successfully train my soul as you have managed 
iny body? — that yon can hold my nose and pour a dose of faith 
down my throat, like ipecac or cod-liver oil? In matters of 
llieology I am no ostrich, and, if you afflict me ad ncvuseam with 
religious dogmas, you must not wonder that my moral digestion 
robels outright. I shall not dispute the fact that in justice to 
your precepts and example I ought to be a Christian ; but, since 
I am not, I may as well tell you at once and save future trou- 
ble, that I can neither be baited into the church like a hawk 
into a nteel-trap, nor scared and driven into it like bees into a 
hive by the rattling of tin pans and the screaking of horas. 
Don't look at me so dolefully, dear Miss Jane, as if you had 
already seen my passport to perdition signed and sealed. You, 
at least, have done your whole duty, — have set all the articles of 
orthodoxy, well-flavored and garnished, before me ; and, if I am 
finally lost, my spiritual starvation can never be charged against 
you in the last balance-sheet. I am not ignorant of the Bible, nor 
altogether tmacquainted with the divers creeds tiiat spring from 
its pages as thick, as formidable, as ferocious, as the harvest from 
ihe dragon's teeth ; and, thanking you for all you have taught 
me, I here undertake to pilot my own soul in this boiling, beU 
lowing sea of life. I doubt whether some of the charts you 
value will be of any service in my voyage, or whether the bei^ 
sons by which you steer will save me from the reefs; but, neve^> 
theless, I take the wheel, and, if I wreck my soul, — why, then, 
I wreck it." 

In the magic evening light, which touches all things with a 
lOfvy, transitory glamour, the fresh young face with its daintily 
•culptured lineaments seemed marvellously and surpassingly 
fidr ; but, like mofhidezxa marble, hopelessly fixed and chill, and 
might have served for some image of Eve, when, standing on the 
boundary of eternal beatitude, she daringly put ap her slender 
wimianly fingers to pluck the fatal fruit. Her large, brilliani 
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oyes followed the sinking sun as steadily — as unb .inkingly >- M 
an eagle's ; but the gleam that rayed out was baleful, presaging 
BtonuSy as infallibly as that sullen, lurid light^ which glarei 
defiantly over helpless earth when tio-day's sun fiedls into tha 
eloudy lap of to-morrow's tempest. 

A heavy sigh struggled across Miss Jane's unsteady lips^ as^ 
rtsnoTing her glasses, she wiped her eyes, and said, slowly, — 

^^ Yes; I am a stupid, unsuspecting old dolt; but I see it dl 



^ My ultimate and irremediable ruinP " 

«* God forbid I" 

Salome approached the arm-chair, and, stooping, looked m- 
lently at the aged, wan face. 

^^ What is it that you see ? Miss Jane, when people stand, 
MA you do, upon the borders of two worlds, the Bygone fades, — 
the Beyond grows distinct and luminous. Lend me your second 
si^ht, to decipher the characters scrawled like fiery serpents oTar 
the pall that envelops the^future." 

'^I see nothing but the grim, unmistakeable fact that my 
little, clinging, dependent child, has, without my knowledge, put 
away childish things, and suddenly steps before me a wilful, 
irreverent, graceless woman, as eager to challenge the decrees of 
the Lord as was complaining Job before the breath of the whirl- 
wind smote and awed him. Borne day, Salome, that same voice 
that startled the old man of Uz will make you bend and trem- 
ble and shiver like that acacia yonder, which the wind is toying 
with before it snaps asunder. When that time comes the clover 
will feed bees above my gray head, but I trust my soul will be near 
enough to the great white throne to pray God to have mercy on 
your wretched spirit, and bring you safely to that Uessed haven 
whither you can never pilot yourself." 

Nervous excitement gave unwonted strength to the feeble 
limbs ; acd, grasping her crutches. Miss Jane limped into her 
own room and closed the door after her. 

For some moments the girl stood looking out over the lawn, 
where fading sunshine and deepening shadow made fitful chia/Hh 
fcuro along the priourose-paved aisles that stretched under th« 
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elm arches, — then, raismg her fingers as if traoiA^ lines on the 
■ofi, gold-dusted atmosphere that surrounded her, she muttered 
do^edxy,— 

** Yes ; I am at sea ! But, if God is just, Miss Jane and I 
will yet shake hands on that calm, surgeless, crystal sea, shining 
before the throne. So, now I take the helm and put the head 
jt my precious charge before the wind, and only the Almightj 
eaa foresee the rebult. In His mercy I put my trust. So 
^ it. 

^ Gray distanM hid each sbizdng sail, 
By mthlees breezes borne ttom me ; 
And leesening, fading, faint, and pale, 
My ahips went forth to aeiu' " 




CHAPTER VL 

JOTHER, I am afraid Mrs. Gerome does not like this 
place, or the furniture, or something, for she has not 
spoken a kind word about the house since she came. 
She looke closely at everything, but says nothing. What do you 
suppose she thinks ? " 

Robert Maclean, the gardener at *' Solitude," paused abruptly, 
as his mother pinched his arm sharply and whispered, — 

** Whist I There ^he comes down the azalea walk ; and no one 
likes to stumble upon their own name when they are not ex- 
pecting the sound or sight of it. No ; she has turned off towards 
the cedars, and does not see us. As to her likes and disHkes, 
ilitrc is nothing this side of heaven that will content her ; and 
JOM might have known better than to suppose she would be much 
plea^ d witL anything. No matter what she thinks, she seldom 
domplains, and it is hard to find out her views ; but she told me 
to tell you that she approved all you had done, and thanked yon 
foi the pains you have taken io arrange things comfortably.'' 
7 
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Old Elsie tied the strings of her white muslin cap, and himed 
oer back to the wind that was playing havoc with its fireahly 
fluted frills. 

** Mother^ I heard her laugh yesterday, for the first time* li 
wna a short, quick, queer little laugh, but it pleased me greaUj. 
The cook had set some duck-e^s under that fine black Spanish 
hen; and, when they hatched, she marched off with the brood 
into the fowl-yard, where they made straight for the duck-pool 
And sailed in. The hen set up such a din and clatter that Mrsi 
Qerome, who happened to get a glimpse of them, felt starry for 
the poor frightened fowl, and tried to drive the little ones out 
of the water; but, whenever she put her hand towards them 
to catch the nearest, the whole brood would quack and dive, — 
and, when she had laughed that one short laugh, she called to 
me to look after them and went back to the house. You don't 
know how strangely that laugh sounded." 

** Don't I? Speak for yourself, Robert. I have heard her 
laugh twice, but it was when she was asleep, and it was an un- 
canny, bitter sound, — about as welcome to my ears as her death- 
rattle. Last night she did not close her eyes, — did not even 
undress; and the hall clock was striking three this morning 
when I heard her open the piano and play one of those dismal, 
Grantic, wailing things she calls * fugues,' that make the hair rise 
on my head and every inch of my flesh creep as if a stranger 
irere treading on my grave. When she was a baby, cutting her 
eye-teeth, slie had a spasm ; and, seeing her straighten herself 
out and roll back her eyes till only the white balls showed, I 
took it for granted she was about to die, and, holding her in my 
arms, I fell on my knees and prayed that she might be spared 
Well, now, Robert, I am sorry I put up that petition, for the 
Lord knew best ; and it would have been a crowning mercy if 
he had paid no attention to my half-crazy pleadings and taken 
her home then. What meddling foc^s we all are ! I thought^ 
at that time, it would break my heart to shroud her sweet little 
body; but ah I I would rather have laid my precious baby in hei 
coffin, with violets under her fingers, than live to see tha- despe 
ratoi unearthly look, come and house itself in her great, solemn, 
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boiLgrj, tormentmg eyes, that were once &s ftdl of sporklet xaA 
merriment as tlie sky is of stars on a clear, frosty ni^t. My 
son, we never know what is good for us; for, many times, when 
we clamor for bread we break onr teeth on it ; and then, againi 
when we rage and howl beca^ise we think the Lord has dedl 
0at scorpions to ns, they prove better than the fish we craviol 
49o, after all, I conclude Christ understood the whole mattef 
when he enjoined upon us to say, * Thy will be done.' ** 

Hie old nurse wiped her eyes with the comer of her black 
oik apron, and, leaning against the tnmk of a tree, crossed her 
•DOS comfoHalbly over her broad and ample chest, while Robert 
bf JEoed himself in repotting some choice carnations. 

** But, mother, do you really think she will be satisfied to stay 
kere, after travelling so long up and down in the world ? ^ 

'^How can I tell what she will or will not do? You know 
rery well that she goes to sleep with one set of whims and 
wakes up with new ones. She catches odd freaks as some peo- 
ple catch diseases. She said yesterday that she had had enough 
of travel and change, and intended to settle and live and die 
right here ; but that does not prove that I may not receive an 
^rder next week to pack her trunks and start to Jericho or 
fTa.lifn.-g^ and 1 should not think the world was upside down and 
ooming to an end if such an order came before breakfast to-mor- 
fow. Poor lamb I My poor lamb I Yonder she comes again. 
Do you notice how fast she walks, as if the foul fiend were 
clutching at her skirts or she were trying to get away firom 
herself, — trying to run her restlebs soul entirely out of her 
irretched body? Come away, Bobert, and let her have all the 
^unds to herseH She lik3s best to be alone.'' 

Mother and son walked ofif in the direction of the 8tablei| 
and the advamcing figure emerged from the dense shade where 
interlacing limbs roofed one of the winding wa^ks, and paused 
tiefore the circular stand on which lemon, rose, white, crimson, 
ind fariegated carnations, nodded their fringed heads and poured 
ip' y aromas from their velvety chalices. 

The face and form of Mrs. Gerome presented a puzzling 
paradox, in which old age and youth seemed struggling for 
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taatsbtxj ; iuid ^^ death in life " found melancholy verification, Tall^ 
Alender, and faultlessly made, the jperfection of her figure wat 
marrid by the unfortunate carriage of her head, which drooped 
forward so heavily that the chin almost touched her throat Bud, 
neail} destroyed the harmony of the profile outline. The Lead 
ItBelf was nobly rounded, and sternly classic as any well 
authenticated antique, but it was no marvel that it habitually 
bowed under the heavy glittering mass of silver hair, which 
wpund in coil after coil and was secured at the back by a comb 
of carved jet, thickly studded with small silver stars. The 
extraordinary lustrousness of these waves of gray hair that 
rippled on her forehead and temples like molten metal, lent a 
Teird and wondrous effect to the straight^ regular, rigid featuresg 
— daintily cut as those of Pallas, and quite as pallid. The 
aelicate and high arch of the eyebrows was black as ebony, and 
ki conjunction with the long jetty lashes formed a very singular 
contrast to the shining white tresses, which lay piled like freshly 
bUen snow-drift above them. The brow was full, round, 
imooth, and fair as a child's ; and more than one azure thread 
showed the subtle tracery of veins, whose crimson currents lefb 
no rosy reflex on the firm, glaaming white fiesh, through which 
they branched. 

Beneath that faultless forehead burned unusually large eyes, 
deep as mountain tarns, and of that pure bluish gray that 
tolerates no hint of green or yellow rays. The dilated pupils 
intensified the steel color, and faint violet lines ran out from the 
iris to meet the central shadows, while above and below the 
heavy black fringes enhanced their sombre depths, where 
mournful mysteries seemed to fioat like corpses just beneath 
(he crystaT shroud of ocean waves. The pale, passionless lips, 
•—perfect in their pure curves, but defrauded of the blood which 
molulely refused to cc me to the surface and tint the fine satin 
ikin, — were lined in ciphers that the curious questioned and 
wondered over, but which few could read and none fully com* 
prehend. The beauliful, frigid mouth, where all sweetness was 
frozen out to Diake room for hopelessness and defianco, would 
have admirably suited some statue of discrowned and smittev 
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Heouba; and no amount of si^ and sobs, no stormj bunts of 
grief or fierce invectivey could riyal the melancnoly oloqnenoi 
of its mute, calm pallor. 

Xhe W9J1. fistoe, with its gray globe-like eyes, and the metallic 
glitter of the prematurely dlvered hairy matched in hue th^ 
pearl-colored muslin dress which fluttered in the wind; ind| 
standing there, this gray woman of twenty-three looked indeed 
Qke PygmaHon's stone darling, — 

'^Fair-ctatmed, noble, like an awful thisf 
Frosen upon the yeiy yeige of life, 
And looking back along eternity 
With rayless eyes that keep the shadow naa.** 

Her fraH, white hands, with their oval nails polished and 
opalescent, were exceedingly beautiful ; and, where the creamy 
foam of fine lace fell back from the dimpled wrists, quaintly 
carved jet serpents with blazing diamond eyes coiled around the 
throbbing threadlike pulses of sullen sang azv/re. 

Bending over the carnations, she examined the gorgeous 
hues, — toyed with their fragile stems, — and then, glancing shyly 
over her shoulder like a startled fawn half expectant of hounds 
and hunter, she glided rapidly to an artificial mound crowned 
with a mouldering mos:^ plaster image of Ariadne and her 
pard, and stood surveying her new domain. 

^^ Solitude ^ filled a semicircular hollow between low wooded 
hills, which ran down to lave their grassy flanks in the blue 
brine of the Atlantic, and constituted the horns of a crescent 
\mj^ on whose sloping sandy beach the billows broke irithont 
Mrrier. 

The old-fiuahioned brick house — with sharp, peaked roof^ 
turreted chimneys, and gable window looking down in firoAt 
upon the clumsily clustered columns that supported the ai vhed 
portico — was built upon a rocky knoll, of which nature laid 
the foundation and art increased the height ; and, around and 
above it, towered a dense grove of ancient trees that shut 3ut the 
l^are, of the sea and effectually screened the mansion from 
•bservatum. The damp walls ivm heavily draped with tfis 
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■iimbro Terdure of ivy, whose ambitious tendrils clambei^^d it 
die clefb chimney-topSy and peeped impertinently over the 
broad stone mndow-sills, whence the indignant housemaid 
remorselessly sheared them away as often as their encroaoh 
nrats grew perceptible. 

In the rear of the house, asd toward the worc^ 6tre<ich6d 
archard, vegetable garden, vineyuriy and ^ioeat-field, whosa 
roling green waves seemed almost to break against the ruddy 
trunks of cedars that clothed the hillside. To the left and 
north lay low, marshy, meadow land, covered with rank grasa 
and frosted with saline incrustations ; while south of the build- 
ing extended spacious grounds, studded here and ihere with 
noble groups of deodars, Norway spruce, and various oma- 
mantal shrubs, and bounded by a tall impenetrable hedge of 
osage orange. Before the house, which faced the ocean and 
fironted east, the lawn sloped gently down to a terrace sur- 
mounted by a granite balustrade ; and just beyond, supported 
by stone piers on the golden sands, stood an octagonal boat- 
house, built in the Swiss style, with red-tiled roof, and floored 
with squares of white and black marble, whence a flight of stcpb 
led to the little boat chained to one of the rocky piers. Along 
the entire length of the terrace a line of giant poplars Hfbfd 
their aged, weather-beaten heads, high above all surrounding 
objects, — ever on the qm vive, looking seaward, — trim and erect 
as soldiers on dress parade, and d()flant of gales that had shorn 
them of many boughs, and left ghastly scars on their glossy 
limbs. 

Tradition whispered, with bated breath, that in the iioi 
dawn of colonial settlement a rude log hut had been erected 
liere by pirates, who came ashore to bury their ill-gotten booiy, 
and rumors were rife of bloody deeds and midnight orgies, — aQ 
of which sprang into more vigorous circulation, when, in laying 
4he foundatigns of the boat-house piers, an iron pot containing a 
number of old French and Spanish coins was dug out of the 
shells ana sand. 

Melancholy tales of atranded Vessels and drowned crews, of 
ft slayer bumec to the water's edge to escape capture, and ol 
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diarred corpses strewn on the beach, thickened the atmospheiv 
of legendary gloom that enveloped the spot, — where the 
saccessiTe demise of several proprietors certainly sanctioned thf 
feeling of dread and superstitious distrust with which it ww! 
regarded. That the unenviable celebrity it had attained wa9 
referable to local causes generating disease, ap]^^eared almos* 
incredible ; for, if miasmatic exhalations rose dank and poisoD- 
»as from the densely shaded humid house, they were promptl} 
dua|>elled by the strong, invincible ocean-breeze, which tore asidf 
leafy branches and muslin curtains, and wafted all noxiouf 
vapors inland. 

A committee of medical sages having cautiously examined 
the place, unanimously averred that its reputed fatality could 
not justly be ascribed to any topographical causes. WhereupoB 
the popular nerve, which closely connected the community with 
Bupematuraldom, thrilled afresh; and all the calamities, real 
and imaginary, that had afflicted ^^ Solitude " from a period sc 
I emote that " the memory of man runneth not to the contrary,' 
were laid upon the galled shoulders of some red-liveried, 
sulphur-scented Imp of Abaddon, whose peculiar mission wa^ 
to haunt the ^^ piratical nest;" and, in lieu of human victims, 
to addle the eggs, blast the gra^)e crop, and make night hideous 
with spectral sights and sounds. 

To an unprejudiced observer the hills seemed to have 
gleefully clasped hands and formed a half-circle, shutting the 
place in for a quiet breezy communion with garrulous oceaa^ 
whose waves ran eagerly up the strand to gossip of wrecks and 
cyclones, with the staid martinet poplars that nodded and mnr 
inured assent to all tlieir wild romances. 

Such was the pleasant impression produced up>n the mind d 
the lonely woman who now owned it, and who noped to spend 
here in sodusion and peace the residue of a life whose radiant 
dawn had been suddenly swaUowed by drab clouds aod starleai 
g^oom. 

The Scotch are proverbially credulous concerning all pr» 
kematural influences; and, had Bobert Maclean been cognizanl 
of half the ghostly associations attached to ihd residence which 
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he had si^eoted in compliance wii h general instractiona fran hii 
mistresSy it is scarcely problematical whether the house would 
not have remained in the hands of the real-estate broker ; biit| 
fortunately, for their peace of mind, Elsie and her son were M 
yet in blissf il ignorance of the dismal celebrity of their new 
home. 

Besting her folded hands on the bare shoulders of tbm 
Ariadne, which modest lichens and officious wreaths of puipk 
verbena were striving to mantle, Mrs. Gerome scanned the 
scene before her ; and a quick, nervous sigh, that was almost a 
pant, struggled across her lips. 

^^ Unto this last nook of refuge have I come ; and, expecting 
little, find much. Slmt out from the world, locked in with the 
sea, — no neighbors, no visitors, no news, no gossip, — solitary, 
shady, cool, and quiet, — surely I can rest here. Forked tongues 
of scandal can not penetrate through those rock-ribbed hills 
yonder, nor dart across that defying sea ; and neither wail nor 
wassail of men or women can disturb me more. But how do I 
know that it will not prove a mocking cheat like Baisft and 
Maggiore, or Copals and Cromarty ? I have fled in disgast and 
§fivnm from far lovelier spots than this, and what right have I to 
suppose that contentment has housed itself as my guest in that 
old, mossy, brick pile, where mice and wrens run riot? Like 
Cain and Cartophilus, my curse travels with me, and I no 
sooner pitch my tent, than lo I tbe rattle and grin of my skeleton, 
for which earth is not wide enough to fiimish a grave ! Well ! 
well I at least I shall not be stared to death here, — shall not be 
tormented by eye-glosses and sketch-books ; can live in that dim, 
dark, greenish den yonder, unobserved and possibly forgotten, 
and finally sleep undisturbed in the dank shade of those deodarsi 
with twittering birds overhead and a sobbing seA at my feeti 
How long — how long before that dreamless slmnber will fall 
upon mv heavy lids, — weary with waitiog ? Only twenty-three 
yesterday! My Grod, if I should liv« to be an old woman I 
The v6ry^ought threatens insanity ! Ten -^ twenty — prssibly 
thirty years ahead of me. No; I could not endure it, — IsloiJd 
go mad, or destroy myself 1 If I were a delicate woman^ if I 
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onlj had weak liuigs or a dropsical heart, or a taint #f aoj 
hereditary infirmity that would surely curtail my days, I could 
be tolerably patient, hoping daOy for the symptojus to devel6p 
themselves. But, unfortunately, though my family aU died 
early, no two members selected the same mode of escape froa 
Ihis basiile of ^^lay; and my flesh is sound, and I am as strong 
and compact as that granite balustrade, and — ha I ha I — quita 
as hard. Au pie aUer, if the burden of life becomes utterly 
intolerable I can shuffle it off as quickly as did that proud 
Boman, who, ^ when the birds b^an to sing ' in the dawn of a 
day hera'ided by tempestuous winds laden with perfume from 
the vales of Sicily, shut his eyes forever from the warm spark- 
ling Meditecranean billows that broke in the roads of Utica, and 
pricked the memory of inattentive Azrael with the point of a 
sword. Neither Phsedo, family, nor fame, could coax Cato to 
respect the prerogative of Atropos; and if he, Hhe only free 
and unconquered man,' quailed and fled before the apparition of 
numerous advanciag years, what marvel that I, who am neither 
sage nor Roman, should be tempted some fine morning when the 
birds are sounding reveille around my chamber windows, to 
imitate ^what Cato did, and Addison approved'? After all, 
what despicable cowards are human hearts, and how much easier 
to die like Socrates, Seneca, and Zeno, than stagger and groan 
under the load of hated, torturing years, that are about as wel- 
come to my shoulders as the ^ old man of the sea ' to Sinbad's ! 
How long ? — oh, how long ? " 

The gloomy gray eyes had kindled into a duU flicker that 
resembled the fitful, ghostly gleam of sheet lightning, falling 
through painted windows upon crumbling and defiled altars in 
some lonely ruined cathedral; and her low, shuddering toneSi 
were full of a hopeless, sneering bitterness, as painfully startling 
and out of place in a woman's voice as would be the scream of a 
condor from the irised throats of brooding doves, or the himgry 
howl of a wolf from the tender lips of unweaned lambs. In the 
gloaming light of a soft gray sky powdered ty a few earTy stars, 
stood this desolate gray woman, about whose face and dress 
there was no stain of ooIot save the blue glitter of a laige 
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BftppUre ring^ curiously cut in the form of a coiled asp, in& 
hooded liead erect and brilliaiit diamond eyes that twinkled 
with eveiy quiver of the marble-white fingers. 

Lnpatientlj she turned her imperial head, when tLe sound of 
approaching steps broke the stillness ; and her tone waa sharp ai 
that of one suddenly roused from deep sleep, — 
** Well, Elsie I What is it?" 
•*Tea, my child, has been waiting half-an-hour." 
^Then go and get your share of it. I want none.'' 
•* But you ate no dinner to-day. Does your head ache ? " 
** Oh, no; my heart jealously monopolizes that privilege t " 
The old woman sighed audibly, and Mrs. Gerome added, — 
** Pray, do not worry yourself about me I When I feel disposed 
fco come in I can find the way to the door. €ro aud get ycat 
supper." 

The nurse passed her wrinkled hand over the drab muslin 
sleeves and skirt, and touched the folds of hair. 

*^ But, my bairn, the dew is thick on your head and has taken 
til the starch out of your dress. Please come out of this fog 
Ihat is creeping up like a serpent from the sea. You are not 
used to such damp air, and it might give you rheumatic cramps." 
^^ Well, suppose it should ? Does not my white head entitle 
me to all such luxuries of old age and decrepitude? Don't 
bother me, Elsie." 

She put out her hand with a repellent gesture, but Elsie 
seized it, and, clasping both her palms over the cold fingers, saidg 
with irresistible tenderness, — 

** Come, dearie I — come, my dearie I " 

Without a word Mrs. (Jerome turned and followed her acroM 
the lawn and into the house, whose internal arrangement wai 
iomewhat at variance with its unpretending exterior. 

The rooms were large, wiiih low ceilings; and fire-places, 
oiiginally wide and deep, had been TBContly filled and fitted up 
with handsome grates, while the heavy mantel-pieces of carvei 
oedar, that once matched the broad facings of the windows and 
the massive panels of the doors, were exch^ged for ccstly verd 
mntique and lumachella. The narrow passage nmning througb 
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the centre of Uie building was also wainscoted with Mdir and 
adorned with fine engravings of Landseer's best pictures, whose 
richlj carved wahiut firames looked almost cedam in tlie pale 
chill light that streamed u^)on them throngh the violet-colored 
glass which surrounded the front door and effectiudly subdued 
the hot goldcE. glare of the sunny sun. The old-fashioned folding 
doors that formerly connected the parlor and library had been 
removed to make room for a low, wide arch, over which droope 
Uce curtains, partially looped with blue silk cord and tassels, 
and both apartments were furnished with sofas and chairs of 
rosewood and blue satin damask, while the velvet carpet, with iti 
azure ground strewn with wreaths of white roses and hyadnths, 
M>rresponded in color. Handsome book-cases, burdened with 
precious lore, lined the walls of the rear room ; and on either 
side of a massvve ormolu eBcntoire^ bronze candelabra shed light 
on the blue velvet desk where lay delicate sheets of gossamer 
paper with varied and ovbtflre monograms, guarded by an exqui- 
site marble statuette of Harpocrates, which stood in the mirror- 
panelled recess reserved for pen, ink, and sealing-wax. The air 
was fragrant with the breath of flowers that nodded to each other 
fiK)m costly vases scattered throu^ both apartments ; and, before 
one of the windows, rose a bronze stand contaraing china jars 
filled with pelargoniums, in brilliant bloom. An Erard piano 
occupied one comer of the parlor, and the large harp-shaped 
stand at its side was heaped with books and unbound sheets of 
muaku Here two loij^ wax candles were now burning brightly, 
and, on the oval iparble table in the centre of the door, was a 
superb silver lamp representing Psyche bending over Cupid, and 
supporting the finely-cut globe, whose soft radiance streamed 
down on her burnished wings and eagerly-parted sweet Greek 
lips. The design of this exceedingly beautiful lamp would not 
have disgn».<jd Benvenuto Cellini, nor its execution have re- 
flected discredit upon the genius of Felicie Fauveau, though to 
neither of these distinguished artificers could its origin have been 
justly ascribed. In its mellow, magical glow, the fine paintingt 
suspended on the walls seemed to catch a gleam of *^ that light 
that never was on sea or land,^' for their dim, purplish i^lpint 
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gorges were filled with snowy phantasmagoria of mahing eti^ 
lanches; their foaming cataracts braided gUttermg epraj into 
spectral similitude of Undine tresses and Undine faces; theu 
desolate red deserts grew vaguely populous with mirage^ mock- 
Mes; their green dells and grassy hill-sides, couching varelesf 
herds, and fleecy flocks, borrowed all Arcadia's repose ; and Khs 
marble busts of Beethoven and of Handel, placed on ;jracketi 
above the piano, shone as if rapt, transfigured in the mighty 
inspiration that gave to mankind ^^Fidelio" and the "J/JwotoA." 

On the sofa which partially filled the oriel window, where the 
lace drapery was looped back to admit the breeze, lay an ivory 
box containing materials and models for wax-flowers; and, in 
one comer, half thrust under the edge of the silken cushion, was 
an unfinished wreath of waxen convolvulus and a cluster of 
gentians. There, too, open at the page that narrated the death- 
struggle, lay Liszt's " Life of Chopin," pressed face downwards, 
with two purple pansies crushed and staining the leaves ; and a 
small gold thimble peeping out of a crevice in the damask tattled 
of the careless feminine fingers that had left these traces of 
disorder. 

The collection of pictures was unlike those usually brou^t 
from Europe by ctdtivated tourists, for it contained no Madon- 
oas, no Magdalenes, no Holy Families, no Descents or Entomb- 
ments, no Saints, or Sibyls, or martjrrs ; and consisted of wild 
mid-mountain scenery, of solemn surf-swept strands, of lonelj 
moonlit moors, of crimson sunsets in Gobi or Sahara, and of a 
few gloomy, ferocious faces, among which the portrait of Salv»- 
tor Rosa smiled sardonically, and a head of frenzied Jooasta warn 
preeminently hideous. 

As l^[rs. Gerome entered the parlor and brightened the flama 
of the Psyche lamp, her eyes accidentally fell upon the bust 
of Beethoven, where, in gilt letters, she had inscribed his own 
triumphant declaration, ^^ Music is like uuine, injlamincf men to 
nehj cbchienements / cmd I am the Bacchus who serves it out i§ 
them,'*^ While she watched the rayless marble orbs, more elo" 
quent than dilating darkening human pupils, a shadow densii 
and mysterious drifted over her frigid face, and, without removiii§ 
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her eyes from the bust above her, she sat down before the piabo, 
and commenced one of those marvellous symphonies which he 
had commended to the study of Goethe. 

Ere it was ended Elsie came in, bearing a waiter on whiob 
aiood A silver epeirgne filled with fruit, a basket of cake, and a 
goblet of iced tea. 

^ My child, I bring your supper here because the dining-rooni 
looks lonesome at ni^t." 

**No, — no ! take it away. I tell you I want nothing.'' 

" Butj for my sake, dear — " 

^^ Let me alone, Elsie I There, — there I Don't teaze me.^ 

The nurse stood for some moments watching the deepening 
gloom of the up-turned countenance, listening to the wierd strains 
that seemed to drip from the white fingers as they wandered 
slowly across the keys ; then, kneeling at her side, grasped the 
hands firmly, and covered them with kisses. 

" Precious bairn I don't play any more to-night. For God's 
sake, let me shut up this piano that is p^iking a ghost of you I 
You will get so stirred up you can't close your eyes, — you know 
you will ; and then I shall cry till day-break. If you don't care 
for yourself, dearie, do try to care a little for the old woman 
who loves you better than her life, and who never can sleep 
till she knows your precious head is on its pillow. My pretty 
darling, you are killing me by inches, and I shall stay here on 
my knees until you leave the piano, if that is not till noon to- 
morrow. Tou may order me away ; but not a step will I stir* 
God help jouy my bairn I " 

Mrs, Gerome made an effort to extricate her hands, but th« 
iron grasp was relentless ; and, in a tone of great annoyance, ah* 
ixckimed, — 

" Oh, Elsie 1 You are an intolerable — " 

^ Well, dear, say it out, — an intolerable old fool ! Isn^ thai 
what you mean? " 

** Not exactly ; but you presimie upon my forbearance. GlaiA, 
you must not interrupt and annoy me, for I tell you now ' will 
not submit to it. You forget that I am not a child." 

^ Darling, you will never be anything but a child to me, - ' thi 
• 
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same pretty child I took from its dead mother's arms and OArriricl 
for years close to my heart. So scold me as you may, my pet, 
I shall love you and try to take care of you just as long as there 
b breath left in my body." 

She ended by kissing the struggling hands; and, 89^nving tr 
oonceal her vexation, Mrs. Gerome finally turned and said, — 

" If you will eat your supper, and stay "with Robert, aiid leave 
me in peace, I promise you I will close the piano, which youi 
flinty Scotch soul can no more appreciate fhan the brick and 
mortar that compose these walls. You mean well, my dear. 
Mthful Elsie, but sometimes you bore me fearfully. I know 1 
am often wayward ; but you must bear with me, for, after all, 
how could I endure to lose you, — you the only human being 
who cares whether I live or die ? There, — go I Good night 1 " 

She threw her arms around Elsie's neck, leaned her wan cheek 
for an instant only on her shoulder, then pushed her away and 
hastily closed the piano. 

Twc hours later, when the devoted servant stole up on tiptoe, 
and pe«»ped through the half-open door that led into the hall, she 
found the queenly figure walking swiftly and lightly across the 
room from oriel to arch, with her hands clasped over the back 
of her head, and the silvery lamp-light shining softly on the 
waves of burnished hair that rippled around her pure, polished 
forehead. 

As she watched her mistress, Elsie's stout frame trembled, 
and hot tears streamed down her furrowed face while she lifted 
her heart in prayer, for the dreary, lonely, lovely woman, who 
had long ago ceased to pray for herself, But when the quivering 
lips of one breathed a petition before the throne of God, tb« 
keautiful cold mouth of the other was muttering bitterly, — 

** Yea, love is dead, and by her funeral bier 
Ambition gnaws the lips, and sheds no tear; 
And, in the outer chamber Hcpe sits wild, — 
Hope, with her blue eyes dim with looking loo§.^ 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

[LPIAN, why do you look so grave and j^rieteJf 
Does your letter contain bad news? ** 

Miss Jane pushed back her spectacles and glaaoed 
inxionsly at her brother, who stood with his brows sli^tly 
knitted, twirling a crumpled envelope between his fingers. 

^' It is not a letter, but a telegraphic dispatch, summoning m« 
to the death-bed of my best Mend, Horace Manton." 

^^ The man whose life you saved at Madeira? " 

^' Yes; and the person to whom, above all other men, I am 
most strongly and tenderly attached. His constitution is so 
feeble that I have long been uneasy about him ; but the end haa 
come even earlier than I feared." 

"Where does he Hve? '' 

" On the Hudson, a few miles above New York City. I have 
no time to spare, for I shall take the train that leaves at one 
o'clock, and must make some arrangement with Dr. Sheldon to 
attend my patients. Will it trouble or tire you too much to 
pack my valise while I write a couple of business letters ? If 
so, I will call Salome to assist you." 

" Trouble me, indeed ! Nonsense, my dear boy; of course 1 
wiU pack your vilise. Moreover, Salome is not at home. How 
long will you be absent ? " 

"Probably a week or ten days, — possibly longer. If poof 
Horace lingers, I shall remain with him." 

** Wait one moment, TJlpian. Before you go I want to speak 
io you about Salome." 

"Well, Janet, I lend you my ears. Has the girl absolutely 
turned pagan and set up an altar to Ceres, as she threatenea 
lome weeks since ? Take my word for the &ct that she does not 
believe or mean one half that she says, and is only ft-mnrnTig her- 
Belf by trying to discover how wide her audacious heresies caa 
toqpand your dear orthodox eyes. Expostulation And entreatj 
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only feed her affected eccentricities and Bkepticism, uid if jq\ 
will persistently and quietly ignore them, they will shriyel m 
rapidly as a rank gourd- vine, uprooted on an August day.'' 

" Pooh I pooh ! my dear boy. How you men do prate Bome- 
times of matters concerning which you are as ignorant as tiif 
yearling calves and gabbling geese that I suppose your leanuwi 
astronomers see driven every day to pasture on that range of 
mountains in the moon — Eratosthenes — that modem sctaDC(> 
pretends to have disoovered| and about which you read so mat 
vellous a paper last week." 

Miss Jane reverent]^ clung to the dishonored remnants of th( 
Ptolemaic theory, and scouted the philosophy of Copemicue 
which she vehemently averred was not worth ^' a pinch of snuff,' 
else the water in the well woidd surely run out once in even^ 
twenty-four hours. Now, as she dived into the depths of he} 
stocking-basket, collecting the socks neatly darned and rollec 
over each other, her brother smiled, and answered, good humoi 
edly,— 

^^Dear Janet, I really have not time to follow you to thf 
moon, nor to prove to you that your astronomical doctrinot 
have been dead and decently buried for nearly three hundrei 
years; but I should like to hear what you desire to tell me witl 
reference to Salome. What is the matter now ? " 

^ Nothing ails her, except a violent attack of industry, whid 
has lasted much longer than I thought possible ; for, to tell yo\ 
the truth without stint or varnish, she certainly was the man 
sluggish piece of flesh I ever undertook to manage. Stud) 
ihe would not^ keep house she could not, sewing gave Ker th( 
headache, and knitting made her cross-eyed ; but, behold ! ghi 
has suddenly found out that her pretty little pink palms wen 
made for somethiog better than propping her peach-blooii 
cheeks. A few days ago I accidentally discovered that she wai 
sitting up imtil long after midnight, and when I questioned her 
dosely, she finally confessed that she had entered into a contract 
to fiimish a certain amount of embroidery every month. Ble(K 
the child I can you guess what she intends to do with the money f 
ffoard it up in order to rent a couple of rooms^ where she oas 
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ftftke Jessie and Stanley to live with her, Ulpiac^ it is a prmiae 
wardiy aim, you must admit." 

<< Eminently commendable, and I respect and admire the 
AOtiYe that incites her to such a laborious course. At preseni 
■he is too young and inexperienced to take entire charge of the 
diildren, and I know nothing of your plans or intentions con- 
jftming her future; but, let me assure you, dear Jane, that I 
will cordiaUy cooperate in all your schemes for aiding her and 
proyiding a home for them, and my purse shall not prove a lag- 
gard in the race with yours. Recently I have been revolving a 
plan for their benefit, but am too much hurried just now to give 
you the details. When I return we will discuss it in extenao.^^ 

^ You know that I ascribe great importance to blood, but, 
strange as it may appear, that girl Salome has always tugged 
hard at my heart-strings, as if our proud old blood beat in her 
veins ; and sometimes I fancy there must be kinship hidden be- 
hind the years, or buried in some unknown grave." 

^ Amuse yourself while I am away by digging about the gene- 
alogical tree of the house of Grey, and, if you can trace a fibre 
t2iat ramifies in the miller's fEimily, I will gladly bow to my own 
blood wherever I find it, and claim cousinship. Meantime, my 
dear sister, do keep a comer of your loving heart well swept and 
dusted for your errant sailor-boy." 

He hastily kissed her cheek and turned away to write letters, 
while she went into the adjoining room to pack his clothes. 

When Salome returned from town, whither she had gone to 
carry a package of finished work and obtain a fresh supply, she 
found Miss Jane alone in the dining-room, and wearing a di^ 
jected expression on her usually cheerful countenance. 

*< Did XJlpian tell you good-by ? " 

" No, I have not seen him. Where has he gone ? " 

**To New York." 

The long walk and sultry atmosphere had unwontedly flushed 
(he girPs face, and the damp hair clung in glossy rings to her 
brow; but, as Miss Jane spoke, the tlood ebbed from cheeks and 
lips, and sweeping ba'^k the dark tresses that seemed to op^i 
ber^ she asked, shiveringly, — 
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** Is Dr. Grey going back to sea? " 

^ Oh no, child ! An old Mend is very ill, and telegraphed Pm 
bim. Sit down, dear, — you look faint.'' 

^ Thank you, I don't wish to sit down, and there is nothing 
the matter with me. When will he come home ? " 

^I can not tell precisely, as his stay is contingent upon the 
condition of his friend." 

^' Is it a man or woman whom he has gone to see ? " 

The astonishment painted on Miss Jane's face woidd have 
been ludicrous to a careless observer, less interested than the 
orphan in her slow and deliberate reply. 

"A man, of course." 

"Did he tell you so?" 

" Certainly. He went to see Mr. Horace Manton, with whom 
he was associated while abroad. But suppose it had been some 
winsome, brown-eyed witch of a woman, instead of a dying man, 
what then?" 

" Then you would have lost your brother, and I my French 
pronouncing dictionary, — that is all. Did he leave any message 
about my grammar and exercises ? " 

**No, dear; but he started so hurriedly — so unexpectedly — 
he had not time for such trifles. Where are you going ? " 

^^ To put away my bonnet and bundle, and look after Stanleyi 
who is romping with the kittens on the lawn." 

The old lady laid down her knitting, leaned her elbows on the 
arms of her rocking-chair, and, clasping her hands, bowed her 
shin upon them, while a half-stifled sigh escaped her. 

<< Mischief, — mischief, where I meant only kindness ! I sowed 
good seed, and reap thistles and brambles ! My charity-cake 
turns out miserable dough 1 But how could I possibly foresee 
that the child would be such a simpleton ? What right has she tc 
be BO unnecessarily interested in my brother, who is old enough 
to have been her flEither? It is imnatural, absurd, and aJto* 
geth^r unpardonable in Salome to be guilty of such presump 
tuous nonsense; and, of course, it is not in the least my flEkult, for 
the possibility of this piece of mischief never once occurred to 
ael Tmei ake is aa old aa XTlpian's mothei was when fathet 
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married her; but then Mrs. Grey was not at all in love inth hei 
white-haired husband, and had set her affections solely on (hat 
Mercer-Street house, with marble steps and plate-glass windows 
How do I know that, after all, Salome is not in love with 
Ulpian^s fortune instead of the dear boy's blue eyes, and hand- 
some hair, and splendid teeth ? However, I ought not to think 
■o harshly of the child, for I have no caiise to consider her oal 
colating and seMsh« Poor thing ! if she really cares for him 
there are breakers ahead of her, for I am sure that he is aa fia 
from falling in love with her as I would be with the ghost 
of my great-grand&ther's uncle. Thank Providence, all this 
troublesome, mischievous, Lucifer machinery of love and mar- 
riage is shut out of heaven, where we shall be as the angels are^ 
Ah, Salome I I fear you are a giddy young idiot, and that I am 
a blind old imbecile, and I wi^ from the bottom of my heart 
you had never darkened my doors." 

The quiet current of Miss Jane's secluded life had never been 
ruffled by a serious affqire du ccefwr; consequently she indulged 
little charity towards those episodes, which displayed what she 
considered the most humiliating weakness of her sex. 

While puzzling over the best method of extricating her pro- 
Uge from the snare into which she was disposed to apprehend 
that her own well-meant but mistaken kindness had betrayed 
her, she saw an unsealed note lying beneath the table, and, by the 
aid of her crutch, drew it within reach of her fingers. A small 
sheet of paper, carelessly folded and addressed to Salome, merely 
contained these words, — 

^ I congratulate you, my young friend, on the correctness of 
TOur Erencn themes, which I leave in the drawer of the libraryi 
table. When I return I will examine those prepared during m ? 
absence ; and, in the interim, remain, 

** Very respectfrdly, 

**TJlpianQbbt.'' 

Miss Jane wiped her glasses, and read the note twice ; then 
add it between her thumb and third fingco*, and debated tbt 
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expediency of changing its dtsstination. Her delicate senM of 
honor revolted at the first suggestion of interference, but an iit 
tense aversion to '^ love-scrapes " finally strengthened her pm- 
dential inclination to crush this one in its incipiency ; and abt 
deliberately tore the paper into shreds, ^hich she tossed out ot 
the window. 

'^ If Ulpian only had his eyes open he would never have scril^ 
bled one line to her; and, since I know what I know, and see 
what I see, it is my duty to take the responsibility of destroying 
all fuel within reach of a flame that may prove as dangerous aa 
a torch in a hay-rick.'' 

limpiDg into the library, she took from the drawer the two 
books containing French exercises and laid them in a conspicuoui 
place on the table, where they could not fail to arrest the atten- 
tion of their owner; after which she resumed her knitting, 
consoling herself with the reflection that she had taken the 
first step towards smothering the spark that threatened the 
destruction of all her benevolent schemes. 

Up and down, imder the spreading trees in the orchard, 
wandered Salome, anxious to escape scrutiny, and vaguely con- 
scious that she had reached the cross-roads in her life, where 
haste or inadvertence might involve her in inextricable diffi- 
culties. 

She was neither startled, nor shocked, nor mortified, that the 
unceremonious departure of the master of the house stabbed hex 
heart with pangs that made her fiirm lips writhe, for she had 
long been cognizant of the growth of feelings whose Jiscoveiy 
had so completely astoimded Miss Jane. 

The orphan had not eagerly watched and listened for th« 
Bi^t of his fiwse — the sound of his voice — without fully com- 
prehending herself; for, however ingeniously and indefatigably 
women may mask their hearts from public gaze and comment^ 
they do not mock their own reason by such flimsy shams, and 
Salome could find no prospect of gain in playing a game of brag 
with her inquisitive souL 

In the quiet orchard, where all things seemed drowsy — where 
die only spectators were the mellowing apples that reddened tLff 
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boo^ifl above her, and her sole auditors the brown parhidgei 
ihani nestled in the tall grass, and the shy cicad» ambushed under 
the clOTer leaves — her pent-up pain and disappointment bubbled 
over m a gush of passionate words. 

**t3time without giving me a syllable, a word, a touch ! Gone, 
tor an indefinite period, without even a cold 'good-by, Salome I ' 
Fou call yourself a Christian, Dr. Grey, and yet you are cruel, 
DOW and then, and make me xvrithe like a worm on a fish-hook ! 
He told Stanley he would return in two or three weeks, perhap* 
sooner, — but I know better. I have a dull monitor here that 
says it will be a long, dreary time, before I see him again. A 
wall of ice is rising to divide us — but it shall not ! it shall not t 
I will Lave my own ! I will look into his calm eyes ! I will 
«>uch Lis soft, warm, white palms ! I will hear his steady, low, 
clear vtice, that makes music in my ears and heaven in my heart 1 
It is thjee months since he shook hands with me, but all time 
camiot ^'emove the feeling from my fingers ; and some day I can 
cling to his hand and lean my cheek against it, — and who dare 
dispute my right? He says he never loved any woman! I 
heard him tell his sister he had yet to meet the woman whom he 
ooidd marry, — and, if truth lingers anywhere in this world of 
sin, it finds a sanctuary in his soul! He never loved any 
woman I Thank God ! I cau't afford to doubt it. No one but hii 
sister has touched his lips, or his noble, beautiful forehead. How I 
envied little Jessie when he put his arm around her and stooped 
and laid his cheek on hers. Oh, Dr. Grey, nobody else will ever 
love you as I do I I know I am imworthy, but I will make 
my»3lf good and great to match you I I know I am beneath you, 
but I will climb to your proud height, — and, so help me GUkI, 
I will be all that your lofty standard demands I He does not 
care for me now, — does not even think of me; but I must be 
patient and merit his notice, for my own folly sank me in hia 
good opinion. When these apples were pale, pink blossoms, I 
dreaded his coming, and hoped the vessel would be wrecked; 
now, ere they are ripe, I am disposed to curse the cause of hia 
temporary absence and think myself ill-used that no farewell 
privileges were granted me. Now I can understand why people 
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And comfort in praying for thoao they lo re ; for wLat elite can 1 
do but pray while he 13 away ? Oh, I shall not, cannot, wiU 
noi, miss my way to Leaven if he gets there before me I " 

la utter abandonment she threw herself down in the long 
yellow sedge-grass, — frightening a whole covey of gossiping 
yonng partridges and a couple of meek doves, all of which 
whirred away to an adjacent pea-field, leaving her with her face 
buried in ner hands, and watched by trembling mute crickets 
and cicadflB. 

On the topmost twig of the tallest tree a mocking-bird poised 
himself^ and sympathetically poured out his vesj^er canticle, — a 
song of condolence to the prostrate figure who, just then, would 
have preferred the echo of a man's deep voice to all Pergolese's 
strains. 

After a little while pitying Yenus swung her golden globe in 
unong the apple-boughs, peeping compassionately at her luckless 
votary; and, finally, in the violet west, — 

" Two sflver beacons sphered in the skies, 
Eve in her cradle opening her eyes." 

Two weeks dragged themselves away without bringing any 
tidings of the absent master; but, towards the close of the third, 
a brief letter informed his sister that the invalid friend was stiU 
alive, though no hope of his recovery was entertained, and thai 
it was impossible to fix any period for the writer's return, 
Salome asked no questions, but the eager, himgry expression, 
,with which she eyed the letter as it lay on the top of the 
stocking-basket, touched Miss Jane's tender heart ; and, knowing 
that it contained no allusion to the orphan, she put it into her 
hand, and noticed the cloud of disappointment that gathered 
over her features as she perused and refolded it. Another week 
» monotonous, tedious, almost interminable — crept by, and 
one morning as Salome passed th«> post-office she inquired for 
letters, and received one post-marked New York and addrowcd to 
Miss Jane. 

Hurrying homeward with the precious missive, her pace 
would well-nigh have distanced Hermes, and the disty winding 
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road fleCToed to mock her with lengthening corses wliile abe 
presaod on; but at last she reached the gate, sped np the 
avenue, and, pausing a moment at the threshold to catch hei 
bveath and appear nonchalant^ she demnrelj entered Miss Jane's 
i^partanent. The only occupant was a servant sewing near the 
vindow, and who, in reply to an eager question, informed Salome 
hat the mistress had gone to spend the day with a friend whoae 
residenoo was six miles distant. 

The girl bit her lip tenti] the blood started, and, to conceal hes 
chagrin, took refuge in the parlor, where the quiet dimness olTered 
a covert. Locking the door, she sat down in one of the 
cushioned rocking-chairs and looked at the letter lying between 
her fingers. The gilt clock on the mantel uttered a dull, click- 
ing soimd, and a little green and gold-colored bird hopped out 
and '^cuckooed" ten times. Miss Jane would not probably 
return before seven, possibly eight o'clock, and what could be 
done to strangle those intervening nine hours ? 

The blood, heated by exercise and impatience, throbbed fiercely 
in her temples and thumped heavily at her heart, producing a 
half-sufibcating sensation ; and, in her feverish anxiety, the doom 
of Damiens appeared tolerable in comparison with the torturing 
suspense of nine hours on the rack. 

The envelope was an ordinary white one, merely sealed with 
a solution of gum arable, and dexterous fingers could easily open 
and reclose it without fear of detection, especially by eyes so 
dim and uncertain as those for which it had been addressed. 
A damp cloth laid upon the letter would in five minutes prove 
an open sesame to its coveted contents, and a legion of fiends 
patted the grrl's tingling fingers and urged her to this prompt 
and feasible relief from her goading impatience. Secure from 
intrusion and beyond the possibility of discovery, she turned the 
envelope up and down and over, examining the seal ; and tne 
amber gleams lying perdu under the shadows of her pupiLr 
rayed out, glowing with a baleful Lucifer light, ts infallibly in- 
dicative of evil purposes as the sudden kindling in a crouching 
cat's or cougar's gaze, just as they spring upon their prey. 

It was a mighty temptation, cunningly devised and opportunely 
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presented, and six nionths &go lier parley with the imps of 
Apf>Dyon who contrived it would not have lasted five minntes; 
but, in some natures, love for a human being will work marvels 
which neither the fear of God, nor the hope of heaven, nor yet 
^hft promptings of self-respect have pow :r to accomplish. 

Now while Salome dallied with the lompter and gave audience 
fcr> the clamors of her rebellious heart, she looked up and met the 
Ml nest gaze of a pair of simny blue eyes in a picture that hung 
directly opposite. 

It yn& an admirable portrait of Dr. Grey, clad in full uniform 
as surgeon in the U. S. Navy, and painted when he was twenty- 
eight years old. Up at that calm, cloudless countenance, the girl 
iooked breathlessly, spell-boimd as if in the presence of a 
reproving angel ; and, after some seconds had elapsed, she hurled 
the unopened letter across the room, and lifted her hands 
•ppealingly, — 

" No, — no ! I did not — I can not — I will not act so basely ! 
r must not soil fingers that should be pure enough to touch 
yours. T was sorely tempted, my beloved; but, thank God, 
your blessed blue eyes saved me. It is hard to endure nine 
hours of suspense, but harder still to bear the thought that I 
have stooped to a deed that would sink me one iota in your 
good opinion. I will root out the ignoble tendencies of my 
nature, and keep my heart and lips and hands stainless, — hold 
them high above the dishonorable things that you abhor, and 
live during your absence as if your clear eyes took cognizance of 
every detail. Yea, — search me as you will, dear deep-blue eyes, 
-^ I shall not shrink ; for the rule of my future years shall be 
to scorn every word, thought, and deed that I would not freely 
bare to the scrutiny of the man whose respect I would sooner 
die than forfeit. Oh, my darling, it were easier foi me to front 
the fiercest flames of Tophet than face your scorn I I can wait 
till Miss Jane sees fit to show me the letter, and, if it bring good 
news of your speedy coming, I shall have my reward ; if not^ 
why should I hasten to meet a bitter disappointment which may 
be lagging out of mercy to rne ? " 

Picking up tba letter as suspiciously as if it had been dropped 
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hf the Prinse of Darknees on the creBt of QuarantinAi aba 
•t^ped upon a table and inserted the comer of the envelope in 
the crevice between the canvas and the portrait-frame, repeaiU 
ing the while a flEivorite passage that she had first hewd firoa 
Dr. Grey's lips, — 

** *God meant me good too, when he hindered me 
From Baying '^ 700^ this morning. I mj no, -*BOt 
I tie np ^^ no ** upon His altar-honia, 
Quite out of xeaoh of pezjuiy t*^ 

Tonng thongh she was, experience had tan^^t her that the 
most effectual method of locking the wheels of time consisted in 
sitting idly down to watch and count their revolutions; conse> 
quently, she hastened upnstairs and betook herself vigorously to 
die work of embroidering a parterre of flowers on the front- 
breadth of an infant's christening-dress which her employer had 
promised should be completed before the following Sabbathp 

Stab the laggard seconds as she might with her busy needle^ 
the day was drearily long ; and few genuine cuckoo-carols have 
been listened to with such grateful rejoicing as greeted those 
metallic gutturals that once in every sixty minutes issued frx>m 
the throat of the gaudy automaton caged in the gilt dock. 

True, nine hours are intrinsically nine hours luider all dr- 
eumstanoes, whether decapitation or coronation awaits their 
expiration; but to the doomed victim or the heir-apparent they 
i^pear relatively shorter or longer. At last Salome saw that 
the shadows on the grass were lengthening. Her head ached, 
her eyes burned from steady application to her trying work, and 
laying aside the cambric, she leaned against the window-fJAoing 
and looked out over the lawn, where Time seemed to have fidlsn 
asleep in the mild autumn sunshine. 

How sweet and welcome was the distance-miiffled sound of 
^nVling cow-bells, and the low bleating of homeward-strolling 
flocks, wending their way across the hills through which the 
road crawled like a dusty gray serpent. 

A noisy club of black-birds that had been holding an indign*- 
iion meeting in the top of a walnut tree near the gatOi m^ ouxned 
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lo the sycamore grove that overshadowed the bam in tue reai 
of the house; and Stanley's pigeons, which had been cooing and 
strutting in the avenue, went to roost in the pretty painted 
pagoda Dr. Orey had erected for their comfort. FinaUy, th« 
low-sw\mg, heavy carriage, with its stout dappled horses, glad 
deiied Salome's strained eyes; and, soon after, she heard tht 
thump of Miss Jane's crutches and her cheerful voice, asking, — 

''Where are the children? Tell them I have come homei 
Bless me, the house is as dark as a dungeon ! Rachel, have we 
neither lamps nor candles ? " 

The oq)han stole down the steps, climbed upon the table in 
the parlor, and, seizing the letter, hurried into the dining-room, 
where, quite exhausted by the fatigue of the day, the old lady 
lay on the sofa. 

She held out her hand and drew the girl's face within reach of 
her li[>s, saying, — 

** My child, 1 am afraid you have had rather a lonely day." 

** Decidedly the loneliest and longest 1 ever 8|>ent, and J be- 
deve L never was half so glad to Hee you come home as just now 
when the carriage 8toi>|)ed at the door." 

Ah, what hy|)ocris)r is sometimes innocently masked by the 
earnest utterance of the truth ! And what marvels of industry 
are accom[>lished by self-love, which seeks more assiduously than 
bees for the honied dropH of flattery that feed its existence I 

Miss Jane was pardonably proud that her presence was so 

essential to the happinesn of the orphan whom she fondly loved, 

nd gratification spread a pleasant smile over her worn features. 

"Where is Stanley? The child ought not to be out so 
late." 

^ He went down to the sheep-pen to count the lambs and 
«i>k after one that broke its leg yesterday. Miss Jane, are yoa 
oo much fatigued to n-ad a letter which 1 found this morning 
D your box at the post-office? " 

** Is it from Ulpian ? 1 was wondering to-day why I did not 
hear from him. Dear me, what have 1 done with my spec- 
tacles ? They are the torment of my life, fo^ le instant I take 
Ihem off my nore they seem to find wings^ Ixive me the letterg 
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mad aea wlieUier I left my glasBes on Uie bed where I pot Mf 
bonnei." 

Salome went into the next room and tmsaoaessfully seurohed 
the bed, bureau, table, and wardrobe ; and in an agony of iin- 
patiance, returned to the invalid. 

^Tou must have lost them before you came home; I eaaH 
find them anywhere. Let me read the letter to you." 

^No; I must have my glasses. Perlu^w I dropped them la 
the carriage. Send word to the driver to lock for them. It 
was vetfy careless in me to lose them, but I am growing so fo]> 
getfuL Kachel, do hunt for my spectacles." 

Salome ground her teeth to suppress a cry of vexation; and, to 
conceal her impatience, joined heartily in the search. 

Finally she found the glasses on the front steps, where they 
had fallen when their owner left the carriage; and, feeling that 
adverse flEite could no longer keep her in suspense, she hurried 
into the house and adjusted them on Miss Jane's eagle nose. 

Conscious that she was fast losing control over the nerves 
that were quivering from long-continued tension, Salome stepped 
to the open window and stood waiting. Would the old lady 
never finish the perusal ? The minutes seemed hours, and the 
pulsing of the blood in the girPs ears sounded Mite muttering 
thunder. 

Miss Jane sighed heavily, — cleared her throat, and sighed 
ugain. 

** It is very sad, indeed ! It is too bad, — too bad I " 

Salome turned around, and exclaimed, savagely, — 

^Whj canH you speak out? What is the matter? ^ha4i 
has happened ? " 

** Ulpiaii's friend is dead." 

^ThankGod!" 

^ For shame ! How can you be so heartless ? " 

** If the man could not recover I should think you would fca 
l^ad that he is at rest, and that your brother can come home." 

^* But the worst of the matter is that Ulpian is not coming 
home. Mr. Manton wished him to act as guardi&n Cor hit 
davghvor, who is in Europe, and Ulpian will sail ii iie nasi 
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teamt» ibr EDgland, to attend to some business conn^eted witl 
ihe estate. It is too provoking, isn't it? He says it is impos 
cible to tell when we shall see him again." 

There was no answer, and, when Miss Jane wiped her eyet 
and looked around, she saw the girl tottering towards the dooi^ 
fToping her way like one blind. 

** Salome, — come here, child ! " 

fiut the figure disappeared in the hall, and when the moon- 
light looked into the orphan's chamber the soft rays showed a 
girlish form kneeling at the window, with a white face drenched 
by tears, and quivering lips that moaned in feeble, broken 
accents, — 

^^ God help me ! I might have known it, for I had a pre- 
sentiment of terrible trouble when he went away. How can 1 
trust God and be patient, while the Atlantic raves and surges 
between me and my idol ? After all, it was an angel of mercy 
whose tender white hands held back this bitter blow for nine 
hours. Gone to Europe, and not one word — not one line — to 
me 1 Oh, my darling ! you are trampling under your feet the 
heart that loves you better than everything else in the 
univerae, — better than life, and its hopes of heaven t " 



CHAPTER VUL 




[ALOME, where did you learn to sing? 1 was asUm- 
ished this morning when I heard you." 

^^ I have not yet learned, — I have only b^un to 
IFimctise." 

"But, my duld, I had no idea you owned such a voice. 
Where have you kept it concealed so long?" 

" I was not aware that I had it until a month a^o, whfia il 
accidentally discovered itsell" 
" It is very powerfdL** 
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•*Y«8, and very rough; but care an! Btudy wifl nnoot^ ainl 
pjlish it. Miss Jane, please keep joxxt eye oa Stanley until I 
come home ; for, although I left him with his slate and arithmetiei 
it is by no means certain that they will not part company ihm 
moment I am out of sight.'' 

" Where are you going ? " 

^^ To cany back some work which would haTe been letui^ edl 
yesterday had not the weather been so inclement." 

In addition to the package of embroidered handkerchieft| 
Salome carried under her arm a roll of music and an instruction- 
book; and, when she reached the outskirts of the town, turned 
away from the main street and stopped at the door of a small 
comfortless-looking house that stood without enclosure on the 
common* 

Two swart, black-eyed children were playing mumble-peg with a 
broken knife, in one comer of the room ; a third, with tears still 
on its lashes, had just sobbed itself to, sleep on a strip of faded 
carpet stretched before the smouldering embers on the hearth ; 
while the fourth, a feeble infant only six months old, was wailing 
in the arms of its mother, — a thin, sickly woman, with consump- 
tion's red autograph written on her hollow cheeks, where the 
skin clung to the bones as if resisting the chill grasp of death. 
As she slowly rocked herself^ striving to hush the cry of the 
child, her dry, husky cough formed a melancholy chorus, which 
seemed to annoy a man who sat before the small table coyered 
with materials for copying music. His cadaverous, sallow com- 
plexion, and keen, restless eyes, bespoke Italian origin ; and, 
although engaged in filling some blank sheets with mnsical 
notes, he occasionally took up a vioHn that lay across his kneea^ 
and, after playing a few bars, laid aside the bow and resumed th« 
pen. Now and then he glanced at his wife and chQd with a 
scowling brow ; but, as his eyes fell on their emaciated faoei| 
something like a sigh seemed to heave his che»t;. 

When Salome's knock arrested his attention he rose and ad* 
▼anoed to the half-open door, saying, impatiently, — 

" Well, miss, have you broiight me any money ? " 

^'Oood morning, Mr. BarillL Here are the ten dollars thai I 



Digitized by 



Google 



lOi mrriL death ua do part. 

promised, bill I wish you to understand that in fdtL!^^ I shAD 
not advance one cent of my tuition-money. When the montli 
«Dds you will receive your wages, but not one day earlier." 

**I beg pafdon, miss; but, indeed, you see — ** 

He did not conclude the sentence, but waved bis ^uund 
towards the two in the rocking-chair and proceeded to count 
the money placed in his palm. 

^ Yes, I see that you are very destitute, but charity begins at 
oome, and I have to work hard for the wages that you have 
demanded before they are due. Good morning, madam ; I hope 
you feel better to-day. Come, Mr. Barilli, I have no time to 
waste in loitering. Are you ready for my lesson ? ^ 

'' Quite ready, miss. Commence." 

For three-quarters of an hour he listened to her ezerdseB, 
which he accompanied with his violin, and afterwards directed 
hex to sing an air from a collection of songs on the table. As 
her deep, rich contralto notes swelled round and full, he shut 
his eyes and nodded his head as if in an ecstacy; and, when 
she concluded, he rapped his violin heavily with the bow, and 
exclaimed, — 

'' Some day when you sing that at DeiUa Scala^ remember the 
poor devil who taught it to you in a hoveL Soaked as those 
old walls axe with music from the most feonous lips the world 
ever applauded, they hold no echoes sweeter than that last trilL 
After all, there is no passion — no pathos — comparable to a 
perfect contralto crescendo. It is wonderful how you Ameri- 
cans squander voices that would rouse all Europe into a 

^' I am afraid your eager desire for pupils biases your judg- 
ment^ and invests tlj voice with fictitious worth," answered 
Salome, eyeing him suspiciously. 

" Ha I you mean that I flatter, in order to keep you. No* 
io, miss. If St. Cecilia herself asked tuition without good pay, 
I should shut the door in her face ; but, much as I need money, 
I would not risk my reputation by ])raising what was poor. If 
one of my children — that miserable little Beatrice, yonder— 
•nly had jowr voice, do jou think I urould copy music, or teMk 



Digitized by 



Google 



UJSrriL DEATH Ua DO PAST. IM 

^egiimen, or li ^ne in this cursed hole ? Ton have a fortune shut 
up in your threat, and some day, when you are celebrated, at least 
do me the justice to tell the world who first found the treasure^ 
and, out of your wealth, spare me a decent tombstone in thp 
Gampo Santo of — of — ^ 

He laughed bitterly, and, seizing his violin, filled tie roo9 
with mournful miserere strains. 

^' How long a course of training do you think will be aacea 
■uy before the inequalities in my voice can be corrected and 
my vocalization perfected ? " 

^ Tou are very young, miss, and it would not do to strain 
your voice, which is well-nigh perfect in itself; but, of course, 
your execution is defective, — just as a young nightingale cannot 
warble all its strains before it is full-feathered. If you study 
fftithfiilly, in one year, or certainly one and a half, you will be 
ready for your engagement at Delia Scala. Hist 1 see if you 
can follow me?** 

He played a subtle, chromatic passage, ending in a trill, and 
the orphan echoed it with such accuracy and sweetness that 
the teacher threw down his bow, and, while tears stood in his 
glittering eyes, he put his brown hand on the girl's head, and 
said, earnestly, — 

''There ought to be feathers here instead of hair, for no 
nightingale, nestled in the olive groves of Italy, ever warbled 
more easily and naturally. Don't go out to the world as Miss 
Owen, — make it call you JRosignuolo. Take the next page in 
lihe instruction-book for a new lesson, and practise the old scales 
orei' before you touch the new, — they are like steps in a ladder, 
and save jumps and jars. God made your voice wonderful, and, 
if yon are only careful not to undo his work, it will develop 
itself every year in fresh power and depth. Ha I if m;^ poor 
iqneaking Beatrice only had it ! But there is no more music 
<t>red in her throat and chest than in a regiment of rats. €k>od 
day, miss. Your lesson is ended, and I go to buy some wood 
for my miserable shiverers." 

He seized his hat and walking-stick and quitted the house^ 
leaving his pupil to gather up her music and conjecture, ] 
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while, wlietiker the -wood-yard or a neighboring baivroom wag 
his real destination. 

His dissipated habits had greatly impaired her fidth in th« 
accuracy of his critical acumen touching professional mattersi 
and, as she rolled up the sheet of paper in her hands, Salome 
approached the feeble occupant of the rocking-chair, and said, 
rather abruptly, — 

^^ Madam Barilli, you ought to know when your husband 
speaks earnestly and when he is merely indulging in idle flat- 
tery, and I wish to learn his real opinion of my voice. Will 
you tell me the truth? " 

^^Tes, miss, I will. I am no musician, and never was in 
Europe, where he studied ; but he talks constantly of your voice, 
and tells me there is a fortune in it. Only last night he swore 
that if he could control it, he would not take a hundred thou- 
sand dollars for the right; and then, poor fellow, he fell into 
one of his fierce ways and boxed my little Beatrice's ears, 
because, he said, all the teachers in the Conservmtaire could not 
put into her throat the trill that you were bom with. Ah, no, 
he flatters no one now! He has forgotten how, since the day 
that I was coaxed to run away from my father's elegant home 
and marry the tenor singer of an opera troupe and the professor 
who taught me the gamut at boarding-school. Miss, you may 
believe him, for Sebastian Barilli means what he says." 

"One hundred thousand dollars 1 I promise him and you 
that if one-half of that amount can be ^ trilled ' into my pocket 
you shall both be comfortable during the remainder of your 
days." 

" Mine are ntmibered, and will end before your career begins ; 
and, when you sing in Delia ScaJa, I trust I shall be singing up 
yonder behind the stars, where cold and hunger and heart-ache 
and cruel words cannot follow me. But, miss, when I am 
gone, and Sebastian is over at the comer trying to drown hia 
troubles, and my four helpless little ones are left here unpro- 
tected, for Qcd's sake look in upon them now and then, and 
don't let them cry for bread. My own femily long ago cast ma 
cfl^ and here I am a stranger ; but you, who have felt tha paii|^« 
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of orphanage, will not stand by and see my dailings starred 
Oh, miss, ^e poor who cannot pity the poor mtist he hard* 
liearted indeed!" 

The suffering woman pressed her moaning babe closer to her 
bosom, and, taking Salome's hand between her thin, hot fingerii 
tewed her tear-stained face upon it. 

Grim recollections of similar scenes enacted in the old honsa 
behind the mill crowded upon the mind of the miller's dangh* 
ter, hardening instead of melting her heart ; but, withdrawing 
her fingers, she said in as kind a tone as she could command, — 

^ The poor are sometimes too poor to aid each other, and pity 
is most unpalatable fare ; but, if your husband has not grossly 
deceived himself and me with reference to my voice, I will 
promise that your children shall not suffer while I live. For 
their sake do not despond, but try to keep up your spirits, else 
your husband will be utterly ruined. Gloomy hearthstones 
make club-rooms and bar-rooms populous. Good-by. When I 
come again, I will bring something to stimulate your appetite, 
which seems to require coaxing." 

She stooped and looked for a minute at the gaunt, white face 
of the half-famished infant pressed against the mother's feverish 
breast, and an irresistible impulse impelled her to stroke back 
the rings of black hair that clustered on its sunken temples; 
then, snatching her music and bundle, she hurried out of the 
close, untidy room, and, once more upon the grassy common, 
drew a long, deep breath of pure fresh air. 

Autunm, with orange dawns, and mellow, misty moons, when 

'* Sweet, calm days, in golden hase 
Melt down the amber sky," 

had died on bare brown stubble-fields and vine-veined hillsideH| 
purple with clustering grapes on leafless branches ; and wintry 
days had come, with sleety moms and chill, crisp noons, and 
scarlet sunset banners flouting the silver stars ii western skiei^ 
where the shivering, gasping old year had wcvin ^ 

*'One strait gown of red 
Against tha oold.** 
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None of the earlier years of Salome's life seemed to hei \kM 
■o drearily long as the four monotonous months that followed 
Dr. Grey's departure ; and, during the intervals between his brief 
letters to his sister, the orphan learned a deceptive quIetucJe of 
maimer, at variance with the tumultuous feelings that agitated 
har heart ; for painful suspense which is borne with clenched 
hands and firmlynset teeth is not the more patient because 
itemly mute. 

Which suffered least, Philoctetes howling on the shores of 
Lemnos, or the sUent Trojan priest, writhing in a death-struggle 
with the serpent folds that crushed him before the altar of 
Neptune ? 

K any messages intended for Salome found their way across 
the ocean, they finally missed their destination, and reached the 
dead-letter office of Miss Jane's vast and inviolate pocket ; and, 
while this apparent neglect piqued the girl's vanity, the blessed 
assurance that the absent master was alive and well proved a 
sovereign babn for all the bleeding wounds of cmuywr propre. 

In order to defray the expense of her musical tuition, which 
was carried on in profound secrecy, it was necessary to redouble 
her exertions; and all the latent energy of her character de- 
veloped itself in unflagging work, wlich she persistently prose- 
cuted early and late, and in quiet defiance of Miss Jane's 
expostulations and predictions that she would permanently 
impair her sight. 

Paramount to the desire of amassing wealth that would 
enable her to provide for Jessie and Stanley rose the hope that 
the cultivation of her voice would invest her with talismanio 
influence over the man who was singularly susceptible of the 
magic of music ; and, jealously guarding the new-found gift, slie 
spared no toil to render it perfect. 

Fearful that her suddenly acquired fondness for singing might 
ftrouse suspicion and inquiry, she rarely practised at home 
unless Miss Jane were absent ; and, having procured a tuning- 
fork, she retreated to the most secluded portion of the adjoining 
forest and rehearsed her lesson^ to a mute audience of grazing 
oattle, sombre pines, nodding pVimes of golden-rod, and shivering 
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wlilte asters^ belated and overtaken by wintiy blasts. AXoim 
with nature, she warbled as unrestrainedly as the bmis who 
listened to her qnavering crescendos ; and more than once she 
had become so absorbed in this forest practising, that twinkling 
Stan peeped down at her through the fringy canopy of mur- 
muring firs. 

In fulfilment of a promise given to Stanley, with the hope of 
(Simulating him to more earnest study, Salome one day took a 
piece of sewing and her music-book, and set off with her brother 
for the sea-shore, where he was sometimes allowed to amuse 
himself by catching crabs and shrimps. The route they were 
compelled to take was very circuitous, since strangers were now 
forbidden to stroll through the grounds attached to ^^ Solitude," 
which was the nearest point where land and ocean met. Fol- 
lowing a cattle-path that threaded the bare brown hills and 
wound through low marsh meadows, Salome at length climbed a 
cliff that overhung the narrow strip of beach running along the 
base of the promontory, and, while Stanley prepared his net, she 
applied herself vigoroasly to the completion of a cluster of lilies 
of the valley which she had begun to embroider the preceding 
night. 

It was a mild, sunny afternoon, late in December, with only 
a few flakes of white curd-Hke cirri drifting slowly before the 
stiffening south wind that came singing a song of the tropics 
over the gently heaving waste of waters — 

^' Where the green buds of waves bmst into white froth flowen.*' 

Two glimmering sails stood like phantoms on the horizon ; and 
a silent colony of snowy gulls, perched in conclave on a bit of 
weed-wreathed drift floating landward, were the only living 
things in sight, save the childish figure on the yeJ'ow beach 
under the bleaching rocks, and the girlish one seated on the 
tallest clifl^ where a storm-scarred juniper, bending inland, 
waved its scanty fringe in the fresh salt breeze. 

No note of human strife entered here, nor hum of noisy 
business marts ; and the solemn silence, so profound and holy, was 
broken only by the soft, mysterious murmur of the immemotial 
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ocean, as its crystal fingers smote the harp of rosy stelbi and 
golden sands. 

Clasped in the crescent that carved a Inile northward la j tha 
house, and grove, and grounds of ^^ Solitude/' looking somlm io 
the distance, as the shadow of surrounding hills fell upon tht 
dense folisige that overhung its quiet precincts, and toned down 
the garish red of the boat-house roof, which lent a brief dash of 
oolor to tl.e peaceful picture. Beyond the last guarding promoiN 
toiy that seemed to have plunged through the shelving strand 
to bathe in blue brine and cut off all passage along its baso, a 
strong well-trained eye might follow the trend of the coast even 
to the dim outlines and thread-like masts, that told where thf 
distant town hugged its narrow harbor; and, in the opposite 
direction, low, irregular sand billa and brown marshes crept 
southward, as if hunting the warmth that alone could mantle 
them with living verdure. 

As the afternoon wore away, the sinking sun dipped suddeidy 
behind a wooded eminence, which, losing the warm purples ii 
had worn since noon, grew chill and blue as his rays departed ; 
and, weary of her work, Salome put it aside and began to prac- 
tise her music lesson, beating time with her slender fingers on 
the bare juniper-roots, from which wind and rain had driven 
the soil. Running her chromatic scales, and pausing at will to 
trill upon any minor note that wooed her vagrant fetncy, she 
played with her flexible voice as dexterous violinists toy with 
the obedient strings they hold in harmonious bondage to their 
bows. 

Finally she pushed the exercises away, and began a famtada 
from " Traviata," which she had heard Mr. Barilli play several 
times ; and so absorbed was she in testing her capacity for vocal 
gymnastics that she Mled to observe the moving figure dwarfed 
by distance and pacing the sands in front of " Srlitude.^ 

The rich, fr«sh tones which seemed occasionally to tremble 
with the excess of melody that burdened them played hide-and- 
9eek among the hills, startUng whole choruses 3f deep-throated 
•choes, and attending and retentive ocean, catching the strains 
in litK beryl strings, bore them whither — and how £ur? Tt 
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|Mi!kiii-pltiiiied equatorial idea, where dying auricular ii€rvei mifr 
took them fcr seraphic utterances? To toiling mariners^ tossed 
helplessly by fierce typhoons, who^ pausing in their scramble for 
ifMtfs, listened to the weird melody that presaged woe and 
wreck? To the broken casements of fishermen's huts, on di» 
tant shores, where anxious wives peered out in the blackening 
tenqiest, and shrank back appaUed by sounds which sea-tradi- 
tion averred were bom in coral caves, mosaiced with blanching 
bnman skulls? What hoary hierophant in the mysteries of 
cataphonics and diacoustics wiP undertake to track those trills 
across the blue bosom of the Atlantic or the purplish billows of 
the Indian Ocean? 

The wind went down with the sun; silveivedged drri lo«l 
their letter, and swift was 

'* The spread 

Of ocange lustre through these azure spheres 
Where little dooda lie still like flocks of sheep, 
Or ToeeoLi sailiiig in God's other deep." 

hm, that wondrous and magical afber-glow which tenderly 
boveib over the darkening fkce of the dying day, like the 
strange, spectral smile that only sheds its cold, supernatural 
light on lips twelve hours dead, Salome's fair face and grace- 
ful pose Was as softly defined against the western sky as some 
nimbussed tsaint or madonna on the golden background of old 
Byzantine pictures. Her small straw hat, wreathed with scarlet 
poppies, lay at her feet ; and around her shoulders she had closely 
folded a bright plaid flannel cloak, which tinted her complexion 
with its ruddy hues, as firelight flushes the olive portraits that 
stare at it from surrounding walls, and the braided black hair 
jid large hazel eyes showed every brown tint and topaz gleam. 

Leaning her arms on the top of her music-book, she rested 
h^r chin upon them, and sat looking seaward, singing a difficult 
passage, in the midst of which her nimble voice tripped on an £ 
flat, and, missing the staccato step, rolled helplessly down in a 
legato flood of melody; whereupon, with an impatient grimace 
ihe shut her eye^, weary of watching the wave-shimmiv that 
10 
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tlmost dazzled her. After a few seconds, when she opened 
ihem, there stood just on the edge of the cliff, as if poised in 
air, a woman whose fsu^ and form were as sharply cut in pro- 
file on the azure sea and sky as white cameo features on black 
agate grounds. 

Around the tall figure shining folds of silver |oplin hung 
heayy and statuesque, and over the shoulders a blue crape 
■hawl was held by a* beautiful blue- veined hand, where a 
sapphire asp kept guard; while a cluster of double violets 
fastened behind one shell-like ear breathed their perfume among 
glossy bands of gray hair. 

^* There was no color in the quiet month, 
Nor fuhiess ; yet it had a ghostly grace, 
Pathetically pale," 

and wan, and woful — the still face turned seaward, fronting a 
round white moon that was lifting its full disk out of the Une 
where air and water met — she stood motionless. 

Lifting her head, Salome shivered involuntarily, and grew a 
shade paler as she breathlessly watched the apparition, expecting 
that it would fade into blue air or float down and mingle with 
the waters that gave it birth. But there was no wavering 
mistiness about the shining drapery; and, presently, when she 
turned and came forward, the orphan, despite her sneers at 
superstition, felt the hair creep and rise on her temples, and, 
springing to her feet, they faced each other. As the stranger 
advanced, Salome unconsciously retreated a few steps, and 
exclaimed, — 

** Gray-eyed, gray-haired, gray-clad, gray-faced, and rising out 
«»f that gray sea, I suppose I have at last met the gray ghost 
that people tell me haunts old ^ Solitude.' But how came such 
ft young face under that drift of white hair ? If all ghosts have 
such finely carvbd, delicate noses and chins, such oval cheeks 
and pretty brows, most of us here in the flesh might thank for- 
tune for a chance to ' shuffle off this mortal coil.' Say, are jovi 
the troubled evil spirit that haunts ^ Solitude ' ? '' 

"lam.'' 
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Hie Yoioe was so moumfuUy sweet that it thriUed 9?erf 
nerre in Salome's quiyering frame. 

** Phantom or flesh — which are you ? ** 

** Mrs^ Gerom?, the owner of * Solitude.' " 

** Oh, indeed I I beg your pardon, madam, but 1 took you fo» 
A wraith I You know the place has always been considered on- 
hicky — haunted — and you are such an exti-aordinary-looking 
person I was inclined to think I had stimibled on the tradi- 
tional ghost. I am neither ignorant nor stupidly superstitious , 
but, madam, you must admit you have an unearthly appearance; 
and, moreover, I shoidd be glad to know how you rose from the 
beach below to the top of this cliff? I see no feathers on your 
shoulders — no balloon under your feet I '' 

" I was walking on the sands in front of my door, and, hear- 
ing some very sweet strains that came floating down from this 
direction, I followed the sotmd, and climbed by means of steps 
cut in the side of this cliff. Since you regarded me as a spec- 
tre, I may as well tell you that I was beginning to fancy I was 
listening to one of the old sea-sirens, imtil I saw your rosy face 
imd red lips, far too hiunan for a dripping mermaid or a mur- 
derous, mocking Aglaiopheme." 

" No more a siren, madam, than you are a ghost ! 1 un only 
Salome Owen, the miller's child, waiting for that boy yonder, 
whoso sablimest idea of heaven consists in the hope that its 
blessed sea of glass is brimming with golden shrimp. Stanley, 
run around the cliff, and meet me. It is too late for us to be 
here. We should have started home an hour ago.** 

** Who taught you ' Traviata ' ? " 

^ T am teaching myself, with what small help I can obtain 
from a vagabond musician^ ^ho calls himself Signer Barilli, and 
claims to have been a tenor singer in an opera troupe a| 
Milan.** 

"You ought to cultivate your voice as thorougnly ar poe- 
riblft** 

** Why? Is it really good? Tell me, is it worth anytJdngf 
No one has heard it except that Italian violinist; and, if ht 
praises it, I sometimes f 3ar it is because he is so horribly dissi 
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pated that he confounds my hrcuvwra runs with the dickxng of 
his wine-glasses and the gurgling of his flask. Do you know 
much about music ? '' 

^ I have heard the best living performers, vocal and instm 
mental, and to a finer voice than yours I never listened ; but 
you need study and practice, for your execution is faulty. Yon 
have a splendid instrument ; but you do not yet imderstand iti 
management. Where do you live ? " 

^^ At ^ Grassmere,' a farm two miles behind those hills, and in 
a house hidden under elm and apple trees. Madam, it is very 
late, and I must bid you good-evening. Before I go, I should 
like to know, if you will not deem me imwarrantably imperti- 
nent, whether you are a very young person with white hair, 
or whether you are a very old woman with a wonderfully young 
face?" 

For a moment there was no answer ; and, supposing that she 
had offended her, the orphan bowed and was turning away, when 
Mrs. Gerome's calm, mournful tones arrested her : 

" I am only twenty-three years old." 

She walked away, turning her countenance towards the water, 
where moonlight was burnishing the waves ; and, when Salome 
snd Stanley had reached' the bend in their path that would shut 
out the view of the beach, the former looked back and saw the 
silver-gray figure standing alone on the silent shore, communing 
with tlie silver sea, as desolate and as hopeless as Buchaiuui^i 
"Penelope,"— 

' * An alabaster woman, whose fixed eyes 
Stare seaward, whether it be storm or oalm.'* 
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CHAPTER IX. 

R Sheldon, do you think she is dangeraiai^ 

^ I am afraid, Salome, that she will soon becoms 
90 ; for she is threatened with a violent attack of fueiimoni% 
which would certainly be very dangerous to a woman cf her 
•ge. It is a great misfortune that her brother is absent.'* 

** Dr. Grey reached New York three days ago." 

^Indeed! I will telegraph immediately, and hasten his 
return." 

Dr. Sheldon was preparing a blister in the room adjoining 
the one occupied by Miss Jane, and the orphan stood by his 
side, twisting her fingers nervously over each other, and looking 
perplexed and anxious. He returned to his patient, and when 
he came out some moments later, and took up his hat, his coun- 
tenance was by no means reassuring. 

^^ Although I know that you are very much attached to Misi 
Jane, and would faithfully endeavor to nurse her, you are so 
young and inexperienced that I do not feel quite willing to 
leave her entirely to your guardianship; and, therefore, shall 
send a woman here to-night who will fully understand the case. 
She is a professional nurse, and Dr. Grey will be relieved to 
hear that his sister is in her hands, for he has great confidence 
in her good sense and discretion. I shall stop at the telegraph 
office, as I go home, and urge him to return at once. Give me 
ids address. Do not look so dejected. Miss Grey has a better 
constitution thau most persons are disposed to believe, and aha 
loay struggle through this attack." 

The new year was ushered in by heavy and incessant rain% 
md, having imprudently insisted upon superintending the drain- 
ige of a Dew sheep-fold and the erection of an additional cattle* 
ihed. Miss Jane had taken a severe cold, which resulted in pneu- 
monia. 

Assiduously and tenderly Saloma watched over her, and 
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after the arriTal of Hester Deimison, the nurse, the orphaa't 
Bolixdtude would not permit her to quit the apartment where 
her bene&ctress lay struggling with disease; while Miss Jane 
shrank firom the stranger, and preferred to receive the mecdcme 
from the hand of her adopted child. 

Wl\en Dr. Sheldon stood by the bed early ii<*xt monojog^ antt 
noted the effect of his treatment, Salome's keen eye obserred 
the dissatisfied expression of his face, and she drew sad auguries 
from his clouded brow. He took a paper from his pocket, and 
said, cheerftdly, — 

^' Come, Miss Jane, get up a smile to pay me for the good 
news I bring. Can you guess what this means?" holding an 
envelope close to her eyefc. 

" More blisters and fever mixtures, I suppose. Doctor, my 
poor side is in a dreadful condition." 

As she laid her hand over her left lung, she winced and 
groaned. 

"How much would you give to have your brother's hand, 
instead of mine, on your pulse ? " 

"All that I am worth ! But my boy is in Europe, and car*'*' 
oome back to me now, when I need him most." 

" No, he is in New York. You have been dreaming, and for- 
get that he has reached America." 

" No, I never knew it. Salome, is there a letter ? " 

" No letter, but a dispatch announcing his arrivaL I told 
you; but you must have fedlen asleep while I was talking to 
you." 

" No such thing ! I have not slept a wink for a week." 

" That is right. Miss Jane ; scold as much as you like ; it will 
-Id you no hium. But, meantime, let me tell you I have just 
heard from Dr. Grey, and he is now on his way home." 

Salome was sitting near the pillow, and suddenly her head 
bowed itself, while her lips whispered, inaudibly, — 

"Thank God!" 

The invalid's fsuce brightened, and, stretching her thin, hcl 
band towards the orphan, she touched her shoulder, and said^ — 
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^Do yon &ear that, mj child? Ulpian ia ooming home 
Wlien will ho be here ? ** 

^ Day after to-morrow evenings I hope, if there is no deteo* 
tion and he makes aU the railroad connections. I trust jou 
will prove sufficiently generous to bear testimony to my profes- 
■ional skill, by improving so rapidly that when he arrive49 theit 
will be nothing left to do but compliment my sagacity, and chank 
me for relieving ydu so speedily. Is not your cough rathei 
better?** 

She did POt reply ; and, bending down, he saw that slie was 
asleep. 

** Doctor, I am afraid she is not much better." 

He si^ed, shook his head, and beckoned Hester into the 
hall in order to question her more minutely concerning the 
patient. 

That night and the next she was delirious, and failed to 
recognize any one ; but about noon on the following day she 
evened her eyes, and, looking intently at Salome, who stood near 
the foot of the bed, she said, as if much perplexed, — 

** I saw Ulpian just now. Where is he ? '* 

*^ He will be here this afternoon, I hope. The train is due at 
two o'clock, and it is now a quarter past twelve.'* 

^^ I tell you I saw him not ten minutes since.'* 

^Tou are feverish, dear Miss Jane, and have been dream 
lag." 

** Don't contradict me ! Am I in my dotage, think you ? I 
saw my boy, and he was pale, and had blood on his hands, and 
It ran down his beard and dripped on his vest Tou can*! 
deceive me ! What is the matter with my poor boy ? I wir 
pee him ! Give me my crutches this instant ! " 

She struggled into a partially upright position, but fell back 
upon her pillow exhausted and panting for breath. 

** You were delirious. I give you my word that he has not 
yet come home. It was only a horrible dream. Hester wiU 
assure you of tlie truth of vhat I say. You must lie still, foi 
likis excitement will injure you." 

Tke nurse gave her a powerful sedative, and strove to divert 
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her thoughts; but ever and anon she shuddered and whi» 
peredy — 
1 " It was not a dream. I saw my dear sailor-boy, and he wai 

hurt and bleeding. I know what I saw; and if you and Hestei 
swore till every star dropped out of heaven, I would not belies • 
you. K I am old and dying, my eyes are better than jcura. 
My poor Ulpian I '' 

Despite her knowledge of the feverish condition of the sick 
woman, and her incredulity with reference to the vision that so 
painfully disturbed her, Salome's lips blanched, and a vague, 
nameless, horrible dread seized her heart. 

Very soon Miss Jane fell into a heavy sleep, and, while the 
nurse busied herself in preparing a bottle of beef-tea, the orphan 
sat with her head pressed against the bed-post, and her eyes 
riveted on the face of the watch in her palm, where the minute- 
hand seemed now and then to stop, as if for breathing-time, and 
the hour-hand to have forgotten the way to two o'clock. 

For nearly six months Salome had counted the we«ks and 
days, — had waited and hoped for the hour of Dr. Grey's return 
as the happiest of her life, — had imagined his greeting, the 
bright, steady glow in his fine eyeb, the warm, cordial pressure 
of his white hand, the friendly tones of his pleasant voice ; for, 
though he had failed to bid her good-by, fate could not cheat 
her oat of the interview that must follow his arrival. Fancy 
had painted so vividly all the incidents that would characterize 
this longed-for greeting, that she had lived it over a thousand 
times ; and, now that the meeting seemed actually at hand, sho 
asked herself whether it were possible that disappointment could 
poui one poisonous drop into the brimming draught of joy tha* 
rose foaming in amber bubbles, co her parched lips. 

In the profound silence that pervaded the darkened room, 
the ti<iking of the watch was annoyingly audible, and seemad to 
Salome's strained and excited nerves so unusually loud thai 
she feared it might disturb the sh-eper. At a quarter to two 
o'clock she went to the hearth and aoiselessly renewed the fire^ 
laying two fresh pieces of oak across the shining brass andiromii 
W'hose feet represented lions' heads. 
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She swept the hearth, arranged some vials that -were scattered 
•n the dressing-table, and gavo a few improving touches to a vaae 
filled with white and orange cnxmses, then crept back to the 
bedside and again picked up the watch. It still lacked fifteen 
minutes of two, and, looking more closely, she found that it had 
■temped. Tossing it into a hollow formed by the folds of tha 
ooverlid, and repressing an impatient ejaculation, she listened 
far the sound of the railroad whistle, which, thou^ muffled by 
dktanoe, had not failed to reach her every day diiring the past 
week. 

Presently the silence, which made her ears ache, throbbed so 
suddenly that she started, but it was only the "cuckoo! 
luckoo I '' of the painted bird on the gilded clock. That clock 
<ras fifteen minutes slower than Miss Jane's watch ; and Salome 
put her face in her hands, and tried to still the loud thumpin|{ 
sound of the blood at her heart. 

The train was behind time. Only a few moments as yet, but 
something must have hap))ened to occasion even this slight 
delay ; and, if something, — what ? 
Hester came in and whispered, — 

" Dinner is ready, and Stanley is hungry. Has Miss Jane 
stirred since I went out ? " 
"No; what time is it?** 
"Half after two.'' 

" Oh, nonsense I You are too fast.** 

"Not a minute, — begging your pardon. My brother stays 
wX the d6pot, and keeps my nratch with the railroad time." 

Salome went to the dining-room, gave Stanley his dinner, 
sad, anxious to escape observation, shut herself in the dij?!^ oold 
parlor, where she paced the floor until the cuckoo jimiped oui^ 
dvixped three times, and, as if frightened by the girPs fixed 
eyes, fluttered back inside the clock. More than an hour behind 
time I Now, beyond all hope or doubt, there had been an acci- 
dent I Loss ef sleep for several consecutive nighty and prou 
tracted anxiety concerning Miss Jane, h^d so unnerved the 
orphan that slie wa9 less able to cope successfully vith this 
harrowing suspense than on former occasions; still the 
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gnine hopefulness of youth battled valiantly with the ^otH^k 
that apprehension conjured up, and sh^ remembered that oom- 
paratively trivial occurrences had sometimes detained the train, 
which fibiallj brought all its human freight safely to the d^poit 

The day had been very cold and gloomy ; and thick, low maasei 
of smoke-colored cloud scudded across the chill sky, whipped 
along their skirts by a stinging north-east blast into dun^ ragged, 
trailing banners. Despite the keenness of the air, Salome 
opened one of the parlor windows and leaned her face on the 
broad sill, where a drizzling rain began to show itself. She had 
read and heard just enough with reference to the phenomena of 
(favrvoycmce to sneer at them in happy hours, and to recur help- 
lessly to the same subject with a species of silent dread when 
misfortune seemed imminent. To-day, as Miss Jane's deHrioua 
utterances haunted every nook and cranny of her excited brain, 
permeating all topics of thought, she recalled many instances, on 
legendary record, where the dying were endowed with talismanic 
power over the secrets of futurity. Could it be possible that 
Miss Jane had really seen what was taking place many miles 
distant ? Beason shook her hoary head, and jeered at such 
childish fatuity; but superstitious credulity, goaded by an 
intense anxiety, would not be silenced nor put to the blush, but 
boldly babbled of Swedenborg and burning Stocjdiolm. 

Once she had heard Dr. Grey tell his sister, in answer to some 
inquiry concerning the a/rccma of mesmerism, that he had be- 
stowed much time and thought upon the investigation of the 
subject, and was thoroughly convinced that there existed subtle 
psychological laws whose operations were not yet comprehended, 
but wjbich, when analyzed and studied, would explain the re- 
markable influence of mind over mind, and prove that the dread 
and baflling myst^es of psychology were merely normal devel- 
opments of intellectual power instead of supernatural or spiritual 
manifestations. 

This abstract view of the matter was, however, most unsatift^ 
liMstory at the present jimcture ; and the current of Salome'i 
reflections was abruptly changed by the sound of the locomotivo 
wiustk^ — noc the prolonged, steady roar, announcii>g arri val^ bal 
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die aharp, ahort, shrill note of departure. Soon after, the dook 
ftmck four, and, ere the echoes fell asleep once more in the 
sombre comers of the quiet parlor. Dr. Sheldon drove up to the 
front door and entered the house. Springing into the hall, 
Salome met him, and laid her hand on his arm. 

^Salome, your face frightens me. How is Miss Jane? Haa 
she grown worse so rapidly since I was here this morning?^ 

'*I see little change in her. But you have locked bad newi 
behind your set teeth. Oh, for God's sake, don't torture me 
me second longer I Tell me the worst. What has happened ? ^ 

** The down-train was thrown from an embankment twenty 
A)et high, and the cars took fire. Many lives have been sacri- 
ficed, and it is the most awful affair I ever heard ofl*^ 

He had partially averted his head to avoid the sight of her 
whitening and convulsed features ; but, laying her hands heavily 
upon his shoulders, she forced him to face her, and her voice 
lank to a husky whisper, — 

"Is he dead?" 

"I hope nof 

"Speak out, — or I shall go mad! Is he dead?" 

" Calm yourself^ Salome, and let us hope for the best. We 
know nothing of the particulars of this dreadful disaster, and 
have learned the names of none of the sufferers. I have little 
doubt that Dr. Grey was on the train, but there is no certainty 
that he was injured. The regular up-train could not leave as 
usual, because the track was badly torn up ; but a locomotive 
and three cars ran out a while ago with several surgeons and 
articles required for the victims. Pray sit down, my poor child, 
for you are unable to stand." 

"Where did it happen ? " 

"Near Silver Run water-tank, — about forty mUes from henw 
Tb» accident occurred at twelve o'clock." 

Salome's grasp suddenly relaxed, and, tossing her hands aboma 
ker head, she laughed hysterically, — 

"Ha, ha I Thank God, he is not dead ! He is only hurt^ — 
enly bleeding. Miss Jane saw it all, and be is not dead, yr sh« 
would have known it Thank God I " 
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Di. Sheldon was a stem man and renowned for hu mm 
nerves, but he shuddered as he locked at the pinched, wan £eu», 
and heard the unnatural, hollow sound of her unsteady voice. 
Had care, watching, and suspense unpoised her reason ? 

Something of that which passed through his mind looked oul 
af his eyes, and, interpreting their amazed expression, the girl 
wmved her hand towards the door, and added, — 

** I am not insane. Go in, and Hester will explain." 

He turned away, and she went back to the dusky room and 
threw herself down on the sofa, opposite to the portrait of 
the TJ. S. surgeon. 

Of what passed during the following two hours, she retained, 
vn after years, only a dim, confused, painful memory of prayen 
and promises made to God in behalf of the absent. 

Once before, when Miss Jane's death seemed imminent, she 
had been grieved and perplexed by the possibility that Dr. Grey 
would inherit the estate and usurp her domains; but to-day, 
when the Great Reaper hovered over the panting, emaciated 
sufferer, and simultaneously threatened the distant brother and 
sole heir of the extended possessions which this girl had so long 
coveted, the only thought that filled her heart with dread and 
wrung half-smothered cries from her lips was, — 

"Spare his life, oh, my God I Leave me penniless — take 
friends, relatives, comforts, hopes of wealth — take all — take 
everything, but spare that precious life and bring him safely 
back to me I Have mercy on me, O Lord, and do not snatch 
him away! for, if I lose him now, I lose faith in Christ — in 
Thee — I lose all hope in time and eternity, and my sinful, 
wrecked soid will go down forever in a night that knowB n« 
iawningl" 

Fof six months she had been indeed, — 

"A faded watcher throngh the weary night — 
A meek, sweet statue at the silver shrines, 
In deep, perpetual prayer for him she loved;** 

Wt patience, dragging anchor, finally snapped its cable, and 
BOW, instead of an humble supplianfc for the bPPQ ^^' ftlont 
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made existonce endurable, she fiercely demanded that her do] 
ahonld not be broken, and, battling with Jehovah, impiduslj 
thrust her life down before Him as an accursed and intolerabk 
b^irden, unless her prayers were granted. Ah, what scorpion! 
and stones we gather to our boards, and then dare charge tha 
stinging mockeries against a long-suffering, loving God I Tea 
days before, Salome had meekly prayed, " Thy will be done,** 
and had comforted herself with the belief that at last she was 
beginning to grow pious and trusting, like Miss Jane ; but, at 
the first hint of harm to Dr. Grey, she sprang up, utterly oblivi- 
ous of the protestations of resignation that were scarcely cold 
on her lips, and furious as a tigress who sees the hunter approach 
the jungle where all her fierce affections centre. God help us 
all who pray orthodoxly for His will, and yet, when the emer- 
gency arrives, fight desperately for our own, feeling wofully 
aggrieved that He takes us at our word, and moulds the clay 
which we make a Pharisaical pretense of offering ! 

A slow drizzling rain whitened the distant hills, that seemed 
to blanch in their helplessness as the wind smote them like a 
flail ; and it wove a grayish veil over the leafless boughs of 
bending, shivering elms, on the long, dim avenue. The wintry 
afternoon closed swiftly, and, in its dusky dreariness, Salome 
listened to the tattoo of the rain on the roof, and to the miserere 
that wailed through the lonely chambers of her soul. The chill 
at her heart froze her to numbness and oblivion of the coldness 
of the atmosphere, and, when a servant came in to close the 
window agaiost the slanting sleet, she lay so still that the 
woman thought her asleep, and stole away on tip-toe. The 
room grew dark ; but, through the half-opened door, the light 
from the hall lamp creot in and fell on the gilded frame and 
|Munted fiice of the portrait, tracing a silvery path along the 
gloomy wall. As the night deepened, that wave of light rippled 
and glittered until the handsome features in the picture seemed 
to belong to some hierarch who peeped from a window of heaven, 
into a world drenched with unUffcing darkness. 

That oval piece of canvas had become the one fetich to which 
Balome'p heart c^tmg in silent adoration, defiant of the iconoclaa- 
11 
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lie toaoh of reason and the adverse decree of womanl]^ piidd^ 
for natures such as hers will always grovel in the dust, hugging 
the mutilated fragments of their idol, rather than bow at soma 
new, fretted shrine, where other images hold sway, commanding 
wors^p. Looking up almost wolfishly at that tranquil, ghining 
oountenance, she said to her sullen, mourning heart, — 

" There are no more like him, and, if we lose him, there b 
nothing left in life, and all hope is at an end, 9Xi6.Jini9 shall be 
printed on the first page of the book of our existence ; and ruin, 
like a pitiless pall, shall cover what might have been a happy^ 
possibly a grand and good, human career. We did not intend 
to love him, — no, no; we tried hard to hate him who stood 
between us and affluence and indolent ease, bufc he conquered 
TGS by his matchless magnanimity, and shamod our ignoble aims 
and base selfishness, and put us under his royal feet ; and now 
we would rather be trampled by XJlpian, our king, than crowned 
by any other man. Let us plead with Christ to spare the only 
pilot who can save us from etem9l shipwreck." 

Lying there so helpless yet defiant in her desolation, some 
subtle thread of association, guided, perhaps, by the invisible 
fingers of her guardian angel, led her mind to a favorite couplet 
often quoted by Dr. Grey, — 

^* I heard faith's low, sweet singmg, in the night, 
And, groping through the darkness, tonohed God*8 hand.** 

If the painted lips in the aureola on the wall had parted and 
audibly uttered these words, they would scarcely have impressed 
her more powerfully as a message from the absent ; and, rising 
instantly, the orphan prayed in chastened, humbled tones for 
•trength to be patient, for ability to trust Ood^s wisdom and 
mercy. 

How often, when binding our idolized Isaacs upon the altar, 
And, meekly submissive to what appears God's inexorable man- 
dates, we unmurmuringly offer our heart's dearest treasure, the 
sacrificial knife is stayed, and our loathed and horrible Moriahs, 
that erst smelt of blood and echoed woe, jecome hallowed 
Jekovah-jirehsi all aglow, not with devouring fiames, but die 
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blerised radiiuioe of God's benignant smile, and m^csd with 
thanksgiving strains. But Abraham's burden preceded Abnir 
barn's boon, and ihe sovla who cannot patiently endure the first 
are utterly unworthy of the rapture of the last. 

Ab the girl's mind grew calmer under the breath of prayer — 
which stills the billows of human passion and strife as tht 
command of Jesus smoothed the thundering surf of Genesaretb| 
— she recollected that she had absented herself from the sick- 
Toam for an unusually long time. How long, she could not 
conjecture, fee the face of the clock was invisible, and she had 
ceased to count the cuckoo-notes ; but her limbs ached, and a 
fillet of fire seemed to circle her brow. 

With a lingering gaze upon the radiant portrait, she quitted 
the parlor, and went wearily back to renew her vigiL 

Hester Dennison was cowering over the hearth, spreading het 
bony hands towards the <a:ackling fiames, and, walking up to the 
mantelpiece, Salome touched the nurse, and whispered, — 

" Hester, what did the doctor say ? Is there any change ? " 

^ Hush ! " The woman laid a finger on her lip, and glanced 
over her shoulder. 

There was only the subdued light of a shaded lamp mingling 
with the flicker of the fire, and, as Salome's eyes followed those 
of the nurse, they rested upon the figure of a man kneeling at 
the bedside, and Leaning his head against the pillow where Misa 
Jane's white hair was strewn in disorder. 

A cry of delight, which she had neither the prudence noi 
power to repress, rang through the silent chamber, startling its 
inmates, and partially arousing the invalid. Salome foi^ot thai 
life and death were grappling over the prostrate fonr (tf the 
aged woman, — forgot everything but the supreme oy of know- 
ing that her idol had no^ been rudely shattered. 

Springing to the bedside, she put out her hands, and exclaimedi 
rapturously: 

"Oh, Dr. Grey I Were you much hurt? Thank God, yon 
are alive and here I Indeed, He is merciful — " 

"Hush* Have you no prudence? Quit the room, or bi 
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Dr. Grey lifted his haggard face from the pillow, md thi 
light showed it pallid and worn by acute sufferingy while a strip 
of plaster pressed together the edges of a deep cut on his cheek. 
His clothes glistened with sleet, and bore stains that in daylight 
were crimson, though now they were omy ominously dark. 

The stem tones of his voice, suppressed though it was, stnng 
the girl's heart; and she answered, in a pleading whisper, — 

^ Only tell me that you are not severely injured. Speak one 
kind word to me I ** 

'^ I am not dangerously hurt Hush ! Eemember life hangi 
In the balance." 

"Oh, Dr. Grey I will you not even shake hands with me, 
after aU these dreary months of absence ? This is hard, indeed." 

She had stood at his side, with her hands extended implor- 
ingly ; and now he moved cautiously, and, dilently holding up one 
hand swathed in linen bands, pointed to his lefb arm, which was 
tightly splintered and bandaged. 

The mute gesture explained all, and, sinking to the carpet, 
she pressed her lips to the linen folds, and to the coat-sleeve, 
where sleet and blood-spots mingled. 

He could not have prevented her, even had he desired to do 
bo; but at that instant his sister moaned faintly, and, bending 
forward to examine her countenance, he seemed for some minutes 
unconscious of the presence of the form crouching close by bis 
side. 

After a little while he looked down, sighed, and whispered, — 

** My child, do go to bed. You can do no good here, and too 
much watching has already unstrung your nerves. Go to your 
room, and pray that God will spare our dear Janet to us." 

Was this the welcome for which she had waited end longed — 
of which she had dreamed }>y day and by night ? Not a "-ouch. 
barely a brief, impatient glance, and a few reproving, indifferent 
words. She had rashly dared fate to cheat her out of this long- 
anticipated greeting, and the grim, grinning crone had accepted 
the challenge, and now triumphaii:ly snapped her withered 
fingers in the face of the vanquished. 

When Aove+ied fruit that has been himgrily watched througk 
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fclie alow, tediotis proce&s of npening fmally £Edls rosy uid 
mellow into eagerly uplifted fingers, and breaks in a shower of 
Utter dust on the sharpened and fastidious palate, it rkrelj 
happens that the half-famished dupe relishes the <^aste; and 
Salome rose, feeling stunned and mocked. 

In one comer of the room stood a chintz-covered lounge, and, 
jreeping to it, she laid herself down; and, shading her featurei 
with her hand, looked through her fingers at tihe pale, grieved face 
of the anxious brother. Sometimes he stood up, studying the 
placid countenance of the sufferer, and now and then he i^alked 
Bofdy to the fire-place, and held whispered conferences with 
Hester relative to the course of treatment that had been pur- 
sued. 

But everywhere Salome's eyes followed him; and finally, when 
he chanced to glance at the couch, and noticed its occupant, 
whom he imagined fast asleep, he pointed to a blanket lying on 
a chair, and directed Hester to spread it over the girlish figure. 
The thoughtful act warmed the orphan's heart more efiectually 
than the thick woollen cover ; and when he sat down in an easy- 
chair close to the bed, and withim range of Salome's vision, she 
yielded to the comforting consciousness of his presence. And, 
while her lips were moving in thanks for his preservation and 
return, exhausted nature seized her dues, and the girl feU 
asleep and dreamed that Dr. Grey stood by the lounga^ aaj 
wfaispored, — 

** No star goes down, bat climbs in other skies ; 
The rose of sonset folds its glory np 
To burst again from oat the heart of dawn, 
And love is never lost, thoagh hearts ran waste, 
Asd sorrow makes the chastened heart a seer; 
The deepest dark reveals the starriest hope, 
And Faith cao trout her heaven behind the f«ft* 



Digitized by 



Google 




126 mriL DJB!ATH UB DO PARI 



CHAPTER X. 

i)S, Hester, the danger is past; and, if tne weiithei 
continues favorable, my sister will soon be able t« 
sit up. My gratitude prompts me to erect an altal 
here, where the mercy of God stayed the Destroying Angel, 
as in ancient days David consecrated the threshing-floor of 
Araunah." 

" Dr. Grey, if you can possibly spare, me I should like to go 
back to town to-day, as Dr. Sheldon has sent for me to take 
charge of a patient at his Infirmary." 

" You ought not to desert me while I am so comparatively 
helpless; and I should be glad to have you remain, at least unti] 
I recover the use of my hands." 

<< Miss Salome can take my place, and do all that is really 
necessary." 

^^ The child is so inexperienced I am almost afraid to trust 
ker; still—" 

<< Dsn't speak so loud. She is standing behind the window* 
curtain." 

"Indeed! I thought she* left the room when I entered it. 
Of course, Hester, I will not detain you if it is necessary that 
you should be at the Infirmary; but I give you up very 
reluctantly. Salome, if you are at leisure, please come and see 
bow Hester .dresses my hand and arm, for I must rely upon 
your kind services when she leaves us. Notice the manner in 
which she winds the bandages. There, Hester, — not quite so 
tight." 

"Dr. Grey, I never had an education, and am at best an 
Ignorant, poor soul ; therefore, not knowing what to think about 
many curious things that happen in sick-roomF, I should be 
glad to hear what you have to say concerning that vision of your 
sister. Remember, she saw it at the very minute that tho 
accident hap])ened. I don't believe in spirit-rapping, and such 
•taff as dai>«ing tables, and spinning chairs, and pianos Ihal 
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phj tones when no human being is near them; but I have 
heard and seen things that made the hair lise and stand on my 
head.** 

^ The circumstance that occurred three days since is certainly 
rather singular and remarkable, but by no means inexplicable 
My sister knew that I was then travelling by railroad, — that 1 
would, without some unusual delay, reach the d^pot at a 
certain hour, and, being in a delirious condition, her mind 
rPTerted to the probability of some occurrence that might detain 
me. Havi^ig always evinced a peculiar aversion to railroadS| 
which she deems the most unsafe method of travelling, she had 
a feverish dream that took its coloring from her excited appre- 
hension of danger to me ; and this vision, bom of delirium, wsa 
so vivid that she could not distinguish phantom from reality* 
In ninety-nine cases out of every hundred similar ones, the 
dream passes without fulfilment, and is rarely recollected or 
mentioned; but the himdredth — which may chance by some 
surprising coincidence to seem verified — is noised abroad as 
supernatural, and carefully preserved among * well-authenticated 
spiritual manifestations.' If I had escaped injury, the freaks 
of my sister's delirium would have made no more impression on 
your mind than the ravings of a lunatic ; and, since I was so 
unfortunate as to be bruised and burned/ you must not allow 
yourself to grow superstitious, and attach undue importance to a 
circumstance which was entirely accidental, and only startling 
because so exceedingly rare. Presentiments, especially when 
occurring in cases of fever, are merely Will-o-the-wisps floating 
about in excited, diseased brains. While at* sea, and constantly 
associated with sailors, whose minds constitute the most favor- 
able and fruitful soil for the production of phantasmagoria and 
diahUrie, 1 had frequent opportimities of testing the fiallacy and 
absurdity of so-called 'presentiments and forebodings.' I am 
afraid it is the absence of spirituality in the hearts of the people, 
that drives this generation to seek supematuralism in the realm 
of merely normal phvsics. The only true spirituaJism is that 
which emanates from the Hdly Ghost, — conquers sinful im 
pulses, and makes a Christiat. heart the temple of God," 
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Here Miss Jane called Hester into the adjoining room ; an^ 
taming to Salome, Dr. Grej added, — 

^ Notwidistanding the vannted deptruction of the ancient 
Hydra of superstition by the darts und javelins of modem 
rationalism, and the ponderous hot irons of empirics, it if 
imdeniably true that the habit of ^ seeking after a sign ' surviveil 
the generation of Scribes and Pharisees whom Christ rebuked; 
and manifests itself in the middle of the nineteenth century hj 
the voracity with which merely material phenomena are seized 
as unmistakable indications of preternatural agencies. The 
innate leaven of superstition triumphs over common sense and 
scientific realism, and men and women are awed by coincidences 
that reason scouts, but credulity receives with open arms. 
Salome, I regret exceedingly that I am forced to trouble you, 
but there are some important letters which I wish to mail 
to-day, and you will greatly oblige me by acting as amanuensis 
while I dictate. My present disabled condition must apologize 
for the heavy tax which I am imposing upon your patience and 
industry. Will you come to the library ? " 

She made no protestations of willingness to serve him, and 
oonfessed no delight at the prospect of being useful, but merely 
Dowed and smiled, with an expression in her eyes that puzzled 
him. 

Seated at the library-table, and writing down the sentences 
that he dictated while pacing the floor, Salome passed one of 
the happiest hours of her life ; for it brought the blessed assurance 
that^ for the present at least, he acknowledged his need of her. 

One of the letters was addressed to Mr. Gerard Granville, an 
mitaehS of the American legation at Paris, and referred princi- 
pally to financial afiairs; and the other, directed to Muriel 
Manton, contained an urgent request that she and her governess 
would leave New York a^ speedily as possible and beconn 
inmates of his sister's house. 

When she had folded the letters and sealed them with his 
favorite emerald signet, — bearing the words, ^Frang<vi 
F%€cU8^^ — Salome looked up, and asked, — 

'^ How old is your ward, Miss Manton? ''^ 
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^ About jour age, — thon^ she looks mach more ddldisli.'* 

^Pietty, of course?** 

**Wliy<ofcourse'?'' 

^ Simply beeausd in novels they are always painted as pretij* 
m Persephone; and tka only wards I ever knew happen to b« 
tctitious charactenk" 

^Novels are by no means in£Edlible mirrors of nature, and 
few wards are as attractive as my black-eyed pet Muriel will 
be very handsome, I hope, when she is grown ; but now she 
impresses me as merely sweet, piquant, and pretty." 

" Did you know her prior to your recent visit ? '* 

^ Tes ; her father's house was my home whenever I chanced 
to be in New York, and I have seen her, occasionally, six>ce she 
was a little girL For your sake, as weU as mine, I am f^d. she 
will reside here, because I hope she will prove in every r^fpect 
a pleasant companion for you." 

^^ Thank you ; but^ imfortunately, that is one luxury of wbtch 
I never felt the need, and with which, permit me to tell you, I 
can readily dispense. I have little respect for women, and ^a 
desire to be wearied with their inane garrulity." 

She leaned back in Ler chair, and tapped restlessly with the 
end of the pen-staff on the morocco-covered table. 

Dr. Grey looked down steadily and gravely into her provoh- 
ingly defiant face, and replied very col<Uy, — 

*^ Were I in your place, I think I should jealously guard mj 
lips from the hasty utterance of sentiments that, if unfeigned, 
ought to bring a blush to every true woman's cheek ; for I fwr 
that she who has no respect for her own sex bids £Edr to diagimoa 
it." 

A scarlet wave rolled up from throat to temples, and th« 
hirking yellow gleamed in her eyes, but the bend of her nostril 
and curve of her lips did not relax. 

** Which is preferable, hypocrisy or irre verenoe ? * 

^ Both are unpai donable, in a woman." 

** Where is your vast charity. Dr. Grey f " 

^ Busy in sheltering that lofty ideal c f genuine female per* 
fection which you seem so pertinaciously ambitious to sully an4 
degrade.** 
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^ You axe harsh, and acaroely courteous." 

^ You will never find me less so when you yauntiogly exkiUl 
■uch mournful blemishes of character.'' 

^ At leasty sir, I am honesty and show mjrself just what Ood 
■aw fit to allow misfortune to make me." 

** Hush, Salome ! Do not add impiousness to the long oatir 
logue of your sinful follies. I hoped that there was a favorable 
ehange in you before I left home, but I very much fear vhat^ 
instead of exorcising the one evil spirit that possessed you, you 
have swept, and garnished, and settled yourself comfortably with 
seven new ones." 

^And, like R. Chaim Vital, you come to pronounce NtduiJ 
ind banish my diabolical guests. If cauterization cures moral 
ilcers as efiectually as those that afflict the flesh, then, verily, 
you intend I shall be clean and whole. You are losing patience 
with your graceless neophyte." 

^^ Yes, Salome ; because forced to lose faith in her inclination 
and capacity to sublimate her erring nature. Once for all, let 
me say that habitual depreciation of your own sex will not 
fdevate you in the estimation of mine; for, however fedlen you 
may find mankind, they nevertheless realize amid their degrada- 
tion that^ — 

* *Tis somewhat to have known, albeit in Tain, 
One woman in this sorrowfnl, bad earth, 
Whose very loss can yet bequeath to pain 
New faith in worth.'" 

There was no taunt, no bitterness, in his voice ; but grievous 
ilsappointment, too deep for utterance; and the girl winced 
under it, though only the flush burning on cheek and brow 
attested her vulnerability. 

'^Remember, sir, that humanity was not moulded entirely 
finom one stratum of pipe-clay. Only a few wear paint, enamel- 
ling, and gold as delicate costly Sevres ; and, while the majority 
aie only coarse pottery, it is scarcely kind — certamly not 
generouH — in dainty, transparent china, belonging to king^i 
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pakoeBy to piiy or denounoe the humble Delft or Wedgewood- 
ware doing duij in laborer's oottages." 

** Yery true, my poor little warped, blotched bit of perverM 
pottery ; but of one vital truth permit me to assure you : the 
purity and elevation of our race depend upon preserving inviolatt 
in the hearts of men a belief that women's natures are ciystallina 
as that celebrated glass once made at Murano, which was m 
esiueedingly fine and delicate that it burst into fragments If 
poison was poured into it." 

^ Then, obviously, I am no Venetian gcblet ; else long ago I 
should have shattered under the bitter, black juices poured by 
fate. It seems I am not worthy to touch the lips of doges ani 
grand dukes ; but let them look to it that some day, when spent 
and thirsty, they stretch not their regal hands for the common 
day that holds what all their costly, dainty fragments can never 
yield. Ifoua verronat *The stone which the builders rejected 
has become the head of the comer.' " 

Dr. Grey had resumed his walk, but the halfHSuppressed, 
passionate protest, whose underswell began to agitate her voice, 
arrested his attention, and he came to the table and stood dos* 
to the orphan. 

^^ What is the matter with my headstrong young friend? " 

She made np answer; but her elfish eyes sought his^ and 
Graved their quiet rebuke. 

^^This is the last opportunity I shall offer you to tell me 
frankly what troubles you. Can I help you in any way? If so^ 
command me." 

^Once you could luCve helped me, but that time has passed." 

** Perhaps not. Try me." 

^ It is too late. Tou have lost Mth in me." 

**No; you have lost all £uth in yourself if you over in- 
dhdged any, — which I very much doubt. It is you who are Caith* 
Ism concerning your own defective character." 

^ Not I, iadeed ! I know it rather too well, either to set k 
aloft for adoration or to trample it in the mire. When your 
fidih in me expired, mine was bom. Do you recollect thai 
beautiful painted wind>w in Lincoln Cathedral whioh the vntvp 
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lored fingers of an apprentice fashioned out of the despiaod biii 
of ghifis rejected by the fiaustidious master-builder? It is M 
▼astly superior to every other in the churdi that che yanquished 
irtist could not survive the chagrin and mortification, and killed 
himself. My faith is very strong, that, please God, I shall scnMi 
day show you similar handiwork." 

" You grow enigmatical, and I do not fully understand yotu** 

*^ No ; you do not in the least comprehend me. The giil whca 
fou left six months ago has changed in many respects." 

« For better, or for worse ? " 

^^ Perhaps neither one nor yet the other; but, at least, flir| 
jay future will not copy fair my past.' " 

** Since my return, I have noticed an alteration in your deport- 
4»^ent, which, I regret to say, I cannot consider an improvement ; 
fht^d I should feel inclined to attribute your restless impatience 
to nervous disease were I not assured by your appearance thai 
you are in perfect health. Bemember, that quietude of manner 
constitutes a woman's greatest charm; and, unfortunately, you 
seem almost a mimic msslstrom. But, pardon me, I did not intend 
to lecturo you ; and, hoping all things, I will pailently wait for 
the future that you seem to have dedicated to somi** special object. 
I will try to have faith in my perverse little friend, though she 
sometimes renders it a difficult task. May I trouble you to 
stamp those letters ? " 

He could not analyze the change that passed swifUy across her 
face, nor the emotion that made her suddenly clinch her haiids 
till the rosy nails grew purple. 

^ Dr. Grey, don't you believe that if Judas Iscariot had only 
rousted the temptation of the thirty pieces of silver, and stood 
by his ma^ster instead of betraying him, that his position in 
heaven would have been far more exalted than that of Peter, or 
even of John?" 

^ That is a question which I have never pondered, and am not 
prepared to discuss. Why do you propound it ? " 

She did not answer immediately ; and, when she spoke, her 
lettering eyes softened in their expression, and resembled staii 
risiDg through th^ ^tden mist of lingering sunset splendoK. 
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^ God ga^e you a nobler heart than mine, and left it an easy^ 
pleasant matter for you to be good ; while, struggle as I may, 1 
am constantly in danger of tumbling into some slough of iniquity, 
or setting up false gods for my soul to bow down to. BecauM 
k is so much more difficult for me to do right than for you, it is 
mly just that my reward shoidd be correspondingly greater." 

^ [ am neither John nor Petei, nor are you Judas; and only 
ELe who knows our mutual faults and follies, our triimiphs and 
defeats in the life-long campaign with sin, can judge us equitably. 
X am too painfully conscious of my own imperfections not to 
sympathize earnestly with the temptations that may assail you ; 
and, moreover, we should never lose sight of the fact, — 

' What's done we partly may compute, 
Bat know not what's resisted.' ** 

"Dr. Grey, you have great confidence in the efficacy of 
prayer ?" 

'^ Yes ; for without it human lives are rudderless, drifting to 
speedy wreck and ruin," 

** If I a?k a favor, will you grant it ? " 

** Have I #!ver denied you anything that you asked ? ** 

" Yes, sir, — your good opinion." 

^I knew that had you really desired that, you would long 
since have rendered it impossible for me to withhold it. But to 
the point, — what is your petition ? " 

** I want you to pray for me." 

** Salome, are you serious ? Are you really in earnest ? " 

" Mournfully in earnest." 

" Then rest satisfied that henceforth you will always haie a 
place in my piayers ; but do not forget the greater necessity of 
praying for yourself. Now, tell me how you have been employed 
during my long absence. Where are the accumulated exerdsai 
which I promised to examine and correct when I letumed ? ** 

** Fiomised whom ? " 

**You." 

^ You forget that I did not see you the day ydu left^ and thai 
jo« did not even bid me good-by." 
13 
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^ I referred to your French exercises in a brief and huxxiM 
Eiote that I left for you.'* 

" Left where ? I never received — never heard of it." 

** I laid it upon your plate, where I supposed you would oer" 
lainly notice it when you came home to dinner." 

** Why did not you give it to Miss Jane ? " 

^Simply because she was not in the room when I wrote it. 
It is rather surprising that it escaped your observation, as I laid 
it in a conspicuous place." 

She did not deem it necessary to inform him that on that 
nnlucky day she had suddenly lost her appetite, and failed to go 
to the table ; and now she put her fingers over her eyes to concetti 
the blaze of joyful light that irradiated them, as he mentioned the 
circumstance, comparatively trivial, but precious in her estima- 
tion, since it was freighted with the assurance that at least ho 
had thought of her on the eve of his unexpected departure. 
What inexpressible comfort that note might have contributed 
during all those tedious months of silence and separation! 
While she sat there thinking of the dreary afternoon when, down 
in the orchard-grass she lay upon her fjEice, Dr. Grey camo 
nearer to her, and said, — 

** I hope you have not abandoned your French ? " 

" No, sir ; but I devote less time than formerly to it." 

" If agreeable to you, we will resume the exercisee as soon ai 
I can wield my pen." 

*^ If you can teach me Italian, I shoidd prefer it ; espedallj 
■ince I have learned to pronounce French tolerably well? " 

"What use do you expect to have for Italian, — at least^ al 
present ? French is much more essential." 

" I have a good reason for desiring to make the change, though 
jufft now I do not choose to be driven into any explanations." 

** Pardon me. I had no intention of forcing your confidence. 
When in Italy, I always contrived to imderstand and make myself 
understood ; but my knowledge and use of the language is rather 
too slip-shod to justify my attempting to teach you idioms, hal- 
lowed as the medium through which Dante and Ariosto charmed 
the world. Miss Dexter, Muriel's gcvemess, is a very thoroii|^ 
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and AMomplished lingnis^i^ and speaka Itaian not only gmoefoUy 
bat correctly. I have already engaged her tc teach yon whateror 
■he may deem advisable when she comes here to live.'* 

** Yon are very kind. Is she a young person ? ** 

^She is a very highly cultivated and elegant woman, piobaUjr 
twenty-five or dx years old, and has been in Florence witli 
HorieL'' 

Involuntarily and unconsciously the orphan sij^ed, and ih# 
■luscles in her broad forehead tangled terribly. 

^^ Salome, please put your hand in the right pocket of my veBt^ 
and take out a key that ought to be there. No, — not that; a 
larger steel one. Now you have it. Will you be so good aa to 
open that trunk which came by express yesterday (it is in the 
upper hall), and bring me a box wrapped in pink tissue-paper? 
I would not trouble you with so many commissions if I could use 
my hands." 

Unable longer to repress her feelings, the girl exclaimed 
eagerly,— 

^' If you could imagine what pleasure it affords me to render 
you the slightest service, I am very sure you would not annoy 
me with apologies for making me happy." 

In a few moments she returned to the library, bearing in her 
hand a small but heavy package, which she placed on the taUe 
before him. 

** Please open it, and examine the contents." 

She obeyed him ; and, after removing the wrapping, found a 
blue velvet case that opened with a spring and revealed a parcel 
enclosed in silver paper. Dr. Grey turned and walked to the 
window ; and, as Salome took off the last covenng, a watch and 
chain met her curious gaze. One side of the former was richly and 
elaborately chased, and represented Kronos leaning on his scythe; 
Uie other was studded with diamonds that flashed out the name 
^ Salome." Astonishment and delight sealed the orphan's lip8| 
and, in silence, far more eloquent than words, she bowed ner head 
upon the table. After a few moments had elapsed. Dr. Grey 
attempted to steal out of the room ; but, being obliged to pan 
dose by her chair, she put out her hand and arrested hia i 
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^ It is the most beautiful watch I have ever seen ; biit^ oh, dr 1 
how aliall I sufficiently thank you ? How can I expsess all that 
is throbbing here in my proud, grateful heart? Although the 
oostly gift is elegant and tasteful, I hold still moro precious tho 
£ict which it attests, — that duriog your absence you thought of 
me. How shall I begin to prove my gratitude for your kiiul* 
ness and generosity? '' 

*^ Do not thank me, my little Mend ; for, indeed I reqtdre no 
Torbal assurances that my BOfwotnvr is kindly received and appn>- 
oiated. Wear the watch ; and let it continually remind you not 
only of the sincerity of my friendship, but of the far more 
important fieu^ that every idle or injudiciously employed hour 
will cry out in accusation against us in the final assize, when we 
are called upon to render an account of the distribution of th^t 
invaluable time which God allows us solely for the accomplisk- 
ment of His work on earth. It is so exceedingly difficult for 
young persons to realize how marvellously rapid is the flight of 
time, that you will, I trust, forgive me if I endeavor to impress 
upon you the vital importance of making each day fragrant with 
the burden of some good deed, the resistance of some sore temp 
tation, some service rendered to Grod or to suflering humanity 
which shall make yoiu: years mellow with the fruitage that will 
entitle you to a glorious record in the golden book of Abou Ben 
Adhem's angel. Let this little jewelled monitress of the fleeting, 
mocking nature of time, this mgenious toy, whose tickrog is but 
the moumfril, endless knell of dead seconds, remind you that^— ' 

"This Ufe of ours, what is it? A very few 
Soon ended years, and then — the oeaseleBs psalm. 
And the eternal Sabbath of the sotd.' " 

As Salome looked up into his tranquil, happy face, two tettf 
glided across her cheeks, and fell upon the pretty bauble. 

^ You will And a key in the case, and can wind it up, and aei 
it by the clock in the parlor." 

^ Dr. Grey, are you willing that my watch shall bear dail^ 
testimony of something which I hold far above its diamond%— 
that you have Mth in Salome Owen ? " 
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^Perfeeily willing that you should nuke it eloqiient with aL 
ftiendly utterances and sympathy. Hester has bound my arm 
■o tightly that it impedes the circulation, and is very painfuL 
Please loosen the bandage." 

She complied as carefully as possible, though her hands 
trembled ; and, when the ligature had been comfortably adjusted 
•nd the arm restored to its sling, she stooped and pressed her 
tips softly and reverently to the cold, white fingers, that protruded 
from the linen bands* He endeavored ineffectually to prevent 
the caress, which evidently embarrassed him ; but she left two 
kisses on the bruised hand, and, snatching her watch and chain 
from the table, hastily quitted the room. 

In after years, when loneliness and disappointment pressed 
heavily upon her heart, she looked back to the three weeks that 
succeeded Dr. Grey's return as the halcyon days, as the cloud- 
less June morning of her life; and, in blissful retrospection, 
temporarily found Elysium. 

She wrote his letters, read aloud from his favorite books, 
dressed and bandaged his blistered hand and fractured arm, and 
surrendered her heart to an intense and perfect happiness such 
as she had scarcely dared to hope would ever be her portion. 



CHAPTER XL 




|RIKQ her into my office. Steady, men ! There may bo 
broken bones, and jarnng would be torture. Don't 
stumble over that book on the floor. Lay her here 
on the so&k, and throw open the blinds." 
"Dr. Grey,is she dead?" 

** No, only badly stimned ; and the contusion on the 1 ead seems 
to be very severe. Stand l€tck, all of you, and give her air. 
When did it happen? " 

" AVout iwenty ninutes a^o. She is a stoLt, heavy womaoi 
12 ♦ 
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•ni we could not walk veiy &st with suou a burden. Ak! jcm 
intend to bleed her?" 

^^Tesy I fear nothing else will relieve her. Mitchell, hold Him 
ann for me.'' 

^ How did she receive this injury ? " asked Dr. Mitchell, who 
had been holding a consultation with Dr. Grey relative to Bom» 
perplexing case. 

** Those gray ponies which we were admiring a half hour since^ 
as they trotted by the door, took fright at a menagerie procession 
ccHning up from the d^pot to the Hippodrome, — and ran away. 
In steering clear of the elephant, who was covered from head to 
foot, and certainly looked frightful, the horses ran into a mast 
of lumber and brick at the comer of Foimtain and Franklin 
itreets, where a new store is being erected, and the carriage was 
apset. Unfortunately the harness was very strong, and did not 
give way tuitil the carriage had been dragged some yards among 
the rubbish, and one of ihe horses finally floundered into a bed 
of mortar, and broke the traces. The driver kept his hold upon 
the reins to the last, but was badly bruised, and this woman was 
thrown out on a pile of bricks and granite-caps. The municipal 
authorities should prohibit these menagerie parades, for the 
meekest plough-horse in the State could scarcely have faced that 
band of musicians, flanked by the covered elephant and girafle, 
and the cages of the beasts, — much less those fiery grays, who 
seem snuffing danger even when there is no provocation. " 

" Who is this woman? " 

** She is a total stranger to me," answered Dr. Grey, bending 
4own to put his ear to the heart of the victim. 

A bystander seemed better informed, and replied, — 

** She is a servant or housekeeper of the lady who lives at 
'Solitude.' But here comes the driver, limping and making 
wry faces." 

Bobert Maclean approached the sofa, and his scratched and 
bleeding face paled as he leaned over the prostrate form of his 
mother. 

"Oh, doctors, surely two of you can save her! For Ood*t 
sake^ don't let her die I Does she breathe? " 
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^ YeSy the bleeding has already benefited her. She breathef 
regularly, and the action of her heart is better. &it down, my 
man, — you look ghastly. Mitchell, give him some brandy, and 
■ow up that gash in his cheek, while I write a prescription." 

^ Never mind me, doctor; only save my poor mother. She 
looks like death itseH Mother, mother, it is all over now! 
Oome, wake up, and speak to me ! " 

He seized one of her cold hands, and chafed it vigorously b^ 
tween both of his, while tears and blood mingled, as they dripped 
from his face to hers. 

** Doctor, tell me the truth ; is there any hope ? " 

** Certainly, my friend ; there is every reason to believe sht 
will ultimately recover, though you nesd not be surprised if she 
remains for some hours in a heavy stupor. Bemember, a pile of 
brick is not exactly a feather pillow, and it may be some time 
before the brain recovers from the severity of the contusion* 
What is your name ? " 

"Robert Maclean." 

"And hers?" 

" Elsie Maclean. Poor, dear creature ! How she labors Is 
ker breathing. Suppose I lift her head ? " 

** No; let her rest qxiietly, just as she is, and I trust all will be 
well. Come to the table, and allow me to put some plaster over 
that cut which bleeds so freely. Trust me, Maclean, and do not 
look so woe-begone. I am not deceiving you. There may be 
serious internal injuries that I have not discovered, but this 
stupor is not alarming. I can find no fractured bones, and hope 
the blow on the head is the most troublesome thing we shall have 
to contend with." 

Dr. Grey proceeded to sponge the bruised and stained Cms 
and, hoping to divert the man's anxious thoughts, said, Bom 
•halantly, — 

**I believe you are in Mrs. Gerome*s employment? ^ 

«* Yes, sir." 

** How long have you been at * Solitude ' ? " 
^ ^I came here, sir, and bought the place^ iti hile she wis !■ 
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Bozope. Ah, doctor, if mj mother ahonld die, I beliovi» i^ 
would kill my mistress.'* 

"You are eld fjeumly servants? ** 

" Mj mother took her when she was twelve hours eld, and baa 
never left her since. She loves Mrs. Gerome even better thaa 
ahe loves me — her own flesh and blood. I can't go home and tell 
my mistress I have nearly killed my mother. She woii?d never 
endure the sight of me again. Her own mother died the day 
after she was bom, and she has always looked on that poor dear 
■oul yonder as her foster-mother. 

Robert limped back to the sofa, and, seating himself on a chair, 
looked wistfully into his mother's countenance; then hid his face 
in his hands. 

^^ Come, be a man, Maclean ; and don't give way to nervous- 
ness I Your mother's condition is constantly improving, though 
of course it is not so apparent to you as to me. What has been 
done with the carriage and horses ? " 

" Oh, the carriage is a sweet pudding ; and the grays — curses 
on 'em I — are badly bruised. One of them had his flank laid 
open by a saw lying on a limiber-pUe ; and I only wish it had 
sawed across the jugular. They are vicious brutes as ever were 
oitted, and it mi^es my blood run cold sometimes to see their 
devilish antics when Mrs. Gerome insists on driving them. 
They will break her neck, if I don't contrive to break theirs 
first." 

^'I should judge from their appearance that it was exceedingly 
unsafe for any lady to attempt to control them. They seem very 
fiery and unmanageable. What has been done with them ? " 

^ The deuce knows ! — knocked in the head, I trust. I asked 
two men, who were in the crowd, to take them to the liverj- 
stJble. Mrs. Gerome is not afraid of anything, and one of her 
few pleasures is driving those gray imps, who know her voice aa 
well as I io. I have seen them put lip their narrow ears and 
neigh when she was a hundred yards off; and sometimes she 
wraps the reins around her wrists and q[uiets them, when their 
eyes look like balls of fire. But Rarey himself coidd not hava 
Stopped them a while ago, when they det<^rmined tc nm ovor 
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ibat menagerie ahow. My mistress will say it was my fKoXt^ vA 
she will stand by the gray satans through thick and tiiin. Hiai', 
doctor, my mother groans 1 " 

^ Would it not be best for you to go \ome and acquaint Mrs. 
Oerome with what has occurred ? " 

**I would not fiance her without my mother for — twenty king> 
doms t Tou have no idea how she loves her ' old Elsie,' and I 
oouldn't break titie news to her, — I would sooner break my 
head.'' 

<< This is not a proper place for your mother, and I advise yaa 
to remove her to the hospital, which is not very far from my 
office. She can be carried on a litter." 

** Oh, my mistress would never permit that I She will let no 
•dne else nurse my mother ; and, of course, she could not go to a 
public place like a hospital, for you know she is so dreadfully 
shy of strangers." 

Afcer many suggestions, and much desultory conversation, it 
was finally decided that Elsie should be placed on a mattress, in 
the bottom of an open wagon, and carried slowly home. A care- 
fdl driver was provided, and when Dr. Grey had seen his patient 
comfortably arranged, and established Bobert on the seat with 
the driver, he yielded to the solicitations of the son, that he 
would precede them to " Solitude," and acquaint Mrs. Gerome 
with tiie details of the accident. 

Although ten months had elapsed since the latter took posses- 
sion of her new home, so complete had been her seclusion that 
she remained an utter stranger; and, when visitors flocked from 
town and neighborhood to satisfy themselves concerning the 
rumors of the elegant furniture and appointments of the house, 
they were invariably denied admittance, and informed that since 
her widowhood Mrs. G^e^ome had not re-entered society. 

Curiosity was piqued, and gossip wagged her hundred bui^ 
tongues over the tormenting fact that Mrs. Gerome had nevei 
darkened the church-door since her arrival ; and, occasionally, 
when she rode into town, wore a thick veil that thorou^^y 
•oreenedher features ; and, instead of shopping like other ]iBopla| 
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made Elsie Maclean bruig the articles to the carriage for bur 
iDspectioiL 

The servants seemed to hold themselves as much aloof as their 
mistress, and though Bobert and his mother attended service 
fegolarlj every Sabbath, they appeared as gravely silent and 
dngregarious aa Sphinxes. The ministers of various denomin*- 
tions called to pay their respects to the stranger, but only the 
elerical cards succeeded in crossing the threshold ; and, while 
rumors '^f her boundless wealth crept teasingly through News- 
mongerdom, no one except Salome Owen had yet seen the 
new-comer. 

Oases of books and pictures occasionally arrived from Europe, 
and never failed to stir the pool of gossip to its dregs ; for the 
wife of the express-agent was an intimate friend of Mrs. Spiewell, 
whose husband was pastor of the church which Elsie and Kobert 
attended, and who felt personally aggrieved that the Bev. Oharlea 
Spiewell was not welcomed as the spiritual guide of the mistress 
of«SoUtude." 

Finally, a morbid, meddling inquisitiveness goaded the chatty 
little woman beyond the bounds of ministerial decorum, and, 
having rashly wagered a pair of gloves that she would gaiu 
an entrance to the parlors (whereof the upholsterer's wife tol6 
marvellous tales), she armed herself with a pathetic petition for 
aid to build a " Widow's Row," and, with a subscription-list for 
a " Dorcas Society," and confident of ingress, boldly rang the belL 
Unfortunately, Elsie chanced that day to be on post as sentinel, 
and, though she immediately recognized the visitor as the mothei 
of the small colony of Spiewells who crowded every Sunday 
morning into the pew of the pastor, she courtesied, and gave the 
stereotyped rebuff, — 

**Mrs. Oerome begs to be excused." 

'^ Ah, indeed ! But she does not know who has called, or she 
would make an exception in my favor. I am your minister'i 
wife, and must really see her, if only for two minutes. Takt 
my card to her, and say I sail on important business, which caor 
uot iStdl to interest her." 
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Not a muscle of Elsie's grave face moved, as she teoeivad Hi* 
card, aud answered, — 

<< I am very sorry, madam, bat Mrs. Gerome sees no vintoni 
and my orders are positive.'' 

Mrs. Spiewell bit her lip, and reddened. 

^'Then take these papers to her, and ask if she will plaace \m 
m> good as to examine their claims to her charity. In the mean 
time I will wait in the parlor, and must trouble you for a glass 
of water." 

She thrust the petitions into Elsie's hand, and attempted to 
slip into the hall, through the partial opening of the door which 
the servant held duriog the parley ; but, planting her massive 
frame directly in the way, the resolute woman effectually barred 
entrance, and, pointing to an iron Uis-drUte on the portico, said, 
decisively, — 

'^ I beg pardon, madam, but you will find a seat there ; and I 
will bring the water while Mrs. (Jerome reads your letters. If 
vou are fatigued, I will hand you limcheon and some wine." 

Mortified and enraged, Mrs. Spiewell grew scarlet, but threw 
nerself into the seat designated, resolved to snatch a glimpse of 
the interior the instant the servant had disappeared. 

Very softly Elsie closed and securely latched the door on the 
inside, knowing that at that moment her mistress was sitting in 
the oriel window of the front parlor. 

In vain the visitor tried and twisted the bolt, and, completely 
baffled, tears of chagrin moistened her eyes. She }iad scarcely 
time to regain her seat, when Elsie reappeared, bearing on a 
handsome salver a wine-glass, silver goblet, and an elegant 
basket filled with cake. 

** Mrs. Grerome presents her compliments, and sends you thw 
fifly dollar bill for whatever society you represent," 

Too thoroughly discomfited to conceal her pique and indignation, 
Mrs. Spiewell snatched letters and donation, and, without linger- 
ing an instant, swept haughtily do'vn the steps, "shakimjf off the 
dust of her feet" against " Solitude " and its incorrigible owner. 

An innocent impertinence once coldly frustrated soon takei 
vnto itself a sting and branding-irons, and thus, what waf 
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origmallj merely idle curiosily, becomes bitter mfilloe^ Mti 
henceforth the worthy minister's gossiping wife lost no oppor- 
tonity of inveighing against the superdlionsness of the stranger, 
and of insumating that some very extraordinary circumstancei 
led her " to fear that something was radically wrong about that 
poor Mrs. G^romei for troubles that coidd not be poured into 
llie flympathetio ears of pastors and of pastors' wives must be yeiy 
dark, indeed.'' 

Whenever the name of the new-comer was mentioned, Mrs. 
Spiewell compressed her lips, shook her head, and shrugged her 
round shoulders ; and, of course, persons present surmised that 
the '^ minister's lady" was acquainted with melancholy fecti 
which charity prevented her from divulging. 

Many of the grievances and ills that afflict society spring not 
from sinful, envenomed hearts, but from weak souls and empty 
heads ; and Mrs. Spiewell, who sat up with all the measle-stricken, 
teething, sick children in her husband's charge, and woidd have 
felt disgraced had she missed a meeting of the '^Dorcas Society, 
or of the " Barefeet Belief Club," would have been duly shocked 
if any one had boldly charged her with slanderiog a woman 
whom she had never seen, and of whose antecedents she knew 
absolutely nothing. Yerily, it is difficidt, indeed, even for *^ the 
elect" to keep themselves "unspotted from the world;" and 
Zimmerman was a seer when he declared, "Who lives with 
wolves must join in their howls." 

Absorbed by professional engagements, or fiscal cares, the 
gentlemen of a community are rarely interested in or informed 
of the last wreck of character which the whirlpool of scanda} 
wtrewB on the strand of society ; but vague rumors relative to 
Mrs. G^rome's isolation had penetrated even into the quie) 
{urecincts of Dr. Grey's sanctum, and consequently invested his 
present mission with extraneous interest. 

For the first time since her arrival he approached the confinee 
of her residence, and, as he threw the reins over the dashboari 
of bis buggy and stood under the lofry old trees that surrounded 
die horise, he paused to admire the beauty of the ground^ th# 
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grouping of some statues and pot-plants on a neighboriDg momid, 
and the far-stretching sheen of the rippling sea. 

No living thing was visible <5xcept a golden pheasant an<t 
scarlet flamingo strutting along the stone terrace at the foot of 
the lawn, and silence and repose seemed brooding over house 
and yard; when suddenly a rapid, passionate, piano-preludo 
mote the stillness till the air appeared to throb and quiv^, and 
a thrillingly sweet yet intensely mournful voice sang the wailing 
sixains of Addio del PasscUo. 

The indescribable yet almost overwhelming pathos of the 
tones atfected Dr. Grey much as the tremolo-stop in some orgaor 
overture in a dimly-lighted cathedral ; and, as the singer seemed 
to pour her whole aching heart and wearied soid into the con- 
cluding "-4A/ tutto-ttUto Jini / ^^ he turned, and involuntarily 
followed the sound, like one iu a dream. 

The front door was closed ; but the sash of the oriel window 
had been raised, and through the delicate lace curtains that were 
swaying in the salt breath of ocean he coidd see what passed in 
the parlor. A woman sat before the piano, running her snowy 
Angers idly across the keys, now striking fortiaaimo a wild 
stormy fugue theme, and then softly evoking a subtle minor 
chord iiiat seemed the utterance of some despairing spirit 
breathing iU^ last prayer for peace. 

Her Marie-Louise blue dress was girded at the waist by a belt 
and buckle of sUver, and the loose sleeve of the right arm was 
looped and pinned up, showing the dimpled elbow and daiutily 
roimded wrist encircled by the jet serpent. Aroimd her throat 
she had carelessly thrown a lace handkerchief, and, from the 
mass of hair that seemed tiny, snow-capped waves, a cluster of 
blue nemophila leaned down to touch the white forehead beneath, 
and peep at the answering blue gleams in the large, shining, 
ateely eyes. Her fingers strayed listlessly into a Noctwme; but 
from the dreamy expression of the face, upraised to gaze at the 
busts on the brackets above, it was evident that her thoughts 
had wandered far away from Addio del PaasatOj and were 
treading the drift-strewn strands of melancholy memory. 

Presently she rose, walked twice across the room, and came 
18 
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back to an Hctg^re where stood an azure Bohemian gl<^f«ff yaoeu 
sapported by silTer Tritons, and filled with late blue hyadnthi 
and early pancratiums. 

Bending her regal head, she inhaled the ixingled perfiunei^ 
worthy of Sicilian or Cyprian meadows ; and, while her slight 
fingers toyed with the firagile petals, a proud smile lent its uA 
light to the chill face, and she said aloud, as if striving to ooi» 
fort herself, — 

" «Not the hieffable stars that hitedaoe 
The asme canopy of Zeus >iiTngftif 
Haye surer sweetness than my hyaoinths 
When they grow bine, in gazing on bine heayen, 
Than the white lilies of my riyeis, when 
In leafy spring Selene's silyer horn 
Spills paleness, peaoe, and fragrance.* *' 

With a heavy si^ she turned away, and sat down in the reai 
room, near the arch, where an easel now stood, containing a 
large, unfinished picture ; and, taking her ivory palette and 
brushes, she began to retouch the violet robe of one of the 
figures. 

Dr. Grey had seen more beautiful women among the gUded 
pillars and frescoes of palaces, and amid the olives and vine- 
yards of Parthenope ; but in Mrs. Gerome he found a fascinating 
mystery that baffled analysis and riveted his attention. Neither 
young nor old, she had crowned herself with the glories of both 
seasons, and seemed some sweet, dewy spring, wrapped in the 
snows and frozen in the icy garb of winter. 

He had expected to meet a middle-aged person, habited in 
widows' weeds, and meek from the severe scourging of a recent 
and terrible bereavement; but that anomalous white face and 
proud, queenly form were unlike all other flesh that his keen 
eyes had hitherto scanned ; and he regarded her as curiously as 
he would have examined some abnormal-lookiDg specimen of 
nerves and muscles laid upon the marble slab of a dissecting- 
table. 

BaooUecting suddenly that, if he did not present himself, tlui 
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wagon wuaid aniye before he had aooomplished tLe object of hii 
visit^ he drew a cord from his pocket, and, stepping over the low 
■ill of the oriel window, adv^uiced to the arch. 

The mistress of the house sat with her back turned towardi 
him, and was apparently absorbed in putting purple shadows 
into the folds of a mantle that hung from the shoulders of a 
kneeling figure on the canvas. 

Faoe-downward on an ottoman near, lay a beautiful copy of 
Owen Meredith's poems ; and, after a few seconds, she paused, 
brush in hand, and, taking up the book, slowly read aloud -^ 
glancing, as she did so, from page to picture, — 

*^ * Then I oould peroeiYe 

A glozy potizizig through an open door, 
And in the light five women. I believe 
They wore white yestments, all of them. They w«n 
Quite calm ; and each still face unearthly fair, 
Unearthly quiet. So like statnes all, 
Waiting they stood without that lighted hall; 
And in their hands, like a blue star, they held 
Each one a ailyer lamp.' " 

^ Standing immediately behind her. Dr. Grey saw that she had 
seized the weird " Vision of Vvrgma^^ and was putting into 
pigment that solemn phantasm of the poet's imagination where 
five radiant women were passing to their reward, — and five*, 
wailing over flickering, dying lamps, were huddled helplessly and 
hopelessly under a black and starless midnight sky. Although 
unfijiished, there was marvellous power in the picture, and the 
sickly gleam from the expiring wicks made the surrounding 
gloom more supernatural, like ihe deep shadows skulking behind 
the lurid glare ir some old Flemish painting. 

He saw also that she had followed the general outline of the 
poem; but one of the faces was so supreme in its mute anguish 
that he thought of Reni's "Cenci," and of a wan "AJcesds,*' 
and a desperate ^^Cassandra,'' he had seen at Home; and, Id 
ocNnparison, the description of the poet seemed almost vapid,—* 
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^'OneasstiUaedeatih 

Hollowed her hands about her lamp, for fear 
Some motion of the midnight, or her breath, 
Should fan oat the last flicker. Rosj dear 
The light oozed through her fingers o*er her faoa 
There was a rained beauty hovering there 
Over deep pain, and dasht with lurid grace 
A waning bloom." 

^e room with its costly, quaint, and tasteful furniture,.— • 
11I18 solitary and singularly beautiful woman; the wonderful 
picture, growing beneath her hand ; the solemn silence, broken 
only by the deep, hollow murmur of the dimpling sea that sent 
its shimmer in at the window to meet the painted shimmer in a 
marine view framed on the wall, — all these wove a spell about 
the intruder that temporarily held him a mute captive. 

The artist laid a delicate green on the stripped and scattered 
leaves from a wreath of Syrian lilies lying on the marble stepa 
of the bridegroom's mansion, and once more she read a passage 
from the open book, — 

**' Then I beheld 

A shadow in the doorway. And One came 
OrownM for a feast I could not see the Faoeu 
The Form was not all human. As the flame 
Streamed over it, a presence took the place 
With awe. He, turning, took them by the hand 
And led them each up the white stairway, and 
The door dosed.* ** 

The sound of her voice, low but clear, and burdened with • 
sadness that no language could exhaust or interpret, thrilled Dr. 
Grey's steady nerves as no music had ever done, uid, stepping 
forward, he held out his card, and said, — 

"Mrs, (Jerome, a painful necessity has compelled me to in- 
trude upon your seclusion, and I trust you will acquit me of 
Impertinence." 

Rising, she fronted him with a frown severe as that which 
elouded Artemis' brow when profene eyes peered through myrtle 
boughs into her sacred retreat, and the changed voice 
thick with bristling icicles* 
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** Your biiaiDess must be imperative^ indee I, if it warrants thii 
intrusion. What servant admitted you ? " 

''None. I came in haste, and, seeing the window opeui 
entered without ringing. Madam, my card will explain my 
errand." 

^^Has Dr. Grey an unpaid bill ? I was not aware the BervMktR 
nad needed your services; but if so, present your claim to Robert 
Maclean, my agent." 

^^ Mrs. Gerome owes me nothing, and I came here reluctantly 
and in compliance with Robert Maclean's request, to inform her 
of an accident which happened this afternoon while — " 

He paused, awed by ilie change that swept over her counts 
nance, filling it with horrible dread. 

" Those gray horses ? " 

"Yes, madam." 

« Not Elsie ? Oh I don*t tell me that my dear old Elsie wai 
mangled ! Hush I I will not hear it I " 

Palette and brushes fell upon the carpet, and she wrung her 
fingers until the diamond-eyed asp set its blue feuigs in her cold 
flesh. 

" Robert was merely bruised, but his mother was very badly 
injured, and is still insensible. Every precaution has been taken 
to counteract the effect of the severe blow on her head, and I 
hope that after an hour or two she will recover her conscious- 
ness. Robert is bringing her home as carefully as possible, and 
you may expect them momentarily. Only his urgent entreaties 
tha^ I would precede him and prepare you for the reception of his 
mother could have induced me to waive ceremony and thrust 
myself into the presence of a lady who seems little disposed to 
pardon the apparent presumption of my visit." 

She evidently did not heed his words, and, suddenly claspinf 
her hands across her forehead, she said, bitterly, — 

^^ Coward ! why can't you speak out, and tell me that tha 
corpse wil! soon be here, and a coffin must be ordered ? Thii Li 
the last biOW I Surely, God will let me alone, uow ; for there IM 
nothing more that He can send to 3tfflict me. Oh, Elsie, — my 
iole comfort I The only one who ever loved me I " 
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A bluiflh pallor settled about her mouth, and Dr. Qrey ih«4- 
dered as he looked into the dry, defiant eyes, so beautiful in fons 
and color but so mournfully desperate in their expression* 

" Mrs. Gerome, your servant is neither dead nor dying, aad 1 
haye told you the worst. Down the road I can see the wagon 
doming slowly, and I would advise you to call the household 
together, in order to assist in lifting Elsie, who is very stout and 
heavy. Calm yourseL^ madam, and trust your fayorite servant 
to my care." 

** Servant I Sir, she is mother, father, husband, Mends, — 
all, — eyerything to me I She is the only human being who 
cares for, or understands, or sympathizes with me, — and I could 
not liye without her. Oh, sir, do not ask me to trust you I The 
time has gone by when I could trust anybody but Elsie. You 
are a physician, — you ought to know what should be done for 
her ; and, Dr. Grey, if you haye any pity in your soul, and any 
skill in your profession, save my old Elsie's life ! Dr. Grey — " 

She paused a few seconds, and added, in a whisper, — 

*' If she dies, I am afraid I might grow desperate, and commit 
what you happy people call a crime." 

He felt an unwonted moisture dim his eyes, as he watohed the 
deUcate face, white as the hair that crowned it^ and wondered if 
the wide, populous world could mateh her regal form and perfect 
features. 

" Mrs. Gerome, I think I can promise that Elsie will recover 
from her injuries ; but a prayer for her safety would bring you 
more comfort than my feeble words of assurance and encourage 
ment The mercy of God is surer than the combined medical 
skill of the universe." 

^ The mercy of God I *^ ahe repeated, with a gesture of scorn 
and impatience. ^^No, no I God set his face like a flint against 
me, long, long ago, and I do not mock myself by offering prayers 
that only call down smitings upon me. Seven years since I 
prayed my last prayer, which was for speedy death ; and, from 
ihat hour, I seem to haye taken a new lease on life. Now I 
stand still and keep silent, and I hoped that Qod had foigottes 
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She oorered her face with her hands, and Dr. Orey drew a 
thair dose to her and endeavored to make her sit down, but dui 
resisted and shrank from his touch on her arm. 

^ Madam, the wagon has stopped at the door. Will yoa direel 
TOUT servants, or shall I? " 

^^If she is not dead, tell Bobert to carry her into my sooni 
Oh, Dr. Grey, yon will not let her die ! " 

As she looked np imploringly into his cahn, noble face, she 
met his earnest gaze, brimming with compassion and sympathy, 
and her lips and chin quivered. 

"Trust your God, and have faith in me." 

He went out to assist in removing his patient^ and when they 
had carried the mattress and its occupant into the room opposite 
the parlor and laid it on the carpet near the window, he had the 
satii^ftction of observing a favorable change in Elsie's condition. 
While he stood by a table preparing some medicine, Bobert stole 
up, and asked: 

"Do you notice any improvement? She groaned twice on 
the road, and once I am sure she opened her eyes." 

" Yes ; I think that very soon she will be able to speak, io\ 
her pulse is gaining strength every hour." 

" How did my mistress take it ? " 

" She was much shocked and grieved. Madean, where are 
her Mends and relatives? " 

There was no reply, and, glancing over his shoulder to repeat 
the inquiry. Dr. Grey saw Mrs. Gerome leaning against the 
door. 

"Robert, have you killed her?" 

" Oh, no, ma'am ! She is doing very well, the doctor says." 

She crossed the room, and sat down on the edge of the mo^ 
tress, taking one of the large brown hands in both of hen sad 
bending hei face over the pillow. 

"ELsdel mother! Elsie, speak to your poor child I " 

That wailing voice pierced the stupor, and Dr. Grey wm 
loiprised io see the woman's eyes unclose and rest wonderinf^ 
upon the countenance hovering over her. 
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" My dear Ekie, don't you know me ? 

"Yes, my bairn. What ails you? " 

She spoke indistinctly, and idiut her eyes once more, m if 
exhausted. 

** K she waa in her coflSn, I verily believe she would rise, if 
ahe heard your voice calling her/' said Bobert, wiping away thi 
tears of joy that tri'Med across his sunburnt cheeks. 

Dr. Grey stooped to put his finger on Elsie's pulse, and Mnk 
G^rome threw herself down on the carpet, and buried her faoo 
in the pillow, where her silver hair mingled with the grizzled 
locks that straggled from beneath the old woman's torn Iaoc 
cap. 



CHAPTER Xn. 




SLL, Ulpian, are you convinced that ' Solitude ' is aju 
unlucky place, and that misfortune dogs the steps of 
all who make it a home ? Once you laughed at my 
* superstition.' What think you now, my wiseacre ? " 

^^ My opinion has not changed, except that each time I see 
the place I admire it more and more ; and, were it for sale, I 
should certainly purchase it."' 

" Not with the expectation of living there ? " 

" Most assuredly." 

Miss Jane had suspended for a moment the swift clicking of 
her knitting-needles in crder to hear her brother's reply, and 
now she rejoinea, almost sharply, — 

"You will do no such silly thing while there is breath left 'm 
my body to protest, or to persuade. Pooh I you only talk to 
tease me ; for five grains of observation and common sense will 
keadh you that there is a curse hanging over that old piratical 
nest'* 

" Dear Janet, when headstrong drivers persist in carrying a 
pair of fieiy, vicious horses into the midst of a prooeasion of 
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irild beasts that woulvi haye scared even your sober duil Dapplet 
out of their lazy jog-trot, it is not at all surprising thai 
RDa^iped harness, broken carriage, torn flesh, and strained jointi 
■hoidd attest the folly of the experiment. The accident occurred 
not &r from my office, which is haunted by nothing worse than 
y ^ur harmless sailor-boy." 

"All very fine, my blue-eyed oracle, but I notice that the 
horses belonging to ^Solitude' were the only ones that made 
mischief and came to grief; and I promise you that all the 
hawsers in Gosport Navy- Yard will never drag me inside th« 
doomed place. How is your patient? If you expect her to 
g'.c well, you had better take a ^superstitious' old woman's 
counsel, and send her away from that valley of Jehoshaphat." 

^' I am very sorry to tell you that she was more seriously hurt 
than I was at first inclined to believe. Her spine was so badly 
injured that although there is no danger of immediate death, she 
will never be able to sit up or walk again. She may linger 
many months, possibly years; but must, as long as life lasts, 
.remain a bed-ridden cripple. It is one of the saddest cases I 
have had to deal with during my professional career ; and Elsie 
Maclean bears her sufierings with such noble fortitude, such 
genuine Christian patience, coupled with stem Scotch heroism, 
that I cannot withhold my admiration and earnest sympathy. 
Yesterday I held a consultation with four physicians, and, when 
we told her the hopelestoess of her condition, she received the 
announcement without even a sigh, and seemed only to dread 
that instead of an assistant she might prove a burden to her 
mistress." 

^^Bhe appears to be € ^ery important personage in the 
household." 

**Yf^; she is Mrs. Gerome's nurse, housekeeper, and coun- 
sellor, — and I have rarely seen such warm affection as exists 
between them. I wish, Janet, that you were strong enough to 
call at ^ Solitude,' for its mistress leads a lonely, secluded life^ 
and must require some society." 

"But^ TJlpian, I hear strange things about her, and it is 
hinted tiiat i^e is deranged f 
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^Your knowledge of hmnan nature should teach you Yn&m 
little truth is generally found in the floating on dit» of Boeiai 
circles." 

" How long has she been widowed ? *' 

** I do not know, but presume that her affliction has not been 
fwy recent, as she wears no mourning." 

** If she has discarded widow's weeds, and dresses in colors, 
why should she taboo society, and make herself the town-talk 
by refusing to receive even the clergy and their wives ? She 
has lived here ten months, and I understand from Dolly Spie- 
well that not a soul has ever seen her. Of course suck 
eccentricities provoke gossip and tickle the tongue of scandal| 
^nd if the world can't find out the real cause of such conduct, 
Jit very industriously sets to work and manufactures one." 

** Which, in my humble opinion, constitutes a piece of un- 
warrantable impertinence on the part of meddling Mrs. Grundy 
The world might be more profitably engaged in mending its own 
tortuous and mendacio\is ways, and allowing poor solitary 
•▼retches to fondle their whims and caprices. If Mrs. Geromt 
4oes not choose to receive visitors, what right has the public to 
grumble, or even discuss the matter? " 

As Salome spoke, she plxmged her stiletto vigorously into a 
piece of cambric, and her thin lip curled contemptuously. 

"Abstractly true, my dear child; but, from ihe beginning of 
time, people have meddled; and, since gossip she must^ even 
Eve chatted too freely with serpents. Besides, since we are in 
the world, we should not turn eremites, and bristle at the sight 
of one of our own race ; for society has a few laws that are in- 
exorable, — that cannot be violated without subjecting ihe 
ojSender to being stung to death by venomous tongues; and 
one of these statutes is, that all shall see and be seen, shall 
uilk and be talked about, and shall visit and be visited. When 
a woman unaccountably turns recluse, she is at the mercy of 
public imagination, stimulated by disappointed curiosity ; and 
very soon the verdict goes forth that she is either deformed o** 
deranged." 

^ I dispute the prerogative of the public to dictate in micb 
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Blatters, and I ahall rebel whenever it presumes to lay even a 
little £nger across my patihu What, pray tell me, is the world^ 
biit «n aggregation of persons like you and me, and what 
possible concern can you or I have with the fact that Mra 
G^nyme burrows like a mole, beyond our sight? If she sees fit 
to fotmd a modem sect of Troglodytes, I can't understand tha 
the wheels of society are thereby scofjched, or that the public 
has a i^adow of right to raise a hue-and-cry and strive to ujk- 
evth her, as if she were a fox, a catamount^ or a gopher. It 
is useless for society to constitute itself a turning-lathe for 
roundikig off aU individual angularities, and grinding people 
down to dull uniformity until they are as indistinguishable as 
a bag of unpainted marbles or of black-eyed peas ; and, if €k>d 
had intended that we should aU invariably think, feel, and act 
after one pattern. He would have populated the world with 
Siamese twins; whereas, the first couple that were bom on 
earth were so dissiTnilar that aU the imiverse was not wide 
enough to hold them both, and manslaughter began when the 
race only numbered a quartette. If mankind had not arrogated 
the privilege of being its * brother's keeper,' it would never have 
been forced to deny the is^cL I admire the honesty and truth 
with which Alexander Smith bravely confessed, ^ I love a little 
eccentricity; I respect honest prejudices. It is high time, it 
seems to me, that a moral game-law were passed for the preser* 
vation of the wild and vagrant feelings of human nature.' " 

^ That is a dangerous doctrine, my dear chUd, espedall j for a 
woman to entertain ; because custom rules us with an iron rod, 
and flays us alive if we contravene her decrees." 

" I diould be exceedingly glad to learn by what authority or 
process Truth is provided with sex? Are some orthodox 
doctrines female and others male ? Why have not we women 
as dear a right to any given set of principles as men ^ Truth 
is as much mj property as that of the Czar of Husbia, and, if I 
choose to lay hold of anj special province of it, why must 
I perforce be dragged to the whipping-post of custom, simply 
because by an accident I am called Susan or Hepzibah ^i»?t<MMf 
•f Pe^ or Lazarus? So l<mg as my convictaons of trutli 
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(which custom brands as yagaries) are iimocuoii8| I bskwe a 
perfect and inalienable right to indulge them ; but the instant 
I become pestiferous to society^ let me be consigned to the 
tender mercies of strait-jacket and insane-asylum regimen. If I 
creep quietly along my own intellectual and ethical trail, taking 
heed not to touch the sensitive toes of custom, why should it 
ungenerously insist upon bruising mine? My seer was right 
when he boldly declared, ^The world has stood long enough 
tikider the drill of Adjutant Fashion. It is hard work, the 
posture is wearisome, and Fashion is an awfiil martinet, and 
has a quick eye, and comes down mercilessly on the un- 
fortunate wight who can not square his toes to the approved 
pattern. It is killing work. Suppose we try ^standing &i 
ease ' for a little while ? ' Wherefore, custom to the contrary 
notwithstanding, I contend that Mrs. Gerome has as indispu- 
table a right to refuse admittance to Kev. Mrs. Spiewell as any 
anchorite of the Nitrian Sands to decline receiving a bevy of 
inqidsitive European belles. If society rules like Bussia or 
Turkey, then am I a candidate for knout and bastinado. I do 
not wish to be unwomanly, a^d honesty and candor are not 
necessarily unfeminine, because some coarse, rough-handed, 
bold-eyed woman has possibly rendered them unpopular." 

Miss Jane laid down her knitting, folded her hands, and, as 
^e watched the girl, her emotions were probably similar to 
those that agitate some meek and staid hen, who, leading a 
young brood of ducks from her nest, suddenly beholds them dis- 
playing their aquatic proclivities by plunging into the horse- 
pond, md performing all the evoludons of a regatta. 

"Ah, child, I fear you think too little of what you wish or 
intend to make yourself! " 

^ Only have patience. Miss Jane, and some day I will show 
yon all the graces of Griselda and Gudrun khe second. Dr 
Drey, have you seen Mrs. Gerome ? *' 

** Yes, — on two occasions." 

^ Is she not the most extraordinary and puzzling pnnon yon 
mwer looked at ? " 

** When and where oould you haye met her f " 
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^ For a few minutes only, last winter, I sawber on the fteaob^ 
near ^ Solitude.' We exchanged a half-dozen words, aL.a she 
left- ttb impression on my mind which all time will not eiSaoek 
fiiace that evening I have frequently endeavored to surprise hei 
•E the same spot, but only once I succeeded in catching a 
glimpS6 of a blue shawl that fluttered in the distance. She 
seemed to me a beautiful, pale priestess, consecrated to the 
ministry of the shrine of sorrow ; and, when I hear snubbed-dom 
meering at her, and remember the hopeless expression with 
which her wonderful, homeless eyes looked out across that grey, 
silent sea, — I cannot avoid thinking that she is very wise in 
barring her doors, and heeding the advice of Montenebi, 
Complam not of thy woes to the public: they wiU no more 
pity thee Oum birds of prey pity the wovmded deer.'* *' 

" My acquaintance with Mrs. Gerome is too slight to warrant 
the utterance of an opinion relative to her idiosyncrasies, but 
I am afraid cynicism rather than grief immures her from society. 
Her prematurely white hair and the remarkable pallor of her 
smooth complexion combine to render her appearance piquant 
and unnatural ; and, certainly, there is something in her face 
strangely suggestive of old Norse myths, mystery, and magic 
Her features, when analyzed, prove feiultlessly regular, but her 
life is out of tune, and the expression of her countenance mars 
what would otherwise be perfect beauty. I can, in some degree, 
describe the impression she produced upon me by quoting the 
iines that were suggested when I saw her this morning, stan iing 
by Elsie Maclean's bed, — 

* I saw a yisioii of a woman, where 

Night and new morning strive for domination ; 
Incomparably pale, and almost fair, 

And sad beyond expression. 
Her eyes were like some fire-enshrining gem, 

Were stately, like the stars, and yet were tender; 
Her fig^e charmed me, like % windy stem, 

Qoivering, and drooped, ana slender. 
flhe measured measureless sorrow toward its lengtib 

And brewf th, and depth, and height* " 
U 
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Salome looked up from the eyelet she was working, but Ih^ 
Grey had tamed his head towards his sister who had &]le& 
asleep in her chair, and the orphan could not see his &oe. 

^ Mrs. Gerome must have been very young when she married, 
•ad — " 

^ Hush ! Janet looks so weary that I want her to have a lan| 
Bap, and our voices might disturb her." 

He took his hat and gloves and left the room, and Salom« 
ibrgot her embroidery and fell into a reverie iliat proved 
neither pleasant nor profitable, and lasted until Miss Jane 
awoke. 

In the afternoon of the following day, when the orphan re- 
turned from her clandestine visit to the Italian musician, she 
saw an unusual number of persons on the front gallery, and 
found that the long-expected party from Kew York had arrived 
during her absence. Miss Jane was talking to the governess — 
a meek-looking, but exceedingly handsome woman, of twenty 
seven or eight years, with fair hair and quiet brown eyes ; ano 
every detaU of her dress, speech, and bearing averred that Edith 
Dexter was no humble scion of proletariat. Her polished yet 
feserved manners bespoke high birth and aristocratic associa- 
tions; but something iu the composed, sad countenance, is 
the listless drooping of the pretty head, hinted that she had 
long since spilt the rosy sparkling foam of her cup of life, and 
was patiently drinking its muddy lees. 

On the upper step sat Dr. Grey, with his arm encircling th€ 
form of his ward, whose head rested very confidingly against his 
shoulder. Muriel Manton was dressed in deep mourning, and 
had evidently been weeping, for her guardian was tenderly 
wiping thd tears from her cheek when Salome came up the 
svonue; and, with a keen, jealous pang that she had never 
Mt before, tbe latter scanned the stranger's claims to beauty. 

Very b^ack eyes, brilliant complexion, and fine teeth, she cer- 
tainly possessed; but her features were rather coarse; her mouth 
was much too large for classic requirements; and Salome was 
rejoiced to find her nose indisputably retrausgi. 

Ymn hence she would doubtless be a large^ welj-foxmac^ 
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MWBSi^jng woman, who could exhibit Lyons sLk or Genoett 
irahret to the best adyantage, and would be considered a fin» 
kx>kingy rosy, robust personage ; but at present the &oe, which 
from under a small straw hat anxiously watched Lers, was infi« 
•itely handsomer, more attractive, more delicate, and intelleo* 
coal ; and the miller's child felt that she had little to apprehend 
book the merely personal charms of the wealthy ward. 

Salome fe\^ ii^ured as she eyed the doctor's arm, which had 
never touched even her shoulder ; and it was painful and hu- 
miliating to notice the affectionate manner in which his hand 
•tn>ked one of Muriel's that lay on his knee, — and to remember 
that his fingers had not met hers in a friendly grasp since long 
before his visit to Europe, — had only clasped hers twice 
during their acquaintance. 

^ Ck>me in, Salome, and let me introduce you to my ward 
Muriel, and to Miss Dexter, who is prepared to receive you as 
a pupiL" 

Muriel silently held out her hand ; but Salome only bowed 
and run lightly up the stops, as if she did not perceive the out- 
stretched fingers. Miss Dexter rose and advanced to meet her, 
saying, in a tone that indexed great kindness of heart, — 

^^ I am exceedingly glad to meet you. Miss Salome ; for Dr« 
Grey has promisea that I shall find in you a most exemplary 
and agreeable pupil." 

<< Thank you. I am indeed glad to hear that he has changed 
his opinion of me ; and I must endeavor not to lose my newly 
acquired amiable character, — but he was rather rash to stand 
security for ny good behavior." 

She saw that Dr. Grey was surprised at her cold reception ci 
his pet and protegiy and perversity took possession of her. 
Going to the back of Miss Jane's old-fashioned rocking- chair 
•he put her arms around her, and, leaning ovc^r, kissed her cheek 
sevtral times. It was not her habit to caress any one or any 
Ihing, — not even her little brother, — and this imusual demon- 
ilraliveiMss puzzled i4id surprised the old lady who aaii^ 



Digitized by 



Google 



160 UNTIL DSATH US DO PAST. 

**1 prestime XJlpian is braye enough to encounter all the /iska 
•f standing security for your obedience and docility.'^ 

*^ Certainly I appreciate his chivalry, since none knows beHet 
than he the danger — nay, probability, of a forfeiture of the 
contract on my part." 

Dr. Grey rose, and, looking steadili at her, said, in a tooe 
which she well understood, — 

^ Promises are, in my estimation, peculiarly sacred things ; 
and that which I made to Miss Dexter in your behalf was based 
upon one that I gave you some time since, namely, that I would 
have faith in you. Come with me, Muriel ; I want to show you 
and Miss Dexter the finest cow this side of Ayrshire, and 
some sheep that are handsome enough to compare favorably 
with the best that ever browsed in the * Court of Lions.' " 

He took his ward's hand and led her away to the cattle-yard, 
whither Miss Dexter accompanied them. 

As Salome looked after the trio her eyes flashed and scarlet 
spots burned on her cheeks, while a feeling of suffocation 
oppressed her heart 

"Why will you vex him, when you know that he tries so hard 
to like you?" asked Miss Jane in a distressed tone, stroking 
the girl's hot fietce, as she spoke. 

The head was instantly lifted beyond her reach, and the an- 
swer came swiftly, sharp and defiant, — 

" Do you mean to say that it is so extremely difficult for him 
to tolerate me ? " 

"You are obliged to know that you are not one of his £»> 
vorites, like that sweet-tempered Muriel, to whom he seems so 
warmly attached ; and it is all your own fault, for he was dis^ 
posed to like you when he first came home. XJlpian loves quiet 
and amiable people, who are never rude and snappish ; and il 
appears to me that you are trying to see how hateful and spit^ 
fill you can be. Why upon earth did you not shake hands witJ^ 
those siarangers, and treat them politely ? " 

"Because I don't choose to be hypocritical, — an^ Iduu'i Ukt 
Miss Muriel Manton." 
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^ Nonsense ! Stuff! I only wish you were half as weL-breii 
and courteous, and lady-like.'^ 

^^Do you, really? Then, to be obedient and, oblige yon, 
when they come back, I will imitate her example, and throw 
myself into Dr. Grey's arms, and rub my cheek against his 
•boulder, aud fondle his hands. If this be ^lady-like,' then, 
indeed, I penitently cry ^peccamf* and promise that in futuro 
you shall not have cause to complain of me " 

" Pooh, pooh, child I What ails you ? Muriel has known 
Ulpian all her life, and looks upon him now as her father. He 
has petted her since she was a little girl, and loves her almost 
as well as if she were his child, instead of his ward. You know 
she is an orphan ; and it is veiy natural for her to cling to her 
guardian, who was for a great many years her father's most 
intimate Mend.** 

"We are both orphans, and she is certainly not my junior^ 
yet your propriety would be shocked if I behaved as she does. 
Where is Stanley?" 

" Studying his geography lesson, with the assistance of the 
globe, in the library. What do you want with him? " 

" I am going to the beach, and wish him to walk with me." 

" It is too late for you to start for the sea-side, and, more- 
over, it would appear very discourteous in you to absent your- 
self the first evening that these strangers spend here. Ulpiiui 
would be displeased." 

"According to your statement a few minutes since, that is 
his chronic condition, as four as I am concerned; and, as I do not 
belong to ilie mimosa species, I think I may brave his frowns." 

"That is not the worst you have to apprehend. Child, J 
think it would be bitter indeed, to bear Ulpian Grey's con- 
tempt." 

" I shall take care not to deserve it ; and Dr. Grey never for- 
gets to be just." 

"My dear little girl, what right have you to be jealous of his 
love for his young ward ? " 

The flame that was slowly dying out of her &ce leaped up 
iaroer than before, and she crimsoned to the edges of her hair. 
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** Jealoos 1 Qood heavens, Miss Jane, 70U rxiv^i be dream- 
ing 1 I merely question the taste that allows his 'lady-like' 
&^orite to caress him so openly, and should not have expressed 
my disapprobation so strongly if you had not rated me soundly, 
and held her up as a model for my humble imitation. If she 
and her governess aie to stir up strife between you and me, I 
«hall heartily wish them a speedy passage to Halifax or neaven. 
Beyond all perad venture 1 shall get murderously jealous if yoii 
dare to give this sloe-eyed, peony -fiewed girl, my place in your 
dear old heart. She, of course, will fondle her guardian as 
much as she pleases, or as often as he sees fit to allow ; but woo 
unto her if I catch her hands and lips about you, my dearest 
and best Mend I Don't scold me and praise her, or some fine 
day I shall jimip at and strangle her, which you know would 
not be 'well-bred' or 'lady-like,' much less moral and Chris- 
tian." 

She almost smothered the old lady in her arms, and kissed 
her several times. 

" What has stirred up the evil spirit in you ? You look as 
wicked as your mother Uerodias, thirsting for the blood of 
John the Baptist ; or as Jezebel plotting against the prophet — " 

" And telling me that like her I am ' going to the dogs ' is not 
the surest way to reform me. Stanley ! Stanley I get your hat 
and come here." 

" Your - awful temper will be your ruin if you dcn't put a 
curb-bit on it. See here, Salome, don't be so utterly silly 
and childish ! I do not wish you to go to the sea-shore this 
evening." 

" Please, Miss Jane, don't order me to stay at home, because, 
then of course, I should feel bound to obey you, and 1 should 
not behave prettily, and you would wish me at the bottom of 
the sea, instead of on its brink. Let me go, and I will comt 
back cool as a cucumber, and well-behaved as Miss Muriel 
Manton. Please don't prohibit me ; and I promise I will lose 
my evil spirit in the sea, like that Gergeuene wretch that 
tiaunted the tombs. Here comes Stanley. Don't shak<« jofii 
head. I am ofil" 
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Miw JftDd would not receive the proffered farewell kiBS , but 
tears gathered and dimmed hei eyes as she looked after the grace- 
ful, girlish figure, swiftly crossing the lawn ; and sad forebodingf^ 
filled her affectionate heart when she thought of the unknown 
future that stretched before that impetuous, jealous, imperious 
nature. 

Anxious that the strangers should feel thoroughly weloonM 
and at home, she joinf'd them as soon as possible after their 
return from the sheepfold, and exerted herself to keep the 
shuttlecock of conversation in constant motion; but hei 
brother's watchful eyes discerned the perturbed feeling jshe 
sought to hide ; and, when she insisted, for the first time in two 
years, upon taking her seat and presiding at the tea-table, he 
busied himself in arranging her cushions comfortably, and 
whispered, — 

^^ How good and considerate you are, my precious sister. A 
thousand thanks for this generous effort, which I trust will not 
fatigue you." 

He placed himself opposite, and was about to ask a blessing 
on the meal, but paused to inquire, — 

^^ Where are the children, Salome and Stanley? " 

^^ They have gone down to the beach, and we will not wait 
for them.** 

Soon affcer, Muriel said, — 

^ I tliink Salome is almost beautifuL She has splendid ey^ 
and hair. Miss Edith, does she not remind you of a piece of 
sculpture at Naples ? *' 

^^ Yes ; I noticed a resemblance to the JvliorAgrippina^ and 
the likeness must be remarkable, since it impre&sed us simul- 
taneously. Salome's brow is fuller, and her chin more promi« 
nent than that of the Boman woman we admired so ardently * 
and, besides, I should judge that she had quite as much or mora 
will than the daughter of Germanicus, for her lips are thinner." 

l>r. Grey changed the topic of conversation, and Miss Dexter 
courteously /bUowed the cue. 

The moon was high in heaven when Salome and her brothei 
came up the avenue ; and, observing that the lights wer» extiik 
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goiflbed in the front rooms, she surmised that tlie new-comeni 
had retired very early, in consequence of fatigue from their long 
journey. Sending Stanley to bed, she sat down on the steps to 
rest a few moments before going upstairs, and began to fBXt 
herself with her straw hat. 

She had grown very calm, and almosj ashamed cf her paa 
sionate ebullition in the presence of strangers ; and numerouf 
good resolutions were sending out fibrous roots in her heart. 
How long she rested there she knew not, and started when he 
Dr. Grey said, in a subdued voice, — 

^^ Salome, I am waiting to lock the door, and shoiJd be ^^ad 
if you will come in now, or be careful to secure the inner. bolt 
whenever you do. As I always shut up the house, I was afindd 
you might not think of it ; and burghuies are becoming alarm* 
ingly frequent." 

She rose instantly, and entered the halL 

"What time is it P** 

"Eleven o'clock." 

" Is it possible 1 You know, sir, that the eveningB are very 
short now." 

"Yes." 

He was removing a chair from the gallery and closing the 
Venetian blinds, and she could not see his fiaxse. Hoping tc 
receive some friendly look, which she was painfully aware she 
did not deserve, she loitered till he turned around. 

" Salome, have you a light in your room ? " 

** I do not know, but suppose so." 

" There are two candles in the library, and you had better 
take one, rather than stumble along tn the dark and wake 
everybody." 

He brought out one, and handed it to her. 

" Thank you. Good-night, Dr. Grey." 

" GUx>d-night, Salome." 

The candle-light showed no displeasure in his countenance^ 
which was calm as usral, and there was not a hint of harshnesf 
iu his unwontedly low voice ; but she read disappointment ij: 
His grave, kind eyes. She knew that she could not sleep untO 
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■La bad made her peace with him; and, though it cost her % 
great effort to conquer her pride, she said, humbly, — 

'^ ^ And if he trespass against thee seven times in a daj, and 
wtTesL times in a day turn again to thee, saying, I lepent, — tho'j 
Bhalt forgive him."' 

^ Tea ; but the frequency of the offence renders it diffLoalt tr 
fcflUeve the repentance genuine." 

** Christ, your master, did not doubt it.** 

'^ I am less than the disciples whom he addressed ; and the;^ 
answered, * Increase our faith-' '' 

** You did not pray for me this morning." 

** I never neglect my promises. Why do you doubt that I 
fulfilled them this morning ? " 

^This has been one of my sinful days, when Satan rum 
rough-shod over all my good intentions, and drags me through 
the mire that I was trying to hold my soul far above. I tell 
you, sir, that the ^ unclean spirit ' that vexed the daughter of 
the Syrophoenician woman was mild, and harmless, and well> 
mannered, in comparison with the demon that takes bodily pos- 
session of me, and whose name is not ^Suset V but a fearful 
Ruach demanding the ban Cherem. I once thought all that 
part of Scripture which referred to the casting out of devils 
was metaphorical; but I know better now; for the one that 
Luther assaulted with his inkstand was not more palpable than 
that which enters into my heart every now and then, and over- 
turns the altars of the ^ true, good, and beautiful,' and sets up 
instead a smaU hall of Eblis, as full of horrible, mis-shapen 
things as that hideous ^ Last Judgment ' of Orcagna, in the Oampo 
Santo at Pisa, which you once showed me in a portfolio of en- 
gravings. Oh, Dr. Grey I you ought to be merciful to me ; for 
indeed Qod gave me a fearfully wicked and cunning spirit for a 
perpetual companion and tempter. Even Christ had Lucifer 
and Quarantina." 

'^Tes, and conquered both, and pronised assistance to all 
who earnestly desire and resolve to follow his example." 

** You cannot forgive my rudeness ? " 

^ The act of inciviliiy was ^ery slight ; but^ m j yorvg fidend| 
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Ihe Tmaccoiintable perversity of your character certainly fiUa 
my mind with serious apprehension concerning your future. Of 
eotu'se, I can very readily forgive the occasion that displayed it, 
but I cannot entirely forget the spirit that distresses me when 
1 least expect it." 

*' If you will dismiss this afternoon from ycur mind^ I nill 
nerer — " 

'^ Stop I Make me no more promises till you are strong 
enough to keep them inviolate. Promise less and pray more ; 
I am not angry, but I am disappointed." 

She drooped her head to avoid his grave, sad gaze, And for a 
moment there was silence. 

^^ Dr. Grey, will you shake hands with me, in token of par- 
don?" 

" Certainly, if you wish it." 

He tiK>k her hand in both of his, pressed it kindly, and said 
in a low, solemn tone, — 

^^ Good-night, Salome. May God guide, and strengthen, ani 
help you to be the noble woman, the consistent Christian, which 
only His grace and blessing can ever enable you to become. 
Remember the cheering words of Jean Paul Eichter, * Evil is 
like the nightmare, the instant you bestir yourself it has al- 
veady ended.' " 
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CHAPTER XHL 

|LP[AK, have jon had any oonveivatios with Sa 
lome?" 

" Upon what subject ? ** 

^ Have 70U talked with her conoeming her studies ? " 

^^ Not recentl7. Soon after Muriel and Miss Dexter came, I 
DMutioned to her the fiact that I should be glad to see her entei 
a class with Muriel and pursue the same studies, and that suclt 
an arrangement would be entirely agreeable to Miss Dexter; 
but she declined the proposition, saying she would only trouble 
the latter to teach her Italian. Do you know why she is so 
anxious to acqtdre that language ? " 

^' No ; to tell you the truth, I knt w less and less every day 
about her actions, for the child has suddenly grown very re- 
served. This morning she was walking up and down the library 
with her hands behind her and her eyes looking as if they were 
travelling to Jericho or Jeddo, and when I asked her why she 
was so unusually silent, she snapped like a toy-torpedo, ' I am 
silent because this is one of my wicked days, and I am fighting 
the devil ; and if I open my lips I shall say something that wiU 
give him the victory.' I held out my hand to her and begged 
her to come and sit by me and teU me what troubled or tempted 
her, — and what do you suppose she said ? " 

^ Something, I am afraid, that I shall be sorry to hear you 
lepeat.** 

^^ She laid her hand on her heart and answered, ' Ton are 
very good, Miss Jane, but you can no more help me than the 
disciples could relieve that wretch whom only Christ healed. 
^This kmd goeth not oiU but by prayer arnd fcuting, ' Where- 
upon, she snatched a book frt)m the table and left the room. 1 
did not see her for several hours, and when I met her in the 
hall, a few moments since, I said, ^ Well, dear, which won the 
victory, sin or my little girl ? * She put her hands on my shoul 
deni| laughed bitterly, and answered, ^ It i^as a i-«wn dattle^ 
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Neither has much to boast o^ and we lie on onr anus watching 
— nay, glaring at each other. Let me be quiet a little while^ 
and don't ask me abont it.' '' 

^ Can jou conjecture the caiise of the present trouble? " 

** I have a suspicion." 

Miss Jane paused, sighed, and frowned. 

^ I should think jou might persuade her to confide in you.** 

'Poohl Persuade her? I would quite as soon undertake 
to persuade the Andes to dance a jig as attempt to discoTer 
what ihe has determined not to divulge. If you knew her aff 
well as I dO| you would appreciate the uselessness of trying to 
persuade her to do anything. But you men never see what lies 
right under your noses, and I believe if you lived in the same 
house with that child for five years longer you would under- 
stand her as little as you do to-day. XJlpian, shut the door, and 
sit down here close to me.'* 

Dr. Grey complied; and, laying her shrunken hand on hw 
brother's knee. Miss Jane said, hesitatingly, — 

" My dear boy, I don't know whether I ought to tell you, 
and, indeed, I do not see my way cleaijly ; but you seem so un- 
suspecting that I think it is my duty to talk to you." 

*^Pray come to the point, dear Janet. Your exordium is 
very tantalizing. Tell me frankly what disturbs you." 

^' It pains me to call your attention to a fact ^hat I know 
oannot fail to prodr 3e annoyance." 

He put his arm around her, and, drawing her head to his 
shoulder, answered, tenderly, — 

^^ My preciouH sister, I have seen for some days that you were 
perplexed and anxious, but I abstained from questioning you 
because I felt assured whenever you deemed it best to confide 
in me, you would voluntarily unburden your heart. Now lay 
•U your troubles upon me, and keep back nothing. Has 
Salome grieved you ? " 

^'Oh, the child does not intend to grieve mel Ulpian, 
can't you imagine what makes her unhappy, and restless, and 
•ontraiy?" 

^She is very wayward, passionate, and obstinatei and any 
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restraint upon her whims is peculiarly irksome and intolerable 
to her; but I believe she is really striving to correct the unfor- 
tunate defects in her character. She evidently dislikes ouy 
guests, and this proves a contiunal source of disquiet to her; 
for, while she endeavors to treat them courteously, I can aes 
that she woidd be excessively rude if she dared to indulge hei 
antipathies." 

"Do you know why bhe dislikes Muriel so intensely ? ** 

•* No ; I cannot even conjecture. Muriel itt very amiable and 
ftffectionate, and seems disposed to become very fond of Salome, 
if she would only encourage her advances. Can you explaia 
the mystery?** 

" If you were not as blind as a mol*, or the fish in Mam- 
moth Cave, you woidd see that Salome is insanely jealous of 
your affection for your ward, and that is the cause of all the 
trouble.'* 

" It is unreasonable and absurd in her to entertain such feel- 
ings ; and, moreover, she has no right to cherish any jealousy 
towards my ward.'* 

"Unreasonable! Yes, quite true; but did you ever know a 
woman to be very reasonable concerning the man she loves ? '* 

Dr. Grey's quiet &oe flushed, and he rose instantly, looking 
incredulous and embarrassed. 

" Surely, my dear sister, you do not intend to insLnnate, or 
desire me to infer, that Salome has any — ** 

He paused, bit his lip, and walked to the window. ^ 

*^ I mean to say, in plain Anglo-Saxon, and I desire you to 
understand, that Salome is no longer a child ; and that she loves 
you, my dear boy, better than she will ever love any other 
human being. These things are very strange, indeed, and girls' 
whims baffle all rules and disappoint all reasonable expectations; 
but, nevertheless, it does no good to shut your eyes to ^ts that 
are aa clear as daylight. It is not a sudden freak that has 
seized the poor child ; it has grown upon her, almost without 
her understanding herself; but I discovered it the day that you 
left home so unexpectedly for New York. Her distress betrayed 
15 
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Her TC&l feelings ; and, since then, I have watched her, and oaa 
Bee how completely her thoughts centape in yoiu" 

**0h, Janet, I hope you mistake her I I cannot believe it 
possible, for I recall nothing in her conduct that justifies youf 
supposition; and I do not think I lack penetration. If she 
were really interested in me, as you imagine, she certainly woiJdl 
not thrust so prominently and constantly before me fiiults of 
character which she well knows I cannot tolerate. Moreo^eri 
my dear sister, consider the disparity in our years, the incom« 
patibility of our tastes and habits, and the improbability that a 
handsome young girl should cherish any feeling stronger than 
esteem or friendship for a staid man of my age I No, no ; it is 
too incredible to be entertained, and I am sorry you ever sug- 
gested such an annoying chimera to me. Salome is rather a 
singular compound, I willingly admit, but I acquit her of the 
folly you seem inclined to impute to her." 

Dr. Grey walked up and down the library floor, and, as his 
sister watched him, a sad smile trembled over her thin, wrinkled 
&ce. 

** XJlpian, you are considerably younger than our poor father 
was when he married a beautiful creature not one month older 
than Salome is to-day. Will you sit in judgment on your own 
young mother ? " 

^ Nay, Janet ; the parallelism is no**: ^% apparent as ynn im- 
agine, for my manner toward Salome lias been caluulatad to 
check and chill any sentiment analogous to that which my jtoither 
sought to win from my mother. Pray, do not press upon me • 
surmise which is indescribably painful to me." 

He resiuned his seat, and, thrustiag his fingers through his 
ludr, leaned his head on his open hand. 

"My dear boy, if true, why should it prove indescribably 
painful to you ? " 

"Cannot your womanly intuitions spare me an explicit 
'^ply?'' 

"No; speak frankly to me." 

"No man of honor — no man who has any delicacy or refine- 
ment of feeling — can fidl to be distressed and annoyed by tli« 
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tiioughi that he haa unintentionallj and imconscdouBlj acoiued 
in a woman's heart an interest which he cannot possibly redp* 
rocate.'* 

^But^ if you have never considered the subject until new, 
how do you know that you oiay not be able to return tha 
mffeotion?" 

^ Because, when I examine my own heart, I find not even tti« 
germ of a feeling which years might possibly ripen into love.'' 

^ Will you candidly answer the question I am about to ask 
TOuf»» 

** Yes, I think I can safely promise that much, simply because 
I wish to conceal nothing from you ; and I cannot conjecture 
any inquiry on your part from which I should shrink. What 
would you ask ? " 

** Is it because you are interested in some other woman, that 
you speak so positively of the hopelessness of my poor Salomons 
case?'* 

"No, my sister; no woman has any claim or hold on my 
heart stronger than that of mere friendship. 1 have never 
loved any one as I must love the woman I make my wife ; and 
since I have seen and merely admired so many who were attrac- 
tive, lovely, and lovable, I often think that I shall probably 
never marry. 

* For several yirtnes 

I havd liked several women; never any 
With 80 fall a sotd, but some defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she owned. 
And put it to a foil.' 

Of course this is a matter with reference to which I shall noi 
dbgmatize, for we are all more or less the victims of caprice ; 
•nd, like other men, I may some day set the imperroiis feet of 
iuioy upon the neck of judgment and sound reason. As yet, I 
have not met the perfect character whom I could ask to beat 
my name ; still, I may be so fortunate as either to find my ideal, 
or imagine that I do ; or else become so earnestly attached to 
) beautifinl woman^ that^ for her sake, T will willingly lower my 
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lofty standard. These are the mereBt possible contingencies, wa/i 
I have little inclination to discnss tiiiem ; bnt 1 wish at aU times 
to be entirely frank with you. Salome would never suit me as 
a YSAong companion. She meets none of the requirements of 
mj intellectual mature, and her perverse disposition, and what 
aaight almost be termed diablerie^ repel instead of attracting 
me. I piiy the child, and can cfympathize cordially with het 
efforts to redeem herself from the luckless associations of earliei 
years that wofiilly distorted her character ; and I can truly sa| 
that I am interested in her welfiire and improvement, and have 
a faint brotherly affection for her ; but I thoroughly comprehend 
my own feelings when 1 assure you, Janet, that were Salome 
and I left alone in the world I coidd never for a moment enter- 
tain the idea of calling such a wayward child my wife. Are 
you satisfied ? " 

^Convinced, at least, that you are not deceiving me. But^ 
Dlpian, the girl is growing very beautiful — don't you think 
30? — or, is it my love that makes me see her through frittering 
lenses?" 

^^ Her lips are too thin, and her eyes too keen and restless lor 
perfect beauty, which claims repose as one of its essential ele- 
ments ; but, notwithstanding these fUiws, she has undoubtedly 
one of the handsomest faces I have ever seen, and certainly a 
graceful, fine figure." 

^ And you are such an admirer of beauty," said Miss Janey 
Slipping her fingers caressingly into her brother's hand. 

** Yes ; I shall not deny that I yield to no one in appreciation 
of lovely faces ; but, if I am aware that, like some rich crimson 
June ross whose calyx cradles a worm, the heart beneath the 
perfect form is gnawed by some evil tendency, or shelters vin- 
dictive passion and sinful impulses, I should certainly not select 
it in making up the precious bouquet that is to shed perfume 
and beauty in my home, and call my thoughts from the din and 
strife of the outer world to holiness and peace." 

" Yon have no mercy on the child." 

^I ought it have no m'^rcy on glaring fitults which she sbouli 
ere this have corrected." 



Digitized by 



Google 



UlfTIL DEATH U8 DO PART. IW 

"But ahe is so young — only seventeen! Think of it! *• 

Dr. Grey frowned, and partially withdrew his hand from bii 
lister's clasp. 

^ Janet^ you grieve me. Surely you are not pleading wiUi 
me in behalf of Salome ? " 

Tears trickled over Miss Jane's sallow cheeks and dripped o» 
the doctor's hand, as she replied, — 

^ Bear with me, XJlpian. The girl is very dear to me ; and, 
loving you as she unquestionably does, I know that you sould 
make her a noble, admirable woman, — for she has some fine 
traits, and your influence would perfect her character. Believe 
me, my dear boy, you, and you only, can remould her heart." 

" Possibly, — if I loved her; for then I would be patient and 
forbearing towards her fiiults. But I cannot even respect that 
handsome, fiery, impulsive, unreasonable child, much less love 
her ; and, if I ever marry, my wife must be worthy to remould 
my own defective life and erring nature. I am surprised, my 
dear sister, that you, whose sincere afiection I can not doubi^ 
should be willing to see me link my life with that of one so 
much younger, and, I grieve to say it, so far inferior in all 
respects. What congenial companionship could I promise my- 
self ? What confidence could I reiK)8e — what esteem could I 
entertain — for a silly girl, who, without warrant and utterly 
unsought^ bestows her love (ii^ indeed, what you say be true) 
upon a man who never even dreamed of such folly, and is old 
enough to be her fether ? " 

^ I can not comprehend the logic that condemns Salome, and 
justifies your own mother ; for, if there be any difierence in their 
lines of conduct^ I am too stupid to see it." 

Miss Jane lifted, her head from her brother's shoulder, reso* 
lutely dried her eyes, and settled her cap. 

^ My mother's tombstone should shelter her from all animad- 
ersion, especially from the lips that owe their existence to her. 
Do not, my sister, disturb the mouldering ashes of the long- 
buried past. The unfortunate fact you have mentioned, and 
which I should gladly doubt if you would only permit me to do 
■o, rendprp it necessary ^or me to be perfectly candid wi^ yon^ 
15* 
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and you will, I trust, pardon what I feel compelled to 9%j to jott 
£ have remarked that jou watch me quite closely whenever 1 
am engaged in conversation with my ward or her govemeis" 
and yesterday, when Muriel came, stood by me, and leaned her 
anft f^n my shoulder, you frowned and looked harshly at the 
child. Once for all, let me tell you that there is no more possi^ 
biliay of my loving Muriel or Edith, than Salome. Of the threei 
I care most for Muriel, who looks upon me as her second fatheri 
and to whom I am deeply attached. If I ^iress the poor, 
stricken child, and allow her to approach me fiiDiiliarly, you ought 
to understand your brother suf&ciently well not to ascribe hia 
conduct to any feeUng which he would blush to confess to hia 
sister. The day before Horace died, he said, ^ Be a Either to 
my daughter ; take my place when I am gone.' If I were at 
liberty to divulge some matters confided to me, I could easily 
assure you that there is not a shadow of possibility that Muriel 
will ever grieve and mortify me as Salome has done. Now look 
at me, dear Janet, and kiss me, and trust your brother ; for he 
will never deceive you, and can not end\u:e a moment's estrange* 
ment from you." 

Miss Jane put up her lips for the caress, and, after a shoH 
silence. Dr. Grey continued, — 

^^ Tell me now what you think best under the circumstances, 
and I will endeavor to cooperate with you. Does Salome know 
you are cognizant of her weakness — her misfortune — ** 

He stammered, and again his face flushed. 

" Upon my word, Ulpian, you are positively blushing f Don't 
worry yourself, dear, over what can not be helped, or at least is 
attributable to no fault of yours. No ; you may be sure Salome 
would be drawn, quartered, and broiled, before she would confess 
to me the feeling which she does not suspect I have discovered 
Poor thing I I can't avoid pitying her whenever you take 
MoridPs hand or caress her in any way. This morning you 
smoothed the hair back from her forehead while she was stoop- 
ing over hei drawing, and poor Salome's eyes flashed and looked 
like a leopard's. She cl inched her Angers as if she were strangling 
something, and an expression came over her face that waa danr 
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gerooB, and nuide me shiver a little. Somethiiig miuit be done^ 
but I am sure I do not know what tc advise.'' 

** How futUe and mocking are merely human schemes 1 Mj 
principal object in bringing Muriel and Miss Dexter here| wv 
to provide agreeable and improving companions for your pei 
and to afford her the privilege of sharing the educational advan 
tages which Muriel enj o jed. Zf*honMn6 propose^ ei Dieu dispoMp 
\Sj indeed, an occurrence so earnestly to be deplored can be deemaa 
providentiaL What are her plans relative to Jessie ? '* 

** If she has matured any, she keeps them shut up in her own 
heart. Once she talked freely to me on all subjects, but recently 
she seems to avoid acquainting me with her intentions or 
schemes. Of course, Ulpian, you know I have always expected 
to leave her a portion of my property." 

"Certainly, dear Janet; you ought to provide comfortably 
for the girl whom you have taught to rely upon your bounty. 
It woidd be cruel and unpardonable to foster hopes that you 
could not fully realize." 

" It was my intention to put into your hands the share 1 
int>ended for her, and to leave her also to your care, when I die ; 
but now I know not what is best. If she could be separated 
from you, she might divert her thoughts and become interested 
in otlier things or persons ; but so long as you are in the same 
house I know there will br nothing but wretchedness and dis- 
appointment for her." 

J^fber a long pause, dttfing which Dr. Grey looked serioxisly 
pained and perplexed, he said, sorrowfully, — 

** You are right in thinking separation would be best; and J 
will go away at once — " 

" Go where ? " exclaimed his sister, grasping his coat-sleeve. 

" 1 will furnish the rooms over my office, and live there. It 
will be more convenient for my business; but I dislike to leave 
yoii and the dear old homestead." 

"Stuff! You will chum the Atlantic, with the North Pole 
for a dasher! Ulpian Grey! come w^eal come woe, I donH 
intend to give you up. Here, right here, you will live whili 
there is breath in my body, — unless you wish to make me aok 
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t out and die the sooner. Pooh ! Salome's ihiiin^ e jee 3am 
not i^nompense me for the loss of my boy's blue ones, anil 1 
will not hear of such nonsense as the move you propose. You 
know, dear, I can't be here very long at the best, and while Ood 
spares me I want you near me. Besides, the separation of a few 
miles woidd not be worth a thimbleful of chaff; for, of oouraOi 
Salome would hear of or see you daily, and the change would 
amount to nothing but anxiety and grief on my part. We will 
think the matter over, and do nothing rashly. But tiy to be 
patient with my little girl ; and, for my sake, Ulpian, do not 
allow her to suspect that you dream of her feeling towards you. 
It is pitiable, — it is distressing beyond expression ; and Ood 
knows, if I had thought for an instant that such a state of things 
would ever have come to pass, I would have left her in the 
poor-house sooner than have been instrumental in bringing such 
misery upon her yoimg life. Last night I was suffering so much 
with my shoidder that I could not sleep, and I heard the child 
pticing her room until after three o'clock. It was useless to 
question her ; for, of course, she would not confess the real cause, 
and I did not wish her to know that I noticed what I could not 
cure. But, my dearest boy, we are not to be blamed ; so don't 
look so mortified and grieved. I would not have opened your 
unsuspecting eyes if I had not feared that your ignorance of the 
truth mi^t increase the trouble, and I knew I coidd safely 
appeal to my sailor-boy's honor. Now you know all, and must 
be guided by your own good sense and delicacy in your fiiture 
course toward the poor, proud young thing. Be guarded, XJlpian, 
and don't torment her by petting Muriel in her presence ; for 
■ometimes I am afraid there is bad blood in her veins, that 
brings that wicked glow to her eyes, and I dread that she might 
•addenly say or do some desperate thing that would plunge na 
all in sorrow. You know she is not a meek creature, and wi 
must pity her weakness." 

Dr. Grey had grown very pale, and the profourd regret printed 
on his countenance found expression also in the deepened and 
aaddened tones of his voice. 

** Trust me, Janet I I will do all a man can to rectify tha 
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ifwchiflf, of wMch, God knows, I have been an innocent and 
entirelj unintentional cause. Salome's course is unwomanlj, 
and lovers lier in mj estimation ; but she is so young I shall 
hope and pray that her preference for me is not sufficient^ 
vtrong to prove more than an idle, fleeting, girlish £uicy.'' 

He took his gloves from the table and left the room ; and, fat 
mxDe time after his departure, his sister sat rocking herself to and 
fro, pondering all that had passed. Finally, sko struck her hand 
decisively upon the cushioned top of her crutch, and muttered, — 

•^ Yes, he certainly is as nearly, perfect as humanity can be; 
but^ after all, XJlpian Grey is only flesh and blood, and despite 
his efforts to crush it, there must be some vanity hidden imder 
^ proud humility, — for certainly he is both humble in on« 
sense, and inordinately proud in another ; and I do not believe 
there lives a man of his age who would not be flattered by the 
love of a fresh young beauty Uke Salome. He thinks now that 
he is distressed and mortified ; and, of course, he is honest in 
what he tells me ; but I have studied human nature to very 
little purpose for the last flfty years, if, before long, he does not 
find himself more interested in Salome than he will be willing to 
confess. Her love for him will invest her with a charm she 
never possessed before, for men are vulnerable as women to the 
cunning advances of flattery. One thing is as sure and clear 
as that two and two make four, — if he is proof against Salome's 
devotion it will be attributable to the fact that he gives his heart 
to some one else ; and I thought his blue eyes rather shied away 
from mine when he said he had yet to meet the woman he could 
marry. You don't intend to deceive me, my precious boy, I 
know you don't ; but I should not be astounded if you had 
hoodwinked yourself — a very little. But ' sufficient unto the 
day is the evil thereof' and I will wait^ — and we shall see wfaal 
weahai: aea.** 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

ILSIE) it is worse than useless to talk to me. Qaot 
I could listen to you, — once 1 felt as you do now; 
but that time has gone by forever. I will f^ad to 
you as often as you desire it, provided you do not make every 
chapter a text for a sermon. What do you wish to hear thii 
morning?" 

« The fortieth Psabn.'* 

Mrs. Gerome opened the bible, and, when she had finished the 
^J8alm designated, shut the book and laid it back close to ElsieV 
pillow. 

The old woman placed her hand on the round, white arm of 
her mistress, who rested carelessly against the bed. 

"You know, my child, that David's afflictions were sore 
indeed ; but he declares, * I waited patiently for the Lord, and 
he inclined unto me, and heard my cry.' You will not be 
patient, and KPudi can't help you tiQ you are. We are like 
children punished for bad conduct, — as long as we rebel and 
vtroggle, of course we must be still further chastised ; but the 
Aoment we show real penitence, our parents notice that we are 
bearing correction patiently, and then they throw away the rod 
and stretch out their arms, and snatch us close to their loving 
hearts. Even so God holds one hand to draw us tenderly 
to Hin ; and, if we are obstinately sinful, with the other Me 
scourges us into the right path, — determined to help us, even 
against our own wills. Ah, if I could see you waiting patiently 
for the Lord 1 " 

" You will never see it. Patience was * scourged ' out of me, 
and now I stan 1 still becau&e I am worn out with struggling, 
waiting — not patiently, but wearily and helplessly — to see the 
end of my punishment. What have T done that I should feign 
A penitonce I shall never feel ? I was a happy, trusting, un- 
offending woman, when God smote me fiercely; and, because I 
^TM so innocent^ I could not kiss my stinging rod, I grappled 
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daiperately with it. Elsie, don't stir up the bitter dregs in mj 
soul, and mix them with every thought. Let them settle*" 

^ My darling, I don't want them to settle. I pray eithei 
that they may be stirred np and taken out, or sweetened by thu 
grace of God. Do you ever think of the day when you will 
hot your sainted mother ? ^ 

^ No. I think only of enduring this present life until leathi 
my deliverer, comes to my rescue." 

** But, my bairn, you are not fit to die." 

** Fit to die as to live," answered her mistress, morosely. 

** For Grod's sake, don't flout the Almighty in that wicked 
manner ! If you woidd only be baptized and take refuge in 
prayer, as every Christian should, you would find peace for 
your poor, miserable soul." 

" No ; peace can't be poured out of a pitcher with the baptis- 
mal water ; and all the waves tossing and glittering out there 
in the oc^an could not wash one painful memory from my 
heart. I have had one baptism, and it was ample and thorough. 
I went down into the waters of woe, and aU their black 
billows broke over me. Instead of the Jordan, I was immersed 
in the Dead Sea, and the asphaltum cleaves to me." 

** Oh, dearie, you will break my heart I I wish now that you 
had died when you were only fourteen months old, for then 
there would have been one more precious lamb in the flock of 
the Crood Shepherd, safe in heavenly pastures — one more deal 
little golden head nestling on Jesus' bosom, — instead of — 
of—" 

Elsie's emotion mastered her voice, and she sobbed con- 
fulsively. 

** Why did not you finish ? ' Instead of a gray head waiting 
to go down into the pit of perdition.' Yes, it was a terrible 
blunder that I was not aUowed to die in my infancy ; but it 
can't be helped now, and I wish yo4 would not fret yourself 
into a fever over the irremediable. Why will you persist in 
tormenting yourself and me about my want of resignation and 
fidth, when you know that exhortation and persuasion have no 
more effect upon me than the whistle of the plover down yonder 
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In the sedge and sea-weed, — whore I heartily wish I wvie lyings 
ten feet under the shells? Bather a damp pillow for my 
£EUSrtidiouSy proud head, but, at least, cool and quiet. Calm 
yourself my dear Elsie, for God will not hold you responsible 
if I miss my place among the saints, when He divides the sheep 
from the goats, in the last day, — Dies tree, dies Ula, Let mi 
straighten your pillow and smooth your cap-border, for I see 
y>ur doctor coming up the walk. There, — dry your eyes. 
When you want me, send Robert or Katie to call me." 

Mrs. Gerome leaned over the helpless, prostrate form on the 
bed, pressed her cheek against that of her nurse, where team 
still glistened, and glided swiftly out of the room just before 
Dr. Grey entered. 

Nevei had he seen his patient so completely luinerved ; but, 
observing her efforts to compose herself he forbore any allusion 
to an agitation which he suspected was referable to mental 
rather than physical causes. Bravely the stubborn woman 
struggled to steady her voice, and still the twitching tell-tale 
muscles about her mouth ; but the burden of anxiety finally 
bore down all resolves, and, covering her &oe with her broad 
hand, she wept unrestrainedly. 

In profoimd silence Dr. Grey sat beside her for nearly five 
minutes; then, fearful that the excitement^night prove injurious, 
ie said, gently, — 

^I hope you are not suffering so severely from bodily pain? 
V7hat distresses you, my good woman? Perhaps, if I knew 
•lie cause, I might be able to render you some service." 

" It is not my body, — that, you know, is numb, and gives 
joib no pain, — but my mind I Doctor, I am suffering in mind, 
i»nd you have no medicine that can ease that." 

^ Possibly 1 may accomplish more than you imagine is within 
ceach of my remedies. Of one thing you may rest assured, — 
fou will never have reason to regret any confidence you maj 
Impose Li me." 

^ Dr. Giey, 1 believe you are a Christian ; at least, I have 
iMMurd ao ; und, smce my affliction, I have been watcMng yon 
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wwj dosely, and begin to think I can trust y3iL kre jou • 
tnember of the church ? " 

^ I am ; although that &ct alone should not entitle me to 
Tonr oonfidence. We are all erring, and full of &ults, but I 
ondeaTor to liye in such a manner that I shall not bring disgrMa 
%pon the holy fidth I profess.'' 

^* Shnt the door, and come back to me." 

He bolted the door, which stood ajar, and resumed his seat* 

** Dr. Grey, I know as well as vou do that I can't last a great 
while^ and I ought to prepare for what may overtake me any 
day. I haye tried to live in accordance with the law of God, 
and I am not afraid to die ; but I am afraid to leaye my mistress 
behind me. Wben I am gone there will be no one to watch 
over and plead with her, and I dread lest her precious soul may 
be lost. She won't go to Grod for herself or by herself and 
who will pray for her salvation when I am in my shroud ? Oh, 
I can not die in peace, leaving her alone in the world she hates 
and despises I What will become of my poor, bonnie bairn ? " 

Elsie sobbed aloud, and Dr. Grey asked, — 

** Has Mrs. Gerome no living relatives ? " 

^^ None, sir, in America. There are some cousios in Scotland, 
but she has never seen them, and never wilL" 

** Where are the members of her husband's family ? " 

A visible shudder crept over that portion of the woman's 
body which was not paralyzed, and her fiioe grew dark and 
stem. 

^ He was an orj^ian." 

^His loss seems to have had a terrible effect upon Mrs. 
Gerome, and rendered her bitter and hopeless." 

^ How hopeless, none but she and I and the God above ufl 
know. Once she was the meekest, sweetest spirit, that ever 
l^addened a nurse's heart, and I -thought the world was blessed 
by her coming into it ; but now sne is sacrilegious and scoffing, 
and almost dazes the Lord's judgments. Dr. Grey, it would 
neaijly fi^eeze your blood to hear her sometimes. Poor thing ! 
sne will have no companions, and so has a habit of talking t« 
banel^ and I often hear her arguiug with the Almighty aboul 
16 
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her life, and the trouble He allowed to &11 into it. Last ii]|^l 
she was walking there under mj window, begging God to takt 
her out of the world before I die. Begging, did 1 say? Nay,— 
demanding. My precious, pretty bairn 1 " 

^ Elsie, be can(Ud with me. Is not Mrs. Gerome pattially 
leianged?" 

She struggled violentlj to raise herself but fidling, her head 
fell back, and she lifted h^r finger angrily. 

^ No more deranged than you or L That is a vile slander of 
bnsybodies whom she will not receive, and who take it for 
gpranted that no lady in her sound senses would refuse the 
privilege of gossiping with them. She is as sane as any one, 
though there is an unnatural appearance about her, and if her 
heart was only as sound as her head I could die easily. They 
started the report of craziness long, long ago, in order to get 
hold of her fortune; but it was too infJEunous a scheme to 
succeed." 

Elsie's strong white teeth were firmly set, and her clenched 
fingers did not relax. 

" Who started the report of her insanity ? " 

" One who injured her, and made her what you see her." 

" She had no children ? " 

" Oh, no I Once I begged her to adopt a pretty little orphaa 
girl we saw in Athens, but she ridiculed me for an old fool, and 
asked me if I wished to see her warm a viper to sting what was 
left of her heart." 

'^ Mrs. Gerome has indulged her grief for her husband's loM, 
until she has become morbidly sensitive. She should go into 
the world, and interest herself in benevolent schemes; and, 
ultimately, her diseased thoughts would flow into new and 
healthfdl channels. The secluded life she leads is a hot-bed for 
tke gro ?rdi of noxious fungi in heart and mind. If you possess 
any influence over her, persuade her to re-enter society. She is 
«ull young enougli to find not only a cure for her grie^ brat aa 
(|mple share of even earthly happiness." 

Elsie sighed, and waved her hand impadently. 

^ Yo^i do not know all, or you would miderstai:d that in thii 
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worM aho can not expect muck happiness. Besides, aha k 
peculiarly sensitive about her appearance ; \nd, of course^ when 
she is seen, people stare, and wonder how such a young thing 
got that pile of white hair. That is the reason she quit travelr 
ling and shut herself up here.'' 

** Was it grief that prematurely silvered her hair t " 

^ Yes, sir ; it was as black as your coat, until her troabit 
usaie ; and then in a fortnight it turned as gray as you see it 
now. Doctor, J said she was not deranged, and I spoke truly ; 
but sometimes I have feared that, when I am gone^. she might 
get desperate, and, in her loneliness, destroy hersell You are 
a sensible man, and can hold your tongue, and I feel that I oaa 
trust you. Now, I know that Robert loves her, and while he 
lives will serve her faithfiilly ; but you are wiser than my son, 
and I should be better satisfied if I left her in your charge, when 
I go home. Will you promise me to take care of her, and to 
try to comfort her in the day when she sees me buried ? " 

^ Elsie, you impose upon me a duty which I am afraid Mrs. 
Gerome wiU not allow me to discharge; and, since she is so 
exceedingly averse to meeting strangers, I should not feel 
justified in thrusting myself into her presence.'' 

" Not even to prevent a crime ? " 

^I hope that your excited imagination and anxicvts heart 
exaggerate the possibility of the danger to which you allude." 

** No ; exaggeration is not one of my habits, g^ I know my 
mistress better than she knows hersel£ She thinks that suicide 
is not a sin, but says it is cowardly ; and she utterly detests 
and loathes cowardice. Dr. Grey, I coit^ not rest quietly ib 
my coffin if she is lefb alone in this dreary house, after I am 
carried to my long home. Will you stay here awhile, or tak« 
her to your house, — at least for a short time ? " 

" I will, at all events, promise to comply with your wishes «1 
folly as she will permit. But recollect that I am comparatively 
a stranger to her, and her haughty reception of me the day I was 
compelled ^x> come here on your account, does not encourage mt 
to prosumc in future. Bespect for her wishes, however uiire«» 
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■onable, and respect for myself would forbid an intiruiium o» 
my part** 

^ If you saw an titter stranger drowning, would fear of being 
oonsidered presumptuous or impeiidnent prevent your trying 
to saye him ? Your self-love should not hold you back from • 
Christian duty." 

^ And you may rest assured that it never shall, when I feel 
that interference — no matter how unwelcome or ungraciously 
receiwd — will prove beneficial. But remember that your 
mistresn is eccentric and shnnking, and all efforts to befriend 
her must be made very cautiously.'* 

^' True, doctor ; yet sometimes, instead of consulting her, it ia 
best to treat her as a wilful child. I believe you could obtaiD 
■ome influence over her if you would only try to break the 
ice, because she has spoken kindly of you several times since I 
have been ao helpless, and asked what she could do to show her 
gratitude for your goodness to me. Yesterday she said she 
intended to direct Robert to take some fine fruit to your house j 
and she remarked that your eyes were, in comparison with other 
folks', what Sabbath is to working week-days, — were so fiiU of 
rest, that tired anxious people might be refreshed by looking ai 
them. Sir, that is more than I have heard her utter for seven 
years about anybody ; and, tiierefore, I think you might do her 
some good." 

Dr. Grey shook his head, but remained silent ; and presently 
Elsie touched his arm, and continued, — 

^ There is something I wish to say to you before I die, but 
not now. I want you to promise me that when you see my end 
is indeed at hand, you will tell me in time to let me talk a little 
to you. WiUyou?" 

*^ You may linger for months, and it is possible that you may 
die quite suddenly ; consequently, it might be impracticable fox 
me to frdfil the promise you require. StiU, if I can do so, I will 
oertainly comply with your wishes. Would it not be better to 
tell me at once what you desire me to know ? " 

*^ While I live it is not necessary that any one should kftcnr, 
§md it is only when I am about to die that I shall speaks to f oik 
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foft my Bake, for humanity's sake, tiy to beocme aiqxudntMl 
irith my mistress and make her like you, as she eertn^nly will, 
If she only knows you." 

A tap at the door interrupted the conversation, and bool 
After, Dr. Grey quitted the sick-room. 

He paused in the hall to examine a fine copy of Landseer'i 
• Old Shepherd's Chief Mourner," and, while he stood before i% 
% laige greyhound started up from the mat at the front door, 
and bounded towards him. Simultaneously Mrs. Geroms 
i^peared at the threshold of the parlor. 

** Come here, sir I Poor fellow, come here 1 " 

The dog obeyed her instantly; and, pressing close to her, 
looked up wistfiiUy in her fiice. 

^ G^ood morning, Mrs. Gerome. I must thank you for coming 
BO promptly to fiiy assistance. I have never seen this dog until 
lo-day^ and, coimequenily, was not on my guard." 

** file arrived only yesterday, and is so overjoyed to be wiik 
me OTLce vnore that he allows no one else to approach." 

^He IS by laL the handsomest dog 1 have e>er seen in 
America." 

^Tes, I had great difficulty in obtaining him. My agent 
assures me that he belongs to the best that are rf«ired in the 
tribe of Beni Lam ; and that he is a genuine Arab, thefe can be 
no doubt." 

** How long have you owned him ? »' 

^ Two years. Unfortunately he was bitten by a snake one 
Jay while wandering with me among the ruins at Psestum, and 
was so singularly affected that I was forced to leave him at 
Naplok Various causes combined to delay his restoration to 
me until last week, when he crossed the Atlantic ; and yesterday 
he went into ecstasies when I received him from the expresB 
agent. Hush I no growling I Down, sir! Take care. Dr. 
Gr^ ; he will bear no hand but mine, and it is rather dangerous 
to caress him, as you may judge from the fangs he is showing 
you." 

The dog was remarkably tall, silky, beautifully formed, and 
•f a soft mole-color ; and around his neck a collar formed ef 



Digitized by 



Google 



18« UNTIL DSAIB US DO PAST. 

fotiv kuial] Bilver chains, bore an oval silver plate on which wai 
engraved in German text, "TcA Dien — Agla Geronie/^ 

^ I congratulate you upon the possession of such a treasure,'' 
Mid the visitor, with unfeigned admiration, — as, with the ej« 
of ft comuyiaseiury he noted the fine points about the sleclci 
•lim animal, who eyed him suspiciouslv. 

*< Thank you. How is Elsie to-day?" 

^More nervous than I have seen her since the accident, ami 
•CHue of her symptoms are rather discouraging, though there ia 
no immediate danger. Do not look so hopeless ; she may b« 
■pared to you for many months." 

^Why will you not let me hope that she may ultimately 
recover ? " 

^^ Because it is utterly futile, and I have no desire to deceive 
you, even for an instant. Good morning, Robert." 

The gardener approached with a large basket filled with 
peaches and nectarines, and, taking off his hat, bowed pro- 
foundly. 

^'My mistress ordered these placed in your buggy, as 1 
believe our nectarines ripen earlier than any others in the 
neighborhood." 

^' Thank you, Maclean. Mrs. Gerome is exceedingly kind, 
and I have an invalid sister who will enjoy this beautiful fruit. 
Those nectarines would not disgrace Smyrna or Damascus, and 
are the first of the season." 

Eobert passed through the hall, bearing the basket to the 
buggy ; and at that instant there was a startling crash, as of 
some heavy article falliog in the parlor. The dog sprang up 
with a howl, and Dr. Grey followed Mrs. Gerome into the room 
to ascertain the cause of the noise. A glance sufficed to explain 
^hat a picture in a heavy frame had fallen from a hook above 
tiie mantel-piece, and in its descent overturned some tall vases^ 
which now lay sliattered on the hearth. Dr. Grey lifted the 
painting from the rubbish, and, as he turned the canvas towards 
the light, Mrs. Gerome said, — 

** ' Uhe tfriatesse implacable^ wne effroyahle fataliU p^ae suf 
FiKWvre dt ParUate, Cela reasemble a une modecUotian amUrt^ 



Digitized by 



Google 



VNTIL DEATH U8 DO PABT. 187 

hmeit miff le sort de Vhumcmite.^ There is^ indeed, some fiitaliij 
about that copy of Durer's * Knight, Death, and the Deril,* 
which seems really ill-omened, for this is the second time it ha^ 
fidien. Thank you, sir< The frame only is injured, and I will 
not trouble you to remove it. Let it lean against the giat«^ 
until I have it rehung more securely." 

^It is too grim a picture for these walls, and stares at iti 
companions like the mummy at Egyptian banquets." 

^ On the contrary, it impresses me as grotesque in compariaott 
with Durer*s * Melancholy,' yonder, or with Holbein's *Lea 
Simulachres de la mort.' " 

"Durer's figure of * Melancholy' has never satisfied me, and 
there is more ferocity than sadness in the countenance, which 
would serve quite as well for one of the Erinney hunting 
Orestes, even in the adytum at Delphi. The hjce is more sinis- 
ter than sorrowfuL" 

" Since your opinion of that picture coincides so entirely witt 
mine, tell me whether I have successfully grasped Coleridge's 
dim ideal" 

Mrs. Grerome drew from a comer of the rear room an easel 
containing a finished but unframed picture ; and, gathering up 
the lace curtain drooping before the arch, she held the folds 
aside, to allow the light to fall fiill on the canvas. 

^Before you examine it, recall the description that suggested 
it." 

^'I am sorry to say that my recollection of the passage ia 
axceedingly vague and unsatisfactory. Will you oblige me by 
repeating it?" 

^ Excuse me ; your hand is resting upon the book, which ia 
open at the fragment." 

Dr. Grey bowed, ana, lifting the volume from the table 
glanced rapidly over the lines designated, then tunned to tlii 
picture, where, indeed, 

*' Stretched on a mouldering abbey's broadest wall, 
Where raimng ivies propped tiie rains steep, 
Her folded arms wrapping her tattered pall, 
Had Melancholy mused herself to sleepi. 
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The fern was pressed beneath her hair, 

The dark green adders tongae was there ; 

And still as past the flagging sea-gale weaJc, 

The long, lank leal bowed flattering o'er her ekeek. 

That pallid cheek was flushed; her eager look 
Beamed eloquent in Blumber I Inly wrought, 

Imperfect sounds her moTing lips forsook, 
And her bent forehead worked with troubled thooc^l^ 

Th» beautiful fiM;e of the recliiUDg figure was dreamily hop» 
le88 and dejected, yet pathetically patient ; and, in the strange 
amber light reflected from a sunset sea, the fringy shadow of a 
duster of fern-leaves seemed to quiver over the pale brow and 
still mouth, and floating raven hair, where the green snake 
glided with crest erect and forked tongue within an inch of one 
delicate, pearly ear. The gray stones of the lichen-spotted wall, 
the graceful sweep of the shrouding drab drapery, whose folds 
clung to the form and thence swung down from the edge of the 
rocky battlement, the mouldering ruins leaning against the 
quiet sky in the rear, and the glassy stretch of topaz-tinted sea 
in the foreground, were all painted with pre-Baphaelite exact- 
ness and verisimilitude, and every detail attested the careful, 
tender study, with which the picture had been elaborated. 

Was it by accident or design that the woman on the painted 
wall bore a vague, mournful resemblance to the owner and 
creator? Dr. Grey glanced from Durer's ^^ Melancholy'' to 
the canvas on the easel; then his fascinated eyes dwelt on 
the dainty features of the artist, and he thought involun- 
tarily of another Coleridgean image, — of the ** pilgrim in whom 
the spring and the autumn, and the melancholy of both, seemed 
to have combined." 

^ Mrs. Gerome, in this wonderful embodiment of Ooleridge^t 
firagmentary ideal you have painted your own portrait." 

^No, sir. Look again. My 'Melancholia' has a patient 
&ce, hinting of possible peace. When I design its companum, 
* Desolation,' I may be pardoned if my canvas reflects whal 
always fronts it." 
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*Biaj I aak when jou wrought oat thk extraorJinaiy com 
jqfrtdonr" 

<< Daring the past month. The last touch was given this 
Morning, and the paint is not jet dry on that cluster of purplish 
seaweed clinging to the base of the battlement. Last night I 
dreamed that Coleridge stood looking over my shoulder, and 
while I worked he touched the sea, and it flushed a ruby red, 
brighter than laudanum ; and then he leaned down, and with a 
pencil wrote Dele across the fragment in his ^Sibylline 
Leaves.' To-day I tried the effect of the hint, but the amber 
water mellows the woman's features, and the ruby light rendered 
4hem sullen and rigid." 

^ Were I to judge from the bizarre themes that you select, I 
Nhould be tempted to fear that the wizard spell of opium evoked 
some of these strangely beautiful creations of your brush. What 
suggested this picture ? ^ 

** You merely wish to complete your diagnosis of my psycho 
logical condition? If so, there is no reason why I should hesi- 
tate to tell you that while I was pla3dng one of Chopin's i^oo- 
tumes the significance of the Polish *Zal^ perplexed me. In 
striving to analyze it, Coleridge's ^Melancholy' occurred to my 
mind, and teased and haunted me until I wrought it out 
palpably. My work there means more than his fragment, and 
includes something which I suppose Chopin meant by that 
insynonymous word *Za?.'" 

Standing under the arch, with one hand holding back the 
laoe drapery, the other hanging nerveless at her side, she looked 
as weird as any of her ideal creations ; and, in the greenish sea- 
ahine breaking through the dense foliage of the trees about the 
bouse, her wan £eu», snowy muslin dress, and floating white 
ribbons, seemed unsubstantial as the figures on the walL To-day 
there was no spot of color in face or dress, save the azure gleam 
of the large, brilliant ring, on her uplifted hand ; and, as Dr 
Orey scrutinized her appearance, he found it difficult to realize 
that blood pulsed in that marble flesh, and warm breath fluttered 
in that firm, frigid mouth. Glancing around the rooms^ he 
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^'Solitade is indeed a misnomer for a home peopled with snob 
creations as adorn these walls." 

**No. Have you forgotten the definition of Epictetas? *2fc 
he friendless is solitude.'* ^^ 

'* I hope, madam, that jon may never find yourself in thai 
vnfortunate category, and certainly there are — " 

**Sir, I know what Michael Angelo felt when he wrote fboB 
Rome, * I have no friends ; I need none.' " 

She interrupted him with an indescribably haughty gesturO} 
and an anomalous spasm of the lips that belonged to no known 
class of smiles. 

"On the contrary, Mrs. Gerome, the hunger for true friendi 
has rendered you morose and cynical." 

He did not shrink from the wide eyes that flashed Uke blue 
steel in moonshine ; and as his own, calm, steady, and magnetic^ 
dwelt gravely on her face, he fancied she winced, slightly. 

**No, sir. When I himt or recognize friends, I shall borrow 
Diogenes' lantern. Good morning. Dr. Grey.'' 

"Pardon me if I detain you for a moment to inquire who 
taught you to paint." 

"The absolute necessity of self-forgetfulness." 

"But you surely had some tuition in the art?" 

"Yes; I had the usual boarding-school privilege of a master 
for perspective, and pasteL Dr. Grey, have you been to 
Europe?" 

"Yes, madam; on several occasions." 

"You visited Dresden?" 

"I did." 

" Step forward a little, — there. Now, sir, do you know that 
painting hanging over my escritovre f " 

"It is Ruysdael's 'Churchyard,' and, from this distance, 
seems a remarkably fine copy of that sombre, desolate, ghoTil- 
haunted picture." 

"Thank you. That is the only piece of work of which J fee) 
really proud. Some day, when the light is pure and strong, 
o(Hne in and examin) it. Now there is a greenish tinge over 
all things in the room thrown by s<^a-shunmer throng tbt 
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flostermg leaTes, Ah, what a long, low, presagefiil moaa ttiat 
was, which broke from foaming lips, on yonder strand I ^ 

^Crood mormng, Mrs. Grerome. The inspection of joui 
pictures has yielded me so much pleasure that I must tender 
yoa my very sincere thanks for your courtesy.'* 

She bowed distantly ; and, when he reached his buggy, h« 
l^oed back and saw that perfect, pallid face, pressed against 
the cedar facing of the oriel, looking seaward. He lifted hit 
hat, but she did not observe the salute ; and, as he drove away, 
■he kept her eyes upon the murmuring waves, and repeated, m 
[ her habit, the lines that chanced to present themselveti — 

'* Listen ! you hear the Bolemn roar 
Begin, and cease, and then again begin, 
With tremulous cadence, slow, and bzing 
The eternal note of sadness in. 
Sophodes, long ago, 
Heard it on the ^gean, and it brought 
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow 
Of human nusezy." 



CHAPTER XV. 




JlSS DEXTER, where is Muriel?" asked Dr. Oiey^ 
glancing around the library, where the governess 
sat sewing, while Salome read aloud a passage in 
A.riosto. 

" She is not very well, an d went up stairs, two hours ago, to 
t*t. Do you wish to see her immediately ? " 
" Yes. Call her down." 

When the teacher left the room. Dr. Grey approached the 
tftble where Salome sat, and looked over her shoulder. 

"T went to the Asylum to-day, and found little Jessie veiy 
well, but quite dissatisfied because you visit her so it^relf 
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To 1 should see her as often as possible, si^ce she is so ( 
drmt apon you for sympathy ioid affection." 

•'I do.'' 

^Miss Dexter gives a flattering report of your aptitude fbr 
•squiring languages, and assures me that you will soon speak 
Italian fluently." 

''Miss Dexter doubtless believes that praise of a pupi 
.eflects credit on the skill of the teacher. Unfortunately for 
her flattering estimate of me, I must disclaim all polyglot pro- 
cliyitiesy and have no intention of eclipsing Mezzofanti, Max 
Muller, or Giovanni Pico Mirandola. I needed, for a special 
purpose, a limited acquaintance with Italian ; and, as I have 
attained what I desired, I shall not trouble myself much longer 
with dictionaries and grammars." 

"And that special purpose — " 

** Concerns nobody else, consequently I keep it to myself" 

He turned from her and advanced to meet his ward, who 
came rapidly forward, holding out both hands. 

"Doctor, where have you been all day? I did not see ydu 
at breakfast or dinner, and it seems quite an age since yesterday 
afternoon. You see I am moping, horribly." 

"My dear child, I see you are looking pale and weary, which 
is overt and unpardonable treason. I sent for you to ai^ if it 
would be agreeable to you to walk, or drive with me." 

"Certainly, — either or both." 

She had placed her hands in his, and stood looking up joy- 
fully into his quiet countenance. 

" Get your hat, while I order my buggy brought to the door." 

** Thank you, my dear doctor. The very thing I longed foi, 
as I noticed you riding up the avenue. I never saw you 
•n horseback imtil to-dav. It is a delightfi 1 evening for a 
Arive." 

She gaUy swung his hands, like a gratified child, and started 
off for her hat, but, ere she crossed the threshold, turned back, 
and, walking up to her guardian, laid her arm on his ahott^te 
anJ whispered something. 
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He laughed, and put his hand tinder her chin, laying^ ai ht 
did BO, — 

** Little witch I How did you know it ? '^ 

Her reply was audible only to the ears for which it wu 
frmmed, and she darted away, evidently ^auch happier than 
the had seemed for many days. 

While awaiting her return, Dr. Grey picked up her ske^- 
book, and was examining the contents, when Salome rose and 
harried towards the door. As she passed him, his back was 
turned, and her muslin dress swept within reach of his spur, 
which caught the delicate fabria She impatiently jerked the 
dress to disengage it, but it climg to the steel points, and a long 
rent was made in thQ muslin. With a half-smothered ejacula- 
tion, she tried to wrench herself free, but the dress only tore 
across the breadth from seam to seam. Dr. Grey turned, and 
ntooped to assist her. 

^Wait an instant^ Salome; you have almost ruined your 
dress.'' 

He was endeavoring to disentangle the shreds from the jagged 
edge of the spur, but she bent down, and, seizing the skirt in 
both hands, tore it away, leaving a large fragment trailing frt>m 
the boot-heeL 

^^More haste, less speed.' Patience is better than petulance, 
my youn^ friend." 

His grave, reproving voice, rendered her defiant ; and, with 
a forced, unnatural laugh, she bowed, and hurried away, saying, 
as she looked over her shoulder, — 

^ And spurs than persuasion? You mistake my nature." 

Dr. Grey had been riding, all the morning, across a broken 
ptretch of country, where the roads were exceedingly insecure^ 
tndy as he removed the troublesome spur and laid it on the 
Biantel'piece, he folded up the strip of muslin and put it into 
kis pocket. 

** I am waiting for you," cried Muriel, from the hall door. 

He sighed, and went to his buggy; but the cloud did not 
melt from his brow, for, as he drove off, he noticed SalomelR 
gleaming eyes peering frx>m the window of her room ; and pity 
17 
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tnd pain mingled in the emot&ons with which he recaLed Ikb 
sister's warning words. 

^ Mutiel, here is your letter, and, better still, Gerard will Im 
with ns to-morrow. Diplomatic affairs brought him temponr 
rily to Washington, and he will spend next week with us. I 
cordially congratulate you, my dear child, and hastened homs 
to bring you the good news, which I felt assured you would 
prefer to receive without witnesses.** 

Muriel's blushing &tce was bent over her letter ; but she put 
her hand on her guardian' 4, and pressed it vigorously. 

^ A thousand thanks for all your goodness ! Gerard writei 
tharb it was through your influence he was enabled to visit 
Washington; and, indeed, dear Dr. Grey, we are both very 
grateful for your kind iuterest iu our happiness. Even poor 
papa could not be more considerate." 

"For several days past I have observed that you were 
unusually depressed, and that Miss Dexter looked constrained. 
Are you' not pleasantly situs^ted in my sister's house? Do not 
hesitate to speak frankly." 

Muriel's eyes filled with tears, and she answered, evasively, — 

** Miss Jane is very kind and affectionate." 

" Which means that Salome is not." 

" Dr. Grey, why does she dislike me so seriously ? I have 
tried to be friendly and cordial towards her ; but she constantly 
repels me. I really admire her very much ; but I am afrairl she 
positively hates me." 

" No, that is impossible; but she is a very peculiar, and, I am 
sorry to be forced to say, an unamiable girl, and is governed by 
every idle caprice. I hope that you will not allow yourself to 
be annoyed by any want of courtesy which she may unfortii- 
nately have displayed. Although a member of the household, 
Balome has no right to dispense or to withhold the hospitalities 
of my sister's home, or to insult her guests ; and I trust that 
her individual whims will have no effect whatever upon you, 
unless they create a feeling of compabsion and toleration in 
your kind heart. She has some good traits hidden under her 
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fcrMfiMfi^ and when jou know her better you will exouae hflt 
radaneas." 

<< Why is she so moody? I have not seen a pleaaant Bmik 
on her face since I came here.'' 

^ My dear child, let ns select some more agreeable topic fof 
diicnssion. Oerard will probably arrive on the early train, 
which will enable him to breakfast with ns to-morrow. H« 
will endeavor to persuade you to return at once to Europe; but 
I must tell you, in advance of his proposal, that I hope you will 
wit yield to hi« wishes, since it would grieve me to part with 
you so soon.'' 

Muriel turned aside her head to avoid her guardian's pene- 
trating gaze, and silently liBtened to his counsel concerning the 
course she should pursue towards her betrothed. 

For a year they had been affianced without the knowledge of 
her Either, from whom she had been separated ; but the frank- 
ness with which both had discussed the matter with Dr. Grey 
forbade the possibility of his withholding his approbation of 
the engagement ; though he assured them he could not consent 
to its speedy consummation, as Muriel wais too young and child- 
ish to appreciate the grave responsibility of such a step. Ge- 
rard Granville was several years older than his betrothed, and 
Dr. Grey had been astonished at his choice; but a long and inti- 
mate acquaiutance led him to esteem the young man so highly, 
that^ while he felt that Muriel was far inferior, he strove to 
stimulate her ambition, and hoped she would one day be fully 
worthy of him. 

To-day Dr. Grey drove for an hour through quiet, unfre- 
l^ented country roads ; and finally, when Muriel expressed her 
mU anxious to catch a glimpse of the sea and a breath of iti 
brine, he turned into a narrow track that led down to seme 
iahermen's huts on the beach. 

While they paused on the edge of the low, yellow strand, 
and iuhaled the fresh ocean air, Dr. Grey grew silent, and hia 
companion fell into a blissful reverie relative to tomorrow's 
•vents. Suddenly he placed his hand on her anr, and said, 
** Listen ! What a wonderf illy sweet, flexible voice { Surely, 
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fishermen^s wives are not singing Mcndelssolm's oompomtiottsf 
Did you hear that gush of mel:>dy? It comes not from thai 
house, but seems floating from the opposite direction. Such 
•trains aknost revive one's faith in the Hindoo Gcmdhcurwu^'-^ 
urosical genii, filling the air with ravishing sounds. There ! is 
it not exquisite ? Hold these reins while I ascertain who owns 
iliat marvellous voice." 

Eager and curious as a boy, he sprang from the buggy, and* 
following the bend of the beach, passed two small deserted huts, 
and plunged into a grove of stunted trees, whence issued the 
sound that attracted his attention. Ere he had proceeded 
many yards he saw a woman sitting on a bank of sand and 
oyster-shells, and singing from an open sheet of music, while 
she made rapid gestures with one hand. Her face was turned 
from him, but, as he cautiously approached, the pose of the figurei 
the noble contour of the head and neck, and a certain muslin 
dress which matched the strip in his pocket, made his heart 
beat violently. Intent only on solving the mystery, he stepped 
softly towards her ; but just then a brace of plover started up 
at his feet, and, as they whirred away, the woman turned her 
head, and he found himoelf face to face with his musician. 

"Salome!" 

«WeU,Dr. Grey." 

She had risen, and a beautiful glow overspread her cheeks^ m 
«he met his eyes. 

**What bringa you to this lonely spot, three miles from 
home, when tho sun has already gone down? " 

"Have I not as unquestionable a right to walk alone to 
the seaside ao you to drive your ward whithersoever you Ust? 
Poverty, as well as wealth, sometimes makes people strangely 
independent. What have you done with Miss Murie) 
Manton?" 

There was 9uch a sparkle in her eyes, such a bright flush on 
JMr |K)li£ihed cheeks and parted lips, that Dr. Grey wondered 
ftt her beauty, which hjul never before impressed tim as w 
extraordinary. 



Digitized by 



Google 



\VNTIL DEATH US DO PART. 19T 

** Salome, why have you concealed your musical gift from 
me? Who taught you to sing ?** 

** I am teaching myself^ with such poor aid as I can obtaia 
from that miserable yagaboni, Barilli, who is generally intozi 
cated three days out of every six. Did you expect to find 
Heine's yellow-haired Lcreley, or a treacherous ligeiai dli* 
ting on a rock, wooing passers-by to speedy destruction? ^ 

^ I certainly did not expect to meet my friend Salome alona 
at this hour and place. Child, do not trifle with me, — be 
fcruthfdl. Did you come here to meet any one ? ^' 

^ One never knows what may or may not happen. I cama . 
here to practise my music lesson, sana auditors, and I meet Dr« 
Grey, — the last person I expected or desired to see." 

He came a step nearer, and put his hand on her shoulder. 

" Salome, you distress and perplex me. My child, are you 
better or worse than I think you ? '* 

She lifted her slender hand and laid it lightly on his, which 
still rested upon her shoulder. 

'^I am both, — better and worse. Better in aim than you 
believe ; worse in execution than you could realize, even if I 
confessed all, which I have not the slightest intention of doiog. 
A by Dr. Grey, if you read me thoroughly, you would not be 
surprised, or consider it presumptuous that I sometimes think 
I am that anomalous creature,whom Balzac defined as ' Angel 
through love, demon through fEintasy, child through fidth, sage 
through experience, man through the brain, wconan through 
the heart, giant through bipe, and poet through dreams."* 

As Dr. Grey looked down into the splendid eyes, softened 
and magnided by a crystal veil of unshed tears, le sighed, and 
answered, — 

** You are, indeed, a bundle of contradictions. Why have yom 
■o sedulously concealed the existence of your fine voice, whick 
the majority of girls would have been eager to exhibit ? ^ 

*^ P- was not lack of vanity, but excess, that prompted me t« 
keep you in ignorance, until I could astonish you by its per* 
fiMstion. You have anticipated me only by a few days^ and I 
intended singing for you next week*" 
17* 
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** It is not prudent for you to venture so far from home, especially 
at this hour." 

**We paupers are not so fastidious as our lucky superiors, and 
cannot afford timid airs, and affectation of extreme nerrousness. 
Having no escort, and expecting none, I walk alone in any direction 
I choose, with what fearlessness and contentment I find myself able 
to command." 

^ It will be dark before you can reach the public road.^ 

*No, sir; there is a young moon swinging above the tre^i 
lops, to light me on my lonesome ramble ; and I oome here «o 
often that even the rabbits and whippoorwiUs know me. 
Where is Miss Muriel?" 

^Waiting in the buggy, on the beach. I must go back to 
her.'' * 

^Tes. Pray do not delay an instant^ or she will isiagine 
that some dire calamity has befallen her knight^' who, in 
hunting a siren, encountered Scylla or Chaiybdis. €k>od 
evening, Dr. Grey.** 

"I am unwilling to leave you here so unprotected. Come 
and ride with Muriel, and I will walk beside the buggy. My 
horse is so gentle that a child can guide him." 

"Thank you. Not for a ten-acre lot in Mohammed's 
Paradise would I mar Miss Muriel's happiness, or punish 
myself by a tite^-tite with her. It would be positively ' di&- 
courteous' in me to accept your proposal; and, moreover, f 
abhor division, — taut au rien,^ 

"Wilful, silly child 1 It is not proper for you to wander along 
that dreary road in the dark. Come with me." 

"Not I. Make yourself easy by recollecting that < naught is 
never in danger.' See yonder in the west, — 

* Where, lo 1 above the sandy sunset rose 
The silver sickle of the green-gowned witch.' " 

She laughed lightly, derisively, and collected the sheets of music 
scattered on the bank. 
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Silently Dr. Grey returned to his ward, who exclAUoedy ftl 
light of him, — 

^ I am glad to see jou again, for you stayed so long I wm 
growing frightened. Did you find the singer ? ^ 

"Yes.'* 

** What is the matter ? You look troubled and solemn.** 

'^ I am merely amioyed by circumstances beyond my oontroL 

** Dr. Grey, who was that sweet singer ? " 

« Salome Owen.*' 

" How can such a thing be possible, when I have never heani 
a note from her lips? You told me she had no musical talent.** 

^^ I was not aware that she sang at all, until this afternoon, 
and your surprise does not equal mine.'* 

** Where did you find her ? " 

" Sitting on a mound of sand, singing to the sea." 

''Who is with her?" 

** No one. I requested her to come with us, and offered to 
walk beside my buggy; but she declined. Please be so con- 
siderate as to say nothing about this occurrence, when you 
reach home ; because animadversion only hardens that poor girl 
in her whimsical ways. Now we will dismiss the matter." 

Muriel endeavored to render herself an agreeable companion 
during the remainder of the drive ; but her guardian, despite 
his fforts to become interested in her conversation, was evi- 
dently distraiC^ and both felt relieved when they reached 
Grassmere, where Miss Jane and the governess welcomed their 
return. 

Dr. Grey dismissed his buggy and entered the hall; bol 
passed through the house, and, crossing the orchard, followed 
the road leading seaward. 

Only a few summer stars were sprinkling their silvery rays 
•Tor the gray gloom of twilight, and the shining crescent im 
the violet west had slipped down behind the silent hills thai 
girded the rough, winding road. 

When Salome put her fingers on the gloved hand which, in 
the surprise of their unexpected meeting. Dr. Grey had involun- 
tarily placed on her shoulder, she had felt that he shranli 
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iDStantly from her touch, and withdrew his Laitd iastiiy, m if 
displeased with the familiarity of the action* All the turbid 
elements in her nature boiled up. Could it be possible that ha 
teally loved his rosy-faced, bright-eyed, prattling ward? Shff 
■et this conjecture squarely before her, and forced herself to 
contemplate it. If he desired to marry Muriel, of course he 
would do so whenever he chose, and the thought that he might 
call her his wife, and give her his name, his caresses, wrung a 
cry of agony frem Salome's lips. She threw herself on the 
sand-bank, and, resting her chin on her folded arms, gazed 
vacantly across the yellow strand at the glassy, leaden sea that 
stared back mockingly at her. 

She was too miserable to feel afraid of anything but Dr. 
Grey's marriage ; and, moreover, she had so ofben, during the 
early years of her life, gone to and fro in the darkness, that she 
was a stranger to that timidity which girls usually indulge under 
similar circumstances. The fishermen had abandoned the 
neighboring huts some months before, and ^^ Solitude," one 
mile distant, was the nearest spot occupied by human beings. 

She neither realized nor cared that it was growing darker, 
and, after awhile, when the sea was no longer visible through 
the dun haze that brooded over it, she shut her eyes and 
moaned. 

Dr. Grey had walked on, hoping every moment to meet her 
returning home ; and, more than once, he was tempted to retrace 
his steps, thinking that she might have taken some direct path 
across the hills, instead of the circuitous one bending around 
their base. Quickening his pace till it matched his pulse, 
whiiib an indefinable anxiety accelerated, he finally saw tli« 
huts dimly outlined against the starry sky and quiet sea. 

Pausing, he took off his hat to listen to 

*'*' The water lapphig uii the ong, 
And the long ripple washiiig in the reeds," 

And, while he stood wiping his brow, there came acroM the 
beech,— 
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^ A ay that shiTered to the tingling stsnit 
And, as it were one voice, an agony 
Of lamentation, like a wind that ahrillB 
All night in a waste land, where no one oomefli 
Or hath oome ainoe the making of the world." 

Jsk the unoertain light he nui towards the clump of treei 
#here he had left Salome, and strained his eyes to disoovei 
Aome moving thing.^ He knew that he must be very iaear the 
fpot^ but neither the expected sound nor object greeted himj 
and, while he stopped and held his breath to listen, the silence 
was profound and death-like. He was opening his lips to call 
the girPs name, when he fimcied he saw something move 
slightly, and simultaneously a human voice smote the oppreift- 
dve stillness. She was very near him, and he heard her 
laying to herself with mournful emphasis, — 

** Have I brought Joy, and slain her at his feet f 
Have I brought Peace, for his cold kiss to kill f 

Have I brought Youth, crowned with wild-flowers sweet, 
With sandals dewy from a morning hill, 
For his gray*, solemn eyes, to fright and chill f 

Have I brought Scorn the pale, and Hope the fleet, 

And First Love, in her lily winding-sheet, — 
AndishepitaessstOlf*' 

Dr. Grey knew now that she was not crying. Her hard, 
ringiQg, bitter tone, forbade all thought of sobs or tears ; but 
his heart ached as he listened, and surmised the application 
she was making of the melancholy lines. 

Unwilling that she should know he had overheard her, ht 
waited a moment, then raised his voice and shouted, — 

** Salome I Salome I Where are you ? ** 

There was no answer, and, fearing that she might elude inm^ 
he stretched out his arms, and advanced to the spot, which h« 
felt assured was only a few yards distant. 

She had risen, and, standing in the gloom of the coming 
night, deepened by the interlacing boughs above hei, she felt 
Dr. Grey's hand on her dress, then . on her head| ^ here tbi 
moistore hung heavily in her thick hair. 
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•* Salome, why do yon not answer me ? • 

Shame kept her silent. 

He passed his hand over her hot fiice^ then grof-ed far kfli 
fingers, which he grasped firmly in his. 

** Come home with yonr best friend." 

He knew that she was in no mood to submit to reprimand, 
te appreciate argument, or even to listen to entreaty, and that 
hb might as profitably undertake to knead pig-iron as expostu* 
late with her at this juncture. 

For a mile they walked on without uttering a word ; then 
he felt the fingers relax, twitch, and twine closely around hi« 
own. 

**!Dr. Grey, where is Muriel? Where is your buggy? '' 

'^ Both are at home, where others should have been, lorg 

•go." 

** You walked back to meet me ? " 

**Idid.'* 

** How did you find me, in the dark ? " 

*^ I heard your voice.*' 

"But not the words?*' 

** Why? Are you ashamed for me to hear what any strolling 
stranger, any unscrupulous vagabond, might have listened to ? '* 

" It is such a desolate, lonely place, I thought no one would 
stumble upon me, and I have been there so often without meet- 
ing a living thing except the crabs and plover." 

** You are no longer a child, and such rashness is altogether 
nnpardonable. What do you suppose my sister would think of 
four imprudent obstinacy ? " 

They walked another mile, and «gain Salome convulsively 
pressed the cool, steady, strong hand, in whic> hers lay hot and 
quivering. 

** Dr. Grey, tell me the truth, — don't torture me." 

** What shall I tell you ? You torture yourself." 

" Did you hear what T was saying to my own hea'ii ? " 

**I heard you repeating some lines which certamly shouJi 
f no relevancy for the real feeling of my young friend," 
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8he aaatched her fingers from bis^ and be knew she eoTared 
her face with them. 

Thej reached the gate at the end of the avenne, and Salome 
•topped suddenly, as the lights from the front windows hashed 
«mt on the lawn 

** €to in, and leave me.'' 

She threw herself on the sward, under one of the elm-treei^ 
■nd leaned her head against its trunk. 

'^ I shall do no such thing, unless jou desire the entire house- 
hold to comment upon your reckless conduct.** 

"Oh, Dr. Grey, I care little now what the whole world 
thinks or says ! Let me be quiet^ or I shall go mad.** 

"No; come into the house, and sing something to compensate 
me for the anxiety and fittigue you have cost me. I do not 
often ask a favor of you, and certainly in this instance you will 
not refuse to grant my request.'' 

She did not reply, and he bent down and softly stroked the 
hair that was damp with dew and sea-fog. 

The long-pent storm broke in convulsive sobs, and she trem- 
bled from head to foot, while tears poured over her burning 
cheeks. 

" Poor child I Can you not confide in me ? " 

" Dr. Grey, will you forget all that has passed to-day? Will 
you try never to think of it again ? " 

" On condition that you never repeat the offence." 

" You do not despise me ? " 

"No." 

"You pity me?" 

" I pity any human being who is so unfortunate as to poMMS 
your wilful, perverse, passionate disposition. Unless you ovciw 
come this dangerous tendency of character, you may expect only 
wretchedness and humiliation in coming years. I am sinoerely 
iony for you, but I tell you unliesitatingly, that I find it difGi 
tult to tolerate your grave and obtrusive faults." 

She raised her clasped hands, and said, brokenly, — 

"This is the kst time I shall ever ask you to foipve mt 
Will you? *• 
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** As freely tnd fullj as a grieved brother ever forgftve % waf » 
ward sister.'' 

He took the fo.ded hands, lifbed her froia the grasSy and led 
ker to a side door opening upon the east gallery. 

** Dr. Grey, give me one kind word before I go.** 

The lamp-light from the hall shone fiill on his pale £ao6, whiok 
iras sterner than she had ever seen it, as he forcibly withdrew 
his hands from her tight clasp, and, putting her away from hini| 
said, very coldly, — 

^ I exhausted my store of kind thoughts and words when I 
called you my sister." 

He saw that she understood him, for she tried to hide her 
£EM9e, but a spasm passed over it, and she would have fellen had 
he not caught her in his arms and carried her up to her own 
room. 

Stanley was asleep with his head pillowed on his open geog< 
raphy, but the candle burned beside him, and Dr. Grey placed 
Salome on a lounge near the window, and sprinkled her face 
with water. 

Kneeling by the low couch, he rubbed her hands vigorously 
with some cologne he found on her bureau ; and, watching her 
pale, beautiful features, his heart swelled with compassion, and 
his calm eyes grew misty. Consciousness very soon returned, 
and when she saw the noble, sorrowful countenance, bent anx- 
iously over her, she covered her face with her hands and moaned 
rather than spoke , — 

^* I can't endure your pity. Leave me with my self-contempt 
and deg^dation." 

'^ My little sister, I leave you in God's merciful hands, and 
trust you to the guidance of your womanly pride and self-respeoti 
Good-night. We will not engrave this imfortunate dsj on oui 
ftablets, but forget its record, save one fact, that for all tuoa \\ 
nakes me your brother; and, Salome, — 

** * Bo well not dream, nor look back, dear, 
But maroh right on, content and bold, 
To where onr life sets heayenly dear, — 
Weetwaid, behind the hills of gdd.' " 
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CHAPTER XVL 

CTRey, who is that beautiful girl to whmn Muriel 
iptroduced me this moming? I was so absorbed in 
admiration of her feice that I lost her name." 

As h^ spoke, Mr. Gerard Granville struck the ashes from hii 
oigar^ and walked up to the table where Dr. Grey was sealing 
0ome letters. 

*^ Her name is Salome Owen, and she is my sister's adopted 
child,** 

^^What is her age, if I may be pardoned such impertinent 
queries ? " 

** I believe she has entered her eighteenth year." 

** She is a regal beauty, and shows proud blood as plainly m 
any princess." 

"Take care, Granville; imagination has cantered away with 
your penetration* Salome's family were coarse and common, 
though doubtless honest people. Her feither was a drunken 
miller, who died in an attack of delerium tremens, and left his 
children as a legacy to the county. I merely mention these de- 
plorable facts to show you that yoilr boasted penetration is not 
entirely infallible." 

"Miller or millionnaire, — the girl would grace any court in 
Europe, and only lacks a dash of aplomb to make her irresistible. 
I have seen few faces that attracted and interested me so power^ 
ftiUy." 

"Yes, she certainly is very handsome; but I do not agree 
with you in thinking that she lacks aplomb, Granville, if you 
fcave finished your cigar, we will wijoum to the parlor, where 
ihe ladies are takiag their tea." 

Dr. Grey collected his letters and walked away, followed by 
his guest ; and, a moment after, a low, scornful laugh, floated in 
through the window which opened on the little flower-garden. 

Miss Jane had requested Salome to gather the seeds of some 
apple and nutmeg geraniums that were arranged on a slielf neai 
18 
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die westeru ydndow of the library; and, while scooping over thi 
diiiia jars, and screened from observation by a spreading lilao- 
bush, the girl had heard the conversation relative to herseHl 

Excessive vanity had never been numbered among the fauiti 
that marred her character, but Dr. Grey's indifference to pev- 
looai attractions, which strangers admitted so readily, piqaed, 
and thoroughly aroused a feeling that was destined to bring 
countlesB errors and misfortimes in its train; and, henceforth, — 

'* There was not a high thing out of heaven. 
Her pride o'ermastereth not.'' 

Hitherto the love of one man had been the only boon she 
craved of heaven ; but now, conscious that the darling hope of 
her life was crushed and withering under Dr. Grey's relentless 
feet, she resolved that the admiration of the world should 
feed her insatiable himger, — a maddening hunger which one 
tender word from his true lips would have assuaged, — but 
which she began to realize he would never utter. 

During the last eighteen hours, a mournful change had taken 
place in her heart, where womanly tenderness was rapidly re- 
treating before unwomanly hate, bitterness, and blasphemous 
defiance ; and she laughed scornfully at the ^^ idiocy " that led 
her to weary heaven with prayers for the preservation of a life 
that must ever run as an asymptote to her own. How earnestly 
she now lamented an escape, for which she had formerly ex- 
hausted language in expressing her gratitude ; and how much 
better it would have been if she could mourn him as dead, 
instead of jealously watching him, — living without a thought 
of her. 

All the girlish sweetness and freshness of her nature passed 
Away, and an intolerable weariness and disappointment usurped 
iti place. Since her acquaintar ce with Dr. Grey, he had been 
ker sole Mdek Taoua^ adored with Yezidi fervor ; but to-day 
•he overturned, and strove to revile and desecrate the idol, to 
whose vacant pedestal she lifted a colossal ^^anity. Her bruised, 
liiLub heart, seemed incapable of loving any one, or anything^ 
Mid a hatred and contempt of her race took possessicri of her. 
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The ^b ^p gipg hues of Muriel^s teU tale itce i^\ien Mr. Onn* 
fille arrived, and the excessive happiness that could not be 
maaked, had not esci^ped Salome's lynx vision; and ^erj 
aocorafcelj she conjectured the real condition of affairs, relatiT« 
to which Dr. Grey had never uttered a syllable. Bent upon 
mischief she had, malice prepense, dressed herself with unusual 
»re, and arranged her hair in a new style of coiffure, which 
proved very becoming. 

Now, as the hum of conversation mingled with the sound of 
Muri^rs low, soft laugh, reached her from the parlor, her 
chatoyant eyes kindled, and she hastily went in to join the 
merry circle. 

** Come here, child, and sit by me.'* said Miss Jane, making 
room on the sofiE^ as her protigee entered. 

" Thank you, I prefer a seat near the window.'' 

Dr. Grey sat in a large chair in the centre of the floor, with 
Muriel on an ottoman close to him, and Mr. Granville leaned 
over the back of the chair, while Miss Dexter shared Miss 
Jane's old-fashioned ample sofiu In fixll view of the whole 
party, Salome seated herself at a little distance, and, with 
admirably assumed nonchalance, began to enclose and sew up 
the geranium-seeds, in some pretty, colored paper bags, prepared 
for the purpose. 

After a few minutes Mr. Granville sauntered across the room, 
looked at the cuckoo clock, and finally went over to the window, 
where he leaned against the facing and watched Salome's slender 
irhite fingers. 

She was dressed in a delicate muslin, striped with narrow {onk 
dixtiBy and flounced at the bottom of the skirt, and wore a ribbon 
taah of the same color ; while in the broad braids of hair raised 
high on her head, she had fastened a superb half-blown Baron 
Trovost rose, juit where two long glossy curls crept down. Th« 
puffed sleeves, scarcely reaching the elbows, displayed the finely 
rounded whitc# arms, ani the exactness with which the aiiy 
muslin fitted her form, showed its symmetrical outline to tbf 
greatest advantage. 

Muriel touched her guardian, and whispered^— 
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^ Did you ever see Salome look so beautiful ? Her ooiffiivt 
to-niglit is almost Parisian, and how very becoming ! " 

Dr. Grey was studying the umocent, happy countenance of lii« 
nnsuspecting ward, and he could not repress a sigh, ^hen, turning 
his eyes towards Salome, he noticed the undisguised admiratioo 
in Mr. Granville's earnest gaza. 

A nameless dread made him take MuriePs hand and ieaii hm 
to the piano. 

** Play something for me. I am music-hungry.'' 

^ Is Saul sad to-night? " she asked, smiling up at him. 

^^A little fatigued and perplexed, and anxious to have hit 
cares exorcised by the magic of your fingers.'' 

With womanly tact she selected a, fantasia which Mr. Gran- 
ville had often pronounced the gem of her repertoirey and 
momentarily expected to hear his whispered thanks ; but page 
afber page was turned, and still her lover did not approach the 
piano, where Dr. Grey stood with folded arms and slightly con- 
tracted brows. Muriel played brilliantly, and was pardonably 
proud of her proficiency, which Mr. Granville had confessed 
first attracted his attention ; and to-night, when the piece was 
concluded and she commenced a JPolonaisej she looked over her 
shoulder hoping to meet a grateful, fond glance. But his eyes 
were riveted on the Mr rosy face at his side, and his betrothed 
bit her pouting lip and made sundry blunders. 

As she rose from the piano-stool, Mr. Granville exclaimed, — 

" Miss Muriel, you love music so well that I trust you will 
add your persuasions to mine, and induce Miss Owen to sing 
for us, as she declares she is comparatively a tyro in instrumen- 
tal music, and would not venture to perform in your presence." 

" She has never simg for me, but I hope she will not refiiM 
your request. Salome, will you not oblige us? " 

Muriel's eyes were dim with tears, but her sweet voice did 
not falter. 

^* I was not aware that you sang at all," said Miss Dezteri 
looking up from a mat which she was crocheting. 

^ She has a fine voice, but is very obstinate in dodining ti 
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Ofeit. Oomey Salome, don't be childish, dear. Sing aometluiig,* 
ooaKed Miss Jane. 

The girl waited a few seconds, hoping iihat another yoioc 
would swell the general request, but the lips she loved best wera 
mute ; and, suddenly tossing the paper bags from her lap, she 
.rose and moved proudly to the piano. 

« Miss Manton, will you or Miss Dexter be so kind as to pky 
Kj Accompaniment for me ? I am neither Liszt, nor Thalberg, 
and the vocal gymnastics are all that I can venture to under- 
take.'' 

Muriel promptly resumed her seat before the instrument, and 
played the symphony of an aria from '^Favorite," which Salome 
placed on the piano-board. Barilli had assured her that she 
rendered this fiery burst of rage and hatred as well as he had 
ever heard it ; and, folding her fingers tightly around each other 
Hhe drew herself up to her full height, and sang it. 

Mr. Granville leaned against the piano, and Dr. Grey wai 
standing in the recess of the window when the song began, but 
ere long he moved forward imconsciously and paused, with hia 
hand on his ward's shoulder and his eyes riveted in astonish- 
ment on Salome's countenance. She knew that the approbation 
and delight of this small audience was worth all the encore 
shouts of the millions who might possibly applaud her in future 
years ; and if ever a woman's soid poured itself out through her 
lips, all that was surging in Salome's heart became visible to 
the man who listened as if spell-bound. 

Miss Jane grasped her crutches, and rose, leaning upon them, 
while a look of mingled joy and wonder made her sallow face 
eloquent ; and Miss Dexter dropped her ivory needle, and gazed 
in amazement at the singer. Muriel forgot her chords, — turned 
|Myrtially around, and watched in breathless surprise the mar- 
▼ellous execution of several difficult passages, where the rich 
roice seemed to linger while improvising sparkling turns and 
trills that were strangely intricate, and indescribably sweet. 

As she approached the close of her song, Salome became 
temporarily oblivious of pride, wounded vanity, and murdered 
hopes, -—forgot all but Ihe man at hei side, for whose commen- 
IS* 



Digitized by 



Google 



JIO UNTIL DEATH U8 DO I AWT. 

dation aha had toiled so patiently, and turning lier donliedi 
radiant &ce, towards him, her magnificent eyes aflame with 
triumph looked appealingly up at his, and her hands were ax- 
tended till they rested on his arm. 

So the song ended, and for a moment the parlor was still ai 
a tomb. Dr. Grey silently enclosed the girPs two hands in hin^ 
and, for the first time since she had known him, Salome saw 
tears swimming in his grave, beautiful eyes, and noticed a sli^t 
tremor on his usually steady lips. 

^ There is nothing in the old world or the new comparable 
fco that voice, and I flatter myself I speak ex cathedra. Miss 
Owen, you wiU soon have the public at your feet." 

She did not heed Mr. Granville's enthusiastic eulogy. She 
saw nothing but Dr. Grey's admiring eyes, — felt nothing but 
the close warm clasp, in which her folded fingers lay, — and her 
ears ached for the sound of his deep voice. 

*^ Salome, I shall not soon forgive you for keeping me in 
ignorance of the existence of the finest voice it has ever been 
my good fortune to hear. Klnowing your adopted brother's 
fondness for music, how could you hoard your treasure so par- 
simoniously, denying him such happiness as you might have 
conferred ? " 

He untwined her fingers, which clung tenaciously to his, and 
saw that the blood ebbed out of cheeks and Hps as she listened 
to his carefully guarded language. Silently she obeyed Miss 
Jane's summons to the sofa. 

** You perverse witch ! Where have you been practising all 
these months, that have made you such a wonderful cantatrioef 
Ohild, answer me." 

^ I did not wish to annoy the household by thrumming on the 
piano and afflicting their ears with false flat scales, consequently 
I followed the birds, and rehearsed with them, under the trees, 
•hd down on the edge of the sea. K you like my voice I am 
l^ad, because I have studied to perfect it." 

^ like it, indeed I As if I could avoid liking it I But j'*! 
must have had good training. Who taught you ? ^ 

^ I took lessons from BarillL" 
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** Aba, — TJlpian I Now you can nndersiand how ne eotktrirei 
to feed his fiuuily. Salome's sewing-money explains it alL 
Kiss me, dear. I always belie 7ed there was more in you tha« 
came to the siirfaoe.^' 

" Miss Owen ought to go upon the stage. Such gifts as hew 
^long to the public, who would soon crown her queen of song,'^ 

Salome glanced at the handsome stranger, and bowed. 

" It is my purpose, sir, to dedicate myself and future to thfl 
Opera, where I trust I shall not utterly fail, as I have been for 
a year studying with reference to this step." 

A bomb-shell falling in that quiet circle, would scarcely have 
startled its members more effectually; and, anxious to avoid 
comment, Salome quitted the parlor and ran out on the lawn. 

After awhile she heard Muriel's skilful touch on the piano, 
and, when an hour had elapsed, the echo of voices died away, 
and soon a profound silence seemed to reign over the house. 

The hot blood was coursing thick and fast in her veins, and 
evil purposes brooded darkly over her oppressed and throbbing 
heart. She was thoroughly cognizant of the intense admiration 
with which Mr. Granville regarded her, and to-night she had 
compared his handsome &ce with the older, graver, and less 
regular features of Dr. Grey, and wondered why the latter was 
so much more fascinating. Her beauty transcended Muriel's, 
and it would prove an easy task to supplant her in the affectiom 
of her not very ardent lover. life in Paris, spiced with the 
political intrigues incident to diplomatic circles, would divert 
her thoughts, and might possibly make the coming years endura- 
ble. Was the game worth the candle ? No thought of Muriel'0 
misery entered for an instant into this entirely sordid calcula- 
tion, or would have deterred her even momentaril/, had it 
presented itself in expostulation. The girl's heart had suddenly 
grown callous, and her hand would ha re ruthlessly smitten down 
any object that darea to cross her patn, or retard the accomplish* 
ment of her schemes. Weary at last ;,f pacing the dim starlii 
avenue, and yet too wretched to think of sleeping, she reentered 
the housei and cautioui^ly locking the door, threw herself into a 
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comer of the parlor M0&, which stcod just beneath the portndl 
she so often studied. 

If she had not at this juncture been completely absorbed ii 
gazing upon it, she might have seen the original, who socn roiP 
and came forward from the shadow of the curtains. 

"Salome, I wish to make you my confidante, — to tell yon 
Bometldng which I have not yet mentioned even to Janet. OaD 
I trust you, little sister ? " 

Besting against the arm of the sofa, he looked intently into 
her face, reading its perturbed lines. 

"I presume you are amusing yourself by tantalizing my 
curiosity, as your experiments appear to have thoroughly 
satisfied you that I am utterly unworthy of trust. I follow the 
flattering advice you were so kind as to give me some time since, 
and make no promises, which shatter like crystal under the 
hammer of the first temptation. You see, sir, you are teaching 
me to be cautious." 

"You are teaching yourself lessons in dissimulation and 
malipiousness, that you will heartily rue some day, but your 
repentance will come too tardily to mend the mischief." 

She tried to screen her countenance, but he was in no mood 
for trifling, and putting his palm under her chin, forced her to 
submit to his scrutiny. 

" Salome, if I did not cherish a strong Mth in the latent 
generosity of your soul, I would not come to you as I do now 
to offer confidence, and demand it in return." 

She guessed his meaning, and her eyes glowed with all the 
baleful light that he had hoped was extinguished forever. 

** Dr. Grey makes a grace of necessity, and a pretence of ccii 
fiding that which has ceased to be a secret. .Is such his boasted 
candor and honesty ? " 

" If I believed that you were already acquainted with what 
I propose to divulge, I would not fritter away my time in 
appealing to a nobility of feeling which that fact aloi^ would 
prove the hopelessness of my ever finding in you." 

He felt her &ce grow hot, and for an instant her eyes lirooped 
before bis, stem and almost threatening. 
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^ Well, sir ; I wait for youi confidential disclosures. L* there 
% Ouy Fawkes, or Titus Gates, plotting agaiost the peace and 
prosperity of the house of Grey ? " 

" Verily I am disposed to apprehend that there may be." 

She endeavored to wrench her face from his hand, but he held 
It finnly, and continued, — 

** I wish to say to you that Muriel is very sensitive^ and 1 
liope that during Mr. Granville's visit, you will try to be a4 
considerate and courteous as possible, to both. Salome, Gerara 
Granville has asked Muriel to be his wife, and she has promised 
to marry him at the expiration of a year.'* 

The girl laughed derisively, and exclaimed, — 

" Pray, Dr. Grey, be so good as to indulge me with youi 
motive in furnishing this piece of information ? " 

" Your astuteness forbids the possibility of any doubt with 
reference to my motives, — which are, explicitly, anxiety for 
Muriel's happiness, and for the preservation of your integrity 
•nd self-respect.'* 

** What jeopardizes either ? " 

"Your heartless, contemptible vanity, which tempts you to 
dwnand a homage and incense that should be offered only where 
it is due, — at another, and I grieve to add, a purer shrine.'' 

"Ah 1 My unpardonable sin .consists in having braided my 
black locks, and made myself comely 1 If you will procure an 
authentic portrait of the Witch of Endor, I will do proper 
penance by likening my appearance thereunto. Poor little rose ! 
Can't you open your pink lips and cry peccavi f Come aown, 
sole ally and accomplice of my heinous vanity, and plead for me, 
and make the amende honorable to this grim guardian of Miss 
Muriel's peace ! " 

She snatched the drooping rose from, her hair, and tossed it 
at his feet. 

" Salome, you forget yourself! " 

His stem displeasure rendered her reckless, and she oon- 
fcixmed, — 

" True, sir. I did forget that the poor miller's child had no 
right to obtrude her comeliness in the presence of the bankir'a 
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daai^ter. I oonfess my ^hlgh crime and misdemeanor' tguuui^ 
the pet of fortone, and await my condign punishment. Is H 
jroiir sovereign will that I shear my shining locks like royal 
Berenice, and offer them in propitiation ? Or, does it seem * good| 
meet^ and your bounden duty,' to have me promptly inoculated 
with small-pox, for the destruction of my skin, which is unjusti* 
fiably smoother and clearer than — ^ 

«Huah,hushl'' 

He laid his hand over her lips; and, for a while, there was aa 
awkward pause. 

^ K it were only possible to inoculate your heart with a little 
genuine womanly charity, — if it were possible to persuade you 
to %dopt as your rule of conduct that golden one which Christ 
gave as a patent of peace to all who followed it. But it is futile, 
hopeless. You will not, you will not, — and my fluttering dove 
is at the mercy of a famished eagle, already poised to swoop. I 
* reckoned without my host ' when I so confidently appealed to 
your magnanimity, to your feminine integrity of soul. You are 
a * deaf adder that stoppeth her ear.* " 

^ Which will not ^ hearken to the voice of the charmer, charm 
he never so wisely.' Dr. Grey, what has tke pampered heiress, the 
h&^^jjicmc^e of that handsome man up-stairs, to fear from the 
poverty-stricken daughter of a miller, who you conscientiously 
inform your guest passed from time to eternity through the 
gate opened by delirium tremens. Mark you, my * adder ears ' 
have not been sealed all the evening." 

She had taken his hand from her lips, and thrown it from 
Iter. 

^ People who condescend to listen to conversations that are 
not intended for them, generally deserve the punishment of 
hearing unpleasant truths discussed. Salome, our interview is 
at an end." 

•*Not yet. Do you sincerely desire to see Muriel Mr, 
Granville's wife?" 

^ I do, because 1 know that she is strongly attached to him." 

^ And you are sufficiently generous to sacrifice your happi- 
^ in order to promote hers? Oh| marvellous magnanimity t* 
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• Your insinaation is beneath my notice." 

** How long have you known of her engagement ? ** 

^ Since the first interview I had with her, after her &thfl/i 



^'Let me see your &ce, Dr. Orey. If truth has not beett 
!innted out of the earth, it took refuge in your eyes. There^ 1 
m satisfied. Tou never loved her. I think I must have ben 
insane, or I would not have imagined it possible. No, no ; sha 
never touched your heart, save with a feeling of oompassion. 
Don't go, I want to say something to you. Sit down, and let 
me think.'' 

She walked up and down the room for ten minutes, and, with 
his £BLce bowed on his hand, Dr. Grey watched and waited. 

Finally he stooped to pick up the crushed rose on the floor, 
and then she came back and stood before him. 

" I promise you I will not lay a straw in the path of Muriel's 
nappiness, and it shall not be my fault if Mr. Granville fails in 
a lover's devoir, I was tempted to entice him from his sworn 
allegiance. Why should I deny what you know so well ? But 
I will not, and when I give my word, it shall go hard with me 
but I keep it ; especially when you hold the pledge. Are you 
satisfied ? I know that you have little cause to trust me, but I 
teU you, sir, when I deceive you, then all heaven with its 
hierarchies of archangels can not save me." 

After all, Ulpian Grey was only a man of flesh and blood, and 
his heart was touched by the beauty of the young fisu^e, and the 
mournful sweetness of the softened voice. 

'^ Thank you, Salome. I accept your promise, and rely upon 
it. As a pledge of your sincerity I shall retain this rose, and 
return it to you when little Muriel is a happy wife." 

She clasped her hands, and looked at him with a mournful, 
wistful expression, that puzzled him. 

^ My Mend, my little sister, what is it ? Tell me, and let ma 
belp you to do your duty, for I see that you are wrestling de*^ 
perately with some ]great temptation." 

^ Dr. Grey, be merciful to me. Send me awf y. Oh^forQod's 
sake^ send me away ! " 
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She had grown ghastly pale, and her whole &oo indexed • 
depth of anguish and despair that baffled utterance. 

^ Mj dear child, where do jou desire to go ? If your wiahM 
are reasonable they shall be granted.'' 

^ Will you persuade Miss Jane to take Jessie in my plaoe^ 
md send me to France or Italy ? " 

^to study music with the intention of becoming a pniam 

« Yes, sir.'' 

^ My young Mend, I cannot conscientiously advise a compli- 
ance wiUi wishes so fraught with danger to yourself." 

** You fear that my voice does not justify so expensive an 
ixperiment?" 

^^ On the contrary, I have not a doubt that your extraordi- 
nary voice will lift you to the highest pinnacle of musical cele- 
brity ; and, because your career on the stage promises to prove 
BO brilliant, I shudder in anticipating the temptations that will 
unavoidably assail you." 

" You are afraid to trust me ? " 

"Yes, my little sister; you are so impulsive, so prone to 
hearken to evil dictates rather than good ones, that I dread the 
thought of seeing you launched into the dangerous career you 
contemplatOi without some surer, safer, more infallible pilot 
than vour proud, passionate heart. If you were homely, and 
a dullard, I should entertain less apprehension about youi 
future." 

Her broad brow blackened with a frown that became a terrible 
scowl, and her eyes gleamed like lightning under the edge of 
a thunderous summer cloud. 

*^ What is it to you whether I live or die ? The immaculate 
•onl of XJlpian Grey, M.D., will serenely wing its way up 
through the stars, on and on to the great Gates of Pearl,— 
oblivious of the beggar who, from the lowest Hades, where 
•he haa fidlen, eagerly watches his flight." 

" The anxious soul of Ulpian Grey will pray for yours, as 
Long as we remain on earth. Salome, I am the truest friend 
fork will ever find thii^ side of the Oily of God; and, when I lea 
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you plunging madly into xoin, I shall snatch jou ba^vk, cost mm 
what it may. Your jeers and struggles have not detened ma 
hithei tO| nor shall they henceforth. You are as incapable of 
guiding yourself aright, as a rudderless bark is of stemming tha 
g^df-stream in a south-west gale; and 7 am afiraid to trust yoii 
out of my sight.'* 

^Yes, I understand yon; the good angel in your natuz* 
pides the demon in mine. But your pity stifles me ; I oould 
not endure it; and, besides, I cannot stay here any longer. I 
must go out into the world, and seize the fortune that people 
tell me my voice will certainly yield me." 

Flush and sparkle had died out of her fsu^e, which, in its 
worn, haggard pallor, looked five years older than when she 
entered the parlor, three hours before. 

" Pecuniary considerations must not influence you, because, 
while Janet and I live, you shall want nothing; and when either 
dies, you will be liberally provided for. Dismiss from your 
mind a matter that has long been decided, and which i^o wish 
of yours can annul or alter." 

With an impatient wav< of the hand, she answered, — 

^ Gi ve to poor little Jessie and Stanley what was intended 
for me. They are helpless, but I can take care of myself; and, 
moreover, I am not contented here. I want to see something 
of the world in which — hon gr^ mal g7^ — I find myself. Let 
me go. Kousseau was a sage. ^Le monde eat le Ivore dea 
femmesJ* " 

He shook his head, and said, sorrowfully, — 

'^No, your instincts are unreliable; and if you roam away 
from Jane and from me, you will sip more poison than honey. 
Be wise, and remain where Providence has placed you. I will 
bring Jessie here, and you shall teach her what you choose, and 
Stanley can command all the educational advantages he will 
improve. After a while, you shall, if you prefer it, have a 
pleasant home of your own, and dwell there with the two little 
ones. Such has long been my scheme and purpose ; but^ during 
my sister's life, she will never consent to give you up ; and you 
19 
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owe it to her not to desert her in the closing yearii, when ilia 
most urgently requires the solace of your love and society.** 

Saloiie covered her face with her hands, and something like 
t heavy dry sob shook her frame ; but the spring of bitterness 
seemed sxhaustless, and her voice was indescribably scomfiil 'm 
Its defiant ring. 

" You are very charitable^ Dr. Grey, and I thank juu for aU 
your embiyonic benevolent plans for me and my pauper reli^ 
tives ; but I have drawn a very different map for my fufciure 
years. You seem to regard this house as a second **Xta Tou/r 
9cm8 veninj^ which, like its prototype near Grenoble, possesses 
an atmosphere &tal to all poisonous, noxious things; but surely 
you forget that it has long sheltered me." 

"No, it has never arrogated the prerogative of *ia TotMr 
ecms veni/riy but of one thing, my poor wilftd child, you shall 
never have reason to be skeptical, — that dear Jane and I wiD 
indefatigably strive to serve you as faithfully and successfully, 
as did in ancient days, llie Psylli whom Plutarch im- 
mortalized." 

Wlule he spoke Dr. Grey had been turning over the leaves 
of the old family Bible, which happened to lie within his reach ; 
and now, without premonition, he read aloud the fifty-fifth 
Psahn. 

She listened, not willingly, but ex necessitate reiy and rebel- 
liously ; and, when he finished the Psalm, and knelt, with his face 
on his arms, which were crossed upon the back of a chair, she 
gtood haughtily erect and motionless beside him. 

His prayer was brief and fervent, that God would aid her 
in her efforts to curb her passionate temper, and to walk in 
accordance with the teachings of Jesus; and that he would 
especially over-rule all things, and guide her decision in the im- 
portant step she contemplated. He rose, and turned towarJf 
ber, but her countenance was hidden. 

** Good night, Salome. God bless you and direct you." 

She raised her face, and her eyes sought liis with a long, 
questioning, pleading gaze, so full of anguish that he could 
ioaroely endure it. Then he saw the last spark if hope expire ; 
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and gh* bent her queenlj head an insiaiity and Bilenily 
from the parlor. 

^ I have watched mj fiist and holiest hopes dspaiti 
One after one; 
I have held the hand of Death upon mj hMct| 
And made no moan.** 



CHAPTER XVIL 



^^ RSQ^^^^^^^ ^7 intrusion, Mrs. Gerome, and aaoiibe ii 

ftpBI to Elsie's anxiety concerning your health. In com- 

iBil^BI pliance with her request, I have come to ascertain 
whether you really require my attention.'* 

Dr. Grey placed his hat and gloves on the piano, and estab- 
iishod himself comfortably in a large chair near the arch, where 
Mrs. Gerome, palette in hand, sat before her easeL 

*^ Elsie's nerves have run away with her sound tx>mmon sense, 
and filled her mind with vagaries. She imagines that I need 
medicine, whereas I only require quiet and peace, which neither 
she nor you will permit me to enjoy." 

She did not even glance at the visitor, but mixed some colon 
rapidly, and deepened the rose-tints in a cluster of apple- 
blossoms she was scattering in the foreground of a picture. 

^ If it is not of vital importance that those pearly petals 
■hould be finished immediately, I should be glad to have you 
torn your face towards me for a few moments. There, — thank 
you. Mrs. Gerome, do I look like a nervous, whimsical man, 
whose iacucj mastered his professional judgment, or blunted hia 
acumen f" 

''Tou certainly appear as phlegmatic, as utterly unimagina- 
tive, as any lagor-loving German, whom Teniers or Ostade ev«t 
painted * UrUer den linden,^ " 

' Then my words should possess some influence when thaf 
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oorroboiate Elsie's statement^ that you are £ar from well. D% 
not be childishly incredulous, and impatiently shake your head; 
from a woman of your age and sense one expects more dignity 
and prudence." 

'^ Sir, y®ur rudeness has at least a flavor of stem honesty that 
■tfJkes it almost palatable. Do you propose to take my case 
bto your skilful hands? '* 

^ I merely propose to expostulate with you upon the unfortu- 
nate and ruinous course of life you have decided to pursue. No 
eremite of the Thebaid, or the Kitroon, is more completely 
immured than I find you; and the seclusion frx>m society is 
quite as deleterious as the want of out-door air and sunshine. 
Tour mind, debarred from communion with your race and de- 
nied novel and refreshing themes, centres in its own operations 
and creations, broods over threadbare topics until it has grown 
morbid ; and, instead of deriving healthfrd nourishment frx>m 
the world that surrounds it, exhausts and consumes itself like 
fikbled Arachne, spinning its substance into fibny nothings.'' 

** Filmy nothings ! Thank you. I flatter myself when I am 
safely housed under marble, the world will place a diflerent 
estimate upon some things I shall leave behind to challenge 
criticism." 

^ How much value will public plaudits possess for ears sealed 
by death ? Mrs. Gerome, you are too lonely ; you must have 
companionship that will divert your thoughts." 

" Not I, indeed I All that I require, I have in abundance, — 
music, books, and my art Here I am independent, for remem 
ber that he was a petted son of &me, who said, * Books are 
the true Elysian fields, where the spirits of the dead conversei 
and into these fields a mortal may venture unappalled. What 
king's court can boast such company, — what school of phi- 
kMBophy such wisdom ? ' Verily if you had ever examined my 
Ubrary you would not imagine I lacked companionship. Why 
■ir, yonder, — 

* The old, dead authora throng me round about, 
jknd ElsBTlr 8 gray ghosts from leathsm graves look oak ' 
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Ocnmt Oxenstiefn spoke truly, when he declared, 'Oooupie^ 
with the great minds of antiquity, we are no longer annoyed bj 
contemporaneous fools.' *' 

She rose and pointed to the handsome cases in the rear room, 
filled with choice volumes ; and, while she stood with one am 
resting on the easel. Dr. Grey looked searchingly at her. 

To-day there was a epvrUuelle beauty in the white &oe that 
he had never seen before ; and the large eloquent eyes were loll 
of dreamy sunset radiance, unlike their wonted steely glitter. A 
change, vague and indefinable, but unmistakable, had certairly 
passed over that countenance since its owner came to reside at 
** Solitude," and, instead of marring, had heightened its loveli- 
ness. The features were thinner, the cheeks had lost something 
of their pure oval moulding, and the delicate nostrils were 
almost transparent in their waxen curves ; but the arch of the 
lip was softened and lowered, and the face was like that of some 
marble goddess on which midsummer moonshine sleeps. 

Her white mull robe was edged at the skirt and up the front 
with a rich border of blue morning-glories, and a blue cord and 
tassel girded it at her waist, while the broad braids of hair at 
the back of her head were looped and fastened with a ribbon of 
the same color. Her sleeves were gathered up to keep them 
clear of the paint on the palette, and the dimples were no longei 
visible in her arms. The ivory flesh was shrinking closer to the 
small bones, and the diaphanous hands were so thin that the 
sapphire asp glided almost off the slender flnger around which 
it was coiled. 

^ Mrs. Oerome, you have lost twenty pounds of flesh withio 
the last two months, and your extreme pallor alarms me.'' 

*^ All things look pallid in these rooms, for the light is blnishi 
reflected from carpet, furniture, and curtains." 

** I have noticed that you invariably wear blue, to the exclu- 
sion of all other colors." 

*^ Yes. Throughout the Levant it is considered a mortuary 

color ; and, moreover, I like its symbolism. The Mater dolorosa 

often wears blue vestments; also the priests during Lent; and 

even the images of Christ are veiled i^ blue, as holy week ap^ 

19* 
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pioaches. Azure, in its absolute significance, represents truth^ 
and is the symbol of the soul after death ; so, as I walk thf 
earth, — a fleshy Meath in life,' — I clothe myself symbolic 
cally. In pagan cosmogonies the Creator is always colored blue 
Jupiter .Ajcomon, Yischnou, Cneph, Krischna, — all are azure. 
And because it is a solemn, consecrated color, mystic and moumr 
fill, I wear it." 

, " My dear madam, this is a morbid whimsicality that trencLei 
closely upon monomania, and would be more tolerable in a lack- 
adaisical school-girl, than in a mature, intelligent, and gifted 
woman. Some of your fantasies would be positively respectable 
in a Bedlamite, and you seem an anomalous compoimd of 
eccentricities peculiar to extreme youth and to advanced age." 

" I believe, sir, that you are entirely correct in your analysis 
I stand before you, yoimg in years, but forsaken by that ^ blue- 
eyed Hope' who frolics hand in hand with youth; and yet 
utterly devoid of that philosophy and wisdom which justly 
belong to the old age of my heart." 

Her tone was indescribably weary, and, as she laid aside hex 
brush and folded her hands together on the cross-beam of the 
easel, the transient light died out of her countenance, and the 
worn, tired look, came back and settled on every feature. 

" The soft, sad eyes, 
Set like twi%ht planets in the rainy skies,-^ 
With the brow all patience, and the lips all pain,^— 

wove a strange spell o-ver the visitor, whose gaze was riveted <m 
the only woman who had ever aroused even temporary interest 
in his heart 

She was always beautiful, but to-day there was a helpless, 
lK>peless abandonment in her listless demeanor, that appealed 
iOOoesufuUy to the manly tenderness and chivalry of his nature ; 
wcA into his strong, true, noble soul, came a longing to cheer, 
and guide, and redeem this strange, desolate woman, whose 
personal loveliness would have made her regnant over the gay 
circles of fashionable life, yet whose existence was more lonelj 
iha^ that of an eaglet in some mo ontain eyrie. 
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Bifling, he leaned against the easel and looked down into ih« 
oolorless face that possessed such a wondiois charm for him. 

^Mrs. Gerome, for natures diseased like yours^ the only 
cemedy^ the only cure, is earnest, vigorous labor; and the regi- 
men you really require is moumfr.lly at variance with yoot 
present habits and modes of thought." 

^ I do labor incessantly ; more inde&tigably than any ploui^ 
man, or mason, or carpenter. Your prescription has beea 
thoroughly tested, and foimd worthless, as an antidote to my 
malady, — hopelessness." 

^ Unfortunately the labor has all been mental ; heart and soul 
have stood aloo^ while the brain almost wore itself out. This 
canvas is destroying you; your creations are too rapid, too 
exhausting." 

" Dr. Grey, you grievously misapprehend the whole matter, 
for my work reminds me of what Canova once said of West's 
pictures, *He groups; he does not compose.'" 

Dr. Grey put his hand on her wrist, and counted the rapid, 
feeble, irregular pulse. 

She made an effort to throw off his fingers, but they clung 
tenaciously to the polished arm. 

** How many hours do you sleep, during the twenty-four? " 

" Sometimes three, occasionally one, frequently none." 

**How much longer do you suppose your constitution wiB 
endure such merciless taxation ? " 

** I know very little about these things, and care still less, bat 
as Home Tooke said, when a foreigner inquired how madi 
treason an Englishman might venture to write without being 
hanged, * I can not inform you just yet, but I am trying.' " 

^Has life become such an intolerable burden that you an 
ina^tient to shake it off? " 

^ Even so. Dr. Grey. When Elsie dies the last link will hav* 
mapped, and I trust 1 shall not long survive her. If I prayed 
at all, it would be for speedy death." 

" If you prayed at all, existence would not prove so wearisome ; 
for resignation would cure half your woes." 

^Confine your preemptions to the boay, — that is tangibk^ 
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•nd may be handled and scrutinized ; but venture no nostnuni 
for a heart and soul of which you know nothing. Once I wm 
almost a Moslem in the frequency and fervor of my prayers; but 
now, the only petition I could force myself to offer would be 
that prayer of Epictetus, ^Lead me^ Zeus cmd Destiny y wMthmr-^ 
§oever I wm appointed to go ; I will follow witfumt wavermg; 
mmh though Itv/m cowwrd cmd shrink^ lahaU ha/ve to foUoyi^QA 
the same:'' 

Dr. Grey sighed heavily, and answered, — 

^ It is painful to hear from feminine lips a Vitalism so grim 
as to make all prayer a mockery ; and it would seem that the 
loss of those dear to you, would have insensibly and unavoidably 
drawn your heart heavenward, in search of its transplanted 
idols.*' 

He knew from the sudden spasm that seized her calm featuresi 
and shuddered through her tall figure, that he had touched, 
perhaps too rudely, some chord in her nature which — 

'* Made the coiled memory numb and oold, 

That slept in her heart like a dreaming snake, 
Drowsily lift itself, fold by fold, 
And gnaw, and gnaw hungrily, half-awake." 

** Ah, indeed, my heart was drawn after them, — but not 
heavenward ! No, no, no ! My idols were not transplanted, — 
ihey were shattered 1 — shattered 1 ^ 

She leaned forward, looking up into his face; Jtnd, raising her 
hand impressively, she continued in a voice so mournful, ec 
hopelessly bitter, that Dr. Grey shivered as he listened. 

" Oh, sir, you who stand gazing down in sorrowful reproach 
ipon what you regard as my impardonable impiety, little dream 
of the fiery ordeal that consimied my childlike, beautiful faith, af 
flames crisp and blacken chaff. I am alone, and must ever be, 
while in the fiesh ; and I hoard my pain, sparing the world my 
moans and tears, my wrj fitces and desperate struggles. I tell 
yoo, Dr, Grey, — 
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*Mbii6 know the ohoioe I made ; I make it still. 

None know the ohoioe I made, and broke mj heait| 
Breaking mine idol; I have braced mj will 

Once, chosen for once my part 
I broke it at a blow, I laid it oold, 

Crashed in my deep heart where it used to lif«. 
My heart dies inch by inch; the time grows old. 

Grows old in which I grieve.' " 

He did not compi dhend her, but felt that her past muft ka^c 
been melancholy indeed, of which tiie bare memory was ao 
lortoring. 

^ At leasts Mrs. Gerome, let ns thank Qod^ that beyond the 
fprave there remains an eternal reunion with your idol, and^ — ^ 

^ God forbid 1 You talk at random, and your suggestion 
would drive me mad, if I believed it. Let me be quiet." 

She walked away, and seemed intently watching the sea^ of 
whose protean &ce she never wearied; and, piizzled and tanta- 
lized. Dr. Grey turned to examine the unfinished picture. 

It represented an almost colossal woman, kneeling under an 
apple-tree, with her folded hands lifted towards a setting sun 
that glared from purple hills, across waving fields of green and 
golden grain. The azure mantle that enveloped the rounded 
Ibrm, floated on the wind and seemed to melt in air, so dim 
were its graceful outlines ; and on one shoulder perched a dove 
with head under its wing, nestling to sleep, — while a rabbit 
nibbled the grass at her feet, and a squirrel curled himself com- 
fortably on the border of her robe. In the foreground were 
scattered sheaves of yellow wheat, full ears of com, bunches of 
blue, bloom-covered grapes, cltisters of olives, and varioun 
delicate flowers whose brlUiant hues seemed drippings from soms 
wrung and broken rainbow. 

The isuoe was unlike flesh and blood, — was dim, elfish, wan, 
with large, mild eyes, as blue and misty as the nebtUm thai 
Hersohel found in Southern skies, — eyes that looked at nothing, 
but seemed to penetrate the universe and shed soft solemn light 
over all things. Back from the broad, low brow, floated a dead 
of silky yellow hair, that glittered in the slanting rays of sun- 
dune as if powdered with gold dust; and over its streaming 
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rtrandfl fluttered two mottled butterflies, and a honey-laden bes 
On distant hill-slopes cattle browsed, and at the right of the 
kneeling woman a yoimg lamb nibbled a cluster of snowy lilieoi 
while a dappled fawn watched the gambols of a dun kid ; and 
on the left, in a tuft of boarded grass, a brown snake arched iti 
leck to peer at a brood of half-fledged partridges. 

^ Mrs. (Jerome, will yov^. be so kind as to explain this mytho- 
togic design ? " 

Sh«i came back to the easel, and took up her palette. 

^ K it requires an explanation it is an egregious fidliire^ and 
shall find a vacant comer in some rubbish garret." 

^ It is exceedingly beautiful, but I do not fully comprehend 
the symbolism." 

'^ If it does not clearly mean the one thing for which it wm 
intended, it means nothing, and is worthless. Look, sir, she — 

' Forgets, remembers, grieyes, and is not sad; 

The, quiet lands and iikies leave light upon her eyes; 
None known her weak, or wise, or tired, or glad.' " 

Dr. Grey bit his lip, but shook his head. 

** You must read me your painted riddle more explicitly, la 
it Ceres?" 

^ No, sir ; a few sheaves $lo not make a harvest. I am a stupid 
bungler, spoiling canvas and wasting paint, or else you are as ob- 
tuse as the critics who may one day hover hungrily over it. Try 
the aid of one more clew, and if you fail to catch my purpose, I 
will dash my brush all loaded with ochre, right into those ny»- 
Vic, prescie^t eyes, and blur them forever. listen, ar.d gueesi — 

* This is my lady's praise ; 
Qod after many days 
Wrought her in unknown ways, 

In simset lands ; 
This was my lady's birth, 
€k)d gave her might and mirth 
And laid his whole sweet earth 

Between her handa' " 

•* Pray do not visit the sin of my stupidity upon that &8ci]i»- 
lisg picture. I am not familiaj with the lines you quote, but 
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brow that you have represented Nature, have emiodiid an ideal 
Ifli% or Herth^ or Cybele ; though I can not positively nam€ 
the phase of the Universal Mother, which you have seized and 
perpetuated*** 

He caught her ann, and removed from her fingers the paletU 
and brushes. 

^Dr. Grey, it is more than either or all of thb three yoa 
mention ; for Persian mythology, like Persian wines and Pendan 
roses, is richer, more subtle, more fragrant, more glowing than 
any other. That woman is * Espend^rmad.^ " 

"Thank you; now I comprehend the whole. Gk)d haa 
endowed you with wonderful talent. The fruit and fiowers in 
that foreground must have cost you much labor, for indeed you 
seem to have futhfully followed the injunction of Titian, 
* Study the effect of light and shade on a bunch of grapes.' That 
luscious amber cluster lying near the poppies is tantalizingly 
suggestive of Bhineland, and of the vines iJiat garland the hillii 
of Crete and Cyprus." 

A shade of annoyance and disappointment crossed the artist's 
&ce. 

" Now, I quite realize what Cespedes felt, when, finding that 
visitors were absorbed by the admirable finish of some jars and 
vases in the foreground of the ' Last Supper, ' upon which he had 
expended so much time and thought, he called his servant and 
exclaimed in great chagrin, ^ Andres, rub me out these things, 
since, after all my care and study, people choose to see nothing 
but these impertinences.' " 

" If Zeuxis' grandest triumph consisted in painting grapes, you 
assuredly should nut take umbrage at my praise of that fruit (m 
your canvas, which hints of Tokay and Lachrima ChristL I am 
not an artist, but I have studied the best pictures in Europe and 
America, and you must acquit me of any desire to flatter when 
I tell you that backgroiond yonder is one of the most extraordi- 
nary successes I have ever seen, from either amateur or 
professional painters." 

Mrs. Gerome arched her black brows slightly, and replied, — 

^Tben the success was accidental, and I stumbled upon vl^ 
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for I bestow little study on the backgrounds of my woik. They 
ftre mere dim distances of bluish haze, and do tot interest me^ 
•ad| since I paint for amusement, I give most thought to nj 
central figure." 

"Have you forgotten the anecdote of Rubens, who, when 
offered a pupil with the recommendation that he was sufficiently 
idvanced in his studies to assist him at once in his Vackgroimds, 
laughed, and answered, ^ If the youth was capable of painting 
backgrounds he did not need his instruction; because the 
regulation and management of them required the most compre- 
hensive knowledge of the art.' " 

" Yes, I am aware that is one of the dogmcuta of the crafi;^ but 
Rubens was no more infallible than you or I, and his pictures 
give me less pleasure than those of any other artist of equal 
celebrity. Dr. Grey, if I am even a tolerable judge of my own 
work, the best thing I have yet achieved is the drapery of that 
form. Perhaps I am inclined to plume myself upon this point, 
from the fact that it was the opinion of Carlo Maratti that 
• The arrangement of drapery is more difficult than drawing the 
human figure ; because the right effect depends more upon the 
taste of the artist than upon any given rules.' That sweep of 
blue gauze has cost me more toil than everything else on the 
canvas." 

** Pardon the expression of my curiosity concerning your 
modes of composition in these singular and quaint creations, for 
which you have no models ; and tell me how this ideal presented 
Itself to your imagination." 

*' Dr. Grey, I am not a great genius like Goethe, and unfortu- 
AaV^ly can not candidly echo his declaration, that, ^Nothing 
evei came to me in my sleep.' I can scarcely tell you when this 
idea wab nrst bom in my busy, tireless brain, b^.t it took form 
iMie evening after I had read Charlotte Bronte's * Woman Titan,* 
in 'Sliirley,' an J compared it with that glowing description of 
Jean Paul RicLter, * And so the Sun stands a^ the border of 
the Earth, and looks back on his stately Spring, whose robe-foldf 
are valleys, whose breast-bouquet is gardens, whose blush is u 
wmnal evening, and who, when she rises, will be Snmmier.' 
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8tin it WM yagae^ and eluded me^ until I found Bomewhere in 
my most desultory readings an account of ^ Eapendemyad^ one 
of the six angels of Ormuzd, to whom was entrusted the guardi« 
anahip of the earth. That night I dreamed that I stood undei 
% vine at Schiraz, gathering golden-tinted grapes, when a voice 
ftnrmted me, and, looking over my shouldei, 1 saw that &oe 
peeping at me across a hedge of crimson roses. Next day ] 
tketcLed tiie features as they had appeared in my dream, but I 
was not folly satisfied, and waited and pondered. Finally, I read 
^ Madonna Mia,' and then all was as you see it now, startlingly 
distinct and palpable." 

"Why did you not select some dusky-haired, dusky-eyed, 
olive-tiiited oriental type, instead of a blonde who might safely 
venture into Valhalla as a genuine Celtic Iduna ? " 

" With the exception of the yellow locks, I suspect the face 
of my ^ Espendermad^ might easily be matched among the 
maidens of the Caucasus, who furnish the most perfect types of 
Circassian beauty. You know there is a tradition that when 
Leonardo da Yinci chanced to meet a man with an expression 
of character that he wished to make use of in his work, he 
followed him until he was able to delineate the face on canvas ; 
but, on the contrary, the countenances I paint present themselves 
to my imagination, and pursue me inexorably until I put them 
into pigment. I do not possess ideals, — they seize and possess 
me, teasing me for form and color, and forcing me to object 
them on canvas. Such is the modAis operandi of whims that 
give me my * Espendermad ' praying to the Sun for benisons on 
the Earth, which she is appointed to guard. Ah, if like the 
lambkins and birds, I, too, could creep to the starry border of 
her azure robe, and lay my weary head down and find repose 
Some day, if my mind ever grows calm enough, I want to paint 
a picture of Eest, that I can hang on my wall and look upoa 
wlien I am worn out in body and soul, when, indeed, — 

* Uy feet are wearied, and my nandB aiB tired, 
My heart oppressed. 
And I desire, what I long deshred, 
Best, —only Best' ^ 
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'* My dear madam, unless you speedily change your present 
mode of life, you will not paint that contemplated picture, for a 
long re^ will soon overtake you." 

A gleam that was nearer akin to joy than any expression be 
fuul yet seen, passed from eye to lip, and she answered, almotl 
eagerly,— 

^ If that be true, it offers a premium for the continuance of 
haMts you condemn so strenuously ; but I dare not hope it^ and 
I beg of you not to tan t alize me with vain expectationff of 
a release that may yet be &t, &r distant." 

Dr. Grey's heart stirred with earnest sympathy for this 
lonely hopeless soul, who, standing almost upon the threshold of 
life, stretched her arms so yearningly to woo the advance of 
death. 

The room was slowly filling with shadows, and, leaning there 
against her easel, she looked as unearthly as the pearly forma 
that summer clouds sometimes assume, when a harvest-moon 
springs up from sea foam and fog, and stares at them. When 
she spoke again, her voice was chill and crisp. 

^^ My malady is beyond your reach, and baffles human skilL 
You mean only kindness, and I suppose I ought to thank you, 
but alas ! the sentiment of gratitude is such a stranger in my 
heart, that it has yet to learn an adequate language. Dr. Grey, 
the only help you can possibly render me is to prolong Elsie's 
life. As for me, and my uncertain future, give yourself no 
charitable solicitude. Do you recollect what Lessing wrote to 
Claudius ? * I am too proud to own that I am unhappy. I shut 
my teeth, and let the bark drift. Enough that I do not turn it 
over with my own hands.' Elsie is signalling for me. Do yon 
hMur thai^ beU ? Good-night» Dr. Grey." 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 

HAVE had a long conversation with CHpiaii, and 
find him violently opposed to the scheme you men 
tioned to me several days since. He declares be 
will gladly share his last dollar with you sooner than see yoa 
embark in a career so fraught with difficulties, trials, and — " 

Miss Jane paused to find an appropriate word, and Salome 
very promptly supplied her. 

^^ Temptations. That is exactly what you both mean. €k> on." 

^^ Well, yes, dear. I am afraid the profession you have selected 
is beset with dangerous allurements for one so ine^qperienoed 
and unsophisticated as yourself.'' 

^^ Bah ! Speak out. I am sick of circumlocution. What do 
you understand by unsophisticated ? " 

"Why, I mean, — well, what caji I mean but just what the 
word expresses, — unsophisticated ? That is, young, thoughtless, 
ignorant of the ways of the world, and the excessive cunning 
and deceit of human nature.** 

" Begging your pardon, it has another significance, which you 
will find if you look into your dictionary, — that blessed Magna 
Charta of linguistic rights and privileges. I do not claim the 
prerogatives of Ruskin's class of the ^well educated, who are 
learned in the peerage of words ; know the words of true d^ 
■cent and ancient blood at a glance, from words of modem 
wnaiUej^ but I venture the assertion that I am suffidantlj 
sophisticated to plunge into the vortex of public life^ and yet 
keep my heai above water." 

" I don't want to see my little girl an actress, or a prima 
donna, bold, forward, and eager to face a noisy, clamorous crowd, 
who feel privileged to say just what they please about her. It 
would break my heart; and, if you are bent on such a step, 
1 hope you will wait, at least, tUl I am dead." 

" You ought to be willing to see me do anything honfit^ thai 
will secure my dependent brother and sister frcm want.'^ 
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** The neoesdty of laboring for them is not espedallj impcra 
tive at this juncture, and why should you be more sensitiyv 
iM>w than formerly? Do not deceive yourself, dear child, but 
iauoe the truth, no matter how ugly it may possibly be. It if 
not a sense of duty to the younger children, but an inflatDd 
Tanity, that prompts you to parade your beauty and yotir won- 
derful voice on the stage, where they will elicit applause ami 
flattering adulation. My little girl, that is the most dangerous, 
ihe most unhealthy atmosphere, a woman can possibly breathe." 

** Pray tell me how you learned all this ? You, who have 
spent yotir life in this quiet old house, w]^o have been abnost aa 
secluded as some Cambrian Culdee, can reaUy know nothing of 
that public life you condenm so bitterly." 

** The history of those who have walked in the path you are 
now preparing to follow, proves the deleterious ii^uences and 
ruinoius associations that surround that class of women.'' 

** Jenny Lind and Sarah Siddons redeem any class, no matter 
how much maligned." 

"But what assurance have I, that, imlike the ninety-nine, 
you will resemble the one-himdredth ? " 

" Only try me. Miss Jane." 

"Ah, child ! A rash boy said the same thing when he tried 
to drive the sun, and not only consumed himself but nearly 
burned up the world. There is rather too much at stake to 
warrant such reckless experiments." 

"Quit mythology, — it is not in your line, — and come back 
to stem facts and serious realities. Because I wish to dano« 
a quadrille or cotUlion, and acquit myself creditably, does it 
ensue as an inexorable consequence, that I shall join some stroll- 
ing ballet troupe, and out-Bayad6re the Bayaderes ? " 

" That depends altogether upon your agility and grace. If 
yon could reasonably hope to rival your Hebrew namesake, 1 
am afraid my little girl would think it *her duty' to danco 
instead of to fdng, for the acquisition of a fortune; and insist 
npon executing wondt>rful things with her heels and toes, instead 
of her voice." 

^ You and Dr. Grey seem to have simultaneously arrived ak 
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the charitable concltision that my heart is pretty much in the 
■ame condition that the Hebrew temple was, when Christ ander- 
took to drive out the profane. Thongs in hand you two have 
overturned my motives, and, by a very summary court-martia]| 
eondemned them to be scourged out. Now, mark you, I am 
fieither making change nor selling doves, and still less are yoii 
md your brother — Jesus. Dr. Grey does me the honor to 
indulge a chronic skepticism concerning the possibility of any 
good and unselfish impulse in my naturoi and I am sorry to see 
that you have caught the contagious doubt of me, and of my 
motives.** 

She began the sentence in a challenging, sneering voice, bat 
it was ended in a lower and faltering tone. 

*< While in the light of her large angry eyei, 
Uprose and rose a alow imperiouB Borrow." 

** My dear, don't attempt to whip XJlpian over my shoulderf » 
You know very well that I have invested in you an amount of 
faith that the united censure of the world cannot shake ; and 
if XJlpian does not follow my example, whose fault is it, I should 
be glad to know? Evidently not his, — certainly not mine, — 
but undoubtedly yours. I have noticed that you took extra- 
ordinary care and a very peculiar pleasure in making him be- 
lieve you much worse in all respects than you really are ; and 
since you have labored so industriously to lower yourself in his 
estimation, it would be a poor compliment to your skill and 
energy if I told you that you had not entirely succeeded in 
four rather remarkable aim. Before he came home you wero 
as contented, and amiable, and happy, as my old cat there on the 
rug ; but XJlpian's appearance affected you as the entrance of a 
dog does my maltose, who arches her back, and growls, and claws, 
AS long as he is in sight. I am truly sorry you two could never 
agree, but I feel bound to tell you that you have only yourself 
to blame. I do not claim that my sailer-boy is a saint, but he 
is assuredly some inches nearer sanctificafcion than my poor littlf 
Salome. Don't you think so ? Be honesty dtjar.** 
«0* 
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Miss Jane's hand tenderly caressed the beautifnl head; audi 
as Salome was too sullen oi too much mortified to reply, the 
old l%dy continued, — 

^ Nevertheless, Ulpian is a true and deroted Mend, and oaa 
tot bear the thought of your leaving us, for any purpose, much 
ifiss the one you contemplate. Last night he said, ^ Janet, T 
am her brother, and think you I shall allow my sister to go out 
from the sacred precincts of home, and become a target for the 
envy and malice of the better classes who will criticise her, 
and for the coarse plaudits of the pit? Do you suppose 1 can 
willingly see her bare feet turned towards a path paved with 
glowing ploughshares ? Tell her, for me, that if ever she should 
carry her unfortunate freak into execution, I shaU never wish 
to touch her hand again, for I shall feel that it has lost its 
purity in the clasp of many to whom she can not refuse it 
dviring a professional career.' " 

The orphan lilted her head from the arm of Miss Jane's chair, 
where it had rested for some minutes, and striking her palms 
forcibly together, she exclaimed, proudly, — 

'^ Tell Dr. Grey I humbly thank him, but the threat has lost 
its sting; and if I should chance to meet him years hence, 
though iny hands shall be pure and clean as Una's, and as un- 
sullied as his own,^ — so help me heaven! I will never thrust 
my touoh on his, nor so &r forget myself as to suffer his 
fingers to approach mine. When I pass from this threshold, 
we will have shaken hands forever." 

^^ J)r. Grey's ears are not proof against such elevated, ringing 
tones of voice, and he could not avoid hearing, as he came up 
the steps, the childish words which he assures you he has no 
intention of believing or remembering." 

He had tapped twice at the half-open door, and now came 
forward with a firm, quick step, to the ottoman where Salome 
lat. Taking her hands, he patted the palms softly against each 
other, and smiliug good-humoredly, continued, — 

** They are very white, and shapely, and pure, and I am not 
afraid that nr.y Httle sister will soil them. Her brother looks 
forward to the day when they will gently and gracefully help 
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kirn in his work among God's suffering poor. I have not for^ 
fatten how dexterous and docile I found your fingers, when I 
had temporarily lost the use of my own, and I shall not fid] tc 
levy contributions of labor in the coming years." 

She had snatched her fingers irom his, and no sooner had Im 
eeased speaking, than she bowed haughtily, and answered, — 

** Our reconciliations all belong to the Norman family, and 
are quite as lasting as Lamourette's. Ceaseless war is preferable 
to a violated truce, and since I have not swerved from my pur- 
pose, I shall not falter in its enunciation. If I live it shall not 
be my fitult if I fail to go upon the stage. I am not so fiusti« 
dious as Dr. Grey, and one who sprang from canaiUe must be 
pardoned if she betrays a longing for the * flesh-pots of Egypt.' " 

She would have given her right hand to recall her words, — 
when, a moment later, she met the gaze of profound pity and 
disappointment with which Dr. Grey's eyes dwelt upon her 
countenance, hardened now by its expression of insolent haughti- 
ness; but he allowed her no opportunity for retraction, even 
had she mastered her overweening pride, and stooping to 
whisper a brief sentence in his sister's ear, he took a medical 
book from the table, and left the room. 

The silence that ensued seemed interminable to Salome, and 
at last she turned, bowed her head in Miss Jane's lap, and 
muttered through set teeth, — 

^^You see it is best that I should go. Even you must be 
weary of this strife." 

The old lady's trembling hands were laid lovingly on the girl's 
hot brow and scorched cheeks. 

** Not half so weary as your own oppressed heart. My dear 
ehild, why do you persist in tormenting yourself so unmercifully f 
Why will you say things that you do not mean ? — thiat are ab 
solute libels on your actual feeHngs? I have often seen and 
deplored affectations of generosity and refia.ement, but you are 
the first person I ever met who delighted in a pretence of mean^ 
ness, which her genuine nature abhorred. Salome, I Have tried 
to prove myself a mother to you since the day that I took yon 
pnder my roof; and now, when I am passing away from the 
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world, — when a few short months will probably end my feebk 
life, I think you owe it to me to give me no sorrow that yoni 
hands can easily ward oS. Don't leave me. When I am gons 
there will be timd and to spare, for all your schemes. Stay 
here, and let me have peace and sunshine about me, in my kn* 
&(iing hours. Ah, dear, you can't be cruel to the old womam 
who has long lored you so tenderly.'' 

The orphan pressed the withered hands to her lips, and, 
€0Tering her face with the folds of Miss Jane's black silk 
apron, exclaimed passionately, — 

^' Do not think me ungratefiil, — do not think me insensiblfl 
to your love and kindness; but, indeed I am very miserabla 
here. Oh, Miss Jane ! if you knew how I hare suffered, yon 
would not chide, you would only pity and sympathize with 
me; for your heart will never steel itself against your poor 
wretched Salome ! " 

She lost control of herself^ and sobbed violently. 

** My dear little girl, tell me all your sorrows. To whom can 
you reveal your trials and griefs, if not to me ? For some 
weeks past I have observed that you shunned my gaze, and 
seemed restless when I endeavored to discover how you were ' 
employing your time ; and I have realized that you were sorely 
distressed, but I disliked to force your confidence, or appear 
suspicious. Now, I have a right to ask what makes you mise- 
rable in my house ? Is the little girl ashamed to show me her 
heart?" 

^' One month since, I would have gone to the stake rathet 
than have shown it to you, or have had any one dream of thA 
wretchedness locked in its chambers; lut a week ago I was 
overwhelmed with humiliation, and now I am not ashamed to 
tell you. Now that Dr. Grey knows it, I would not care if th« 
rhole world were hissing and jeering at my heels, and shouting 
my shame with a thousand trumpets. I tried to keep it firoai 
him, and failing, the world is welcome to roll it as a sveet 
morsel under its busy, stinging, slanderous tongue. Miss Jane, 
I have intended to be sincere in every respect, but it appears 
that, after all, I have probably been an arrant hypocrite if you 
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bdiere chut I dislike your brother. I want to go awaj, beoaua* 
I can no longer endure to li^-o in the same hcTise with Dr. Qrev^ 
who shows me more plainlj every hour that he can never ii»> 
turn the affection I have been idiotic and presumptuous enough 
Ic cherish for him. There I I have said it, — and my lips are 
Mt blistered by the unwomanly confession, and you still per 
mit my head to rest in your lap. I expected you would be in- 
dignant and insulted, and gladly send such a lunatic from youi 
fiuDdily circle, — or that you would dismiss me coolly, with lofty 
contempt ; but only a woman can properly pity a woman's weak- 
ness, and you are crying over me. Ah ! if your tears were 
Cfdling on my grave, instead of my face ! " 

Miss Jane was weeping bitterly, but now and then she stooped 
And kissed the quivering lips of her unhappy charge, who found 
some balm in the earnest sympathy with which her appeal was 
received. 

^^My precious duld, why should you be ashamed of you/ 
love for the noblest man who ever unconsciously became a 
woman's idol ? I do not much wonder at your feelings, because 
you have seiBn no one else in any respect oompanl>le to him, and 
it is difficult for you to realize the disparity in your ages. Poor 
thing ! It must be terrible, indeed, to one who loves him as you 
do, to have no hope of possessing his affection in return. But 
I suppose it can't be helped, — and one half the world seem to 
pour out their love on the wrong persons, and find misery where 
they should have only joy and peace. Thank God, all this mis- 
chief is shut out of heaven I Dear, don't hide your face, as 
if you had stolen half of my sheep; whereas my poor innocent 
sailor-boy has unintentionally stolen my little girl's heart" 

^^ Miss Jane, you are too good, — too kind. Do not help me to 
excuse myself — do not teach me to palliate my pitiable weakness. 
It is a grievous, a shameful, a disgraceful thing, for a woman 
to allow herself to love any man who gives her no evidence of 
■ffection^ knd shows her beyond all doubt that he is utterly 
indifferent to her. This is a sin against womanly pride and 
delicacy that demands sackcloth and ashes, and penance and 
long years of humiliation and self-abasement; and I tell yo« 
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tiiii is ihe one sin which my proud soul will never |)ardcii la 
mj poor, weak, despised heart." 

^ If you feel this so keenly, you will soon succeed in oonqneiN 
ing and casting out of your heart an affection, whiub, having 
nothing to feed upon, will speedily exhaust itselfl You ai« 
young, and your elastic nature will rebound from the pressori 
that you now find so painful. My dear, a few months or yean 
will bring comparativo oblivion of this period of your life.'' 

**No; they will engrave more deeply the consciousness 
that I have missed my sole chance of earthly happiness, for 
Dr. Grey is the only man I shall ever love, — is the only man 
who can lift me to his own noble height of excellence. I know 
it is customary to laugh at a girPs protestations of undying de- 
votion, and that the theory of feminine constancy is as entirely 
effete as the worship of the Cabiri, or the belief in Blokula and 
its witcnes; but, unfortunately, the world has not sneered it 
entirely out of existence, and I am destined to furnish a mourn- 
ful exemplification of its reality. Whether my nature is unlike 
that of the majority of women, I shall not undertake to decide ; 
but this I know, — God gave me only so much love to spend, 
and I poured it all out, I deluged my idol with it, instead of 
doling it carefully through the future years. Like the woman of 
Bethany, I have broken my box of alabaster, and spilled all my 
precious ointment, which might have served for a lifetime of an- 
ointing, and I cannot renew the shattered receptacle, nor gather 
back the wasted fragrance ; and so my heart must remain with- 
out spikenard or balm during its earthly sojourn. I have been 
prodigal, — have beggared my womanly nature, — and henceforth 
shall feast on husks. But this piece of folly can be laid on no 
shoulders but my own, and I must not wince if they are galled 
by burdens which only I have imposed. Some women, under 
similar circumstances, console themselves by fostering a teiuiei 
and excessive gratitude, which they pet and fondle and caU 
second love ; but the feeling belongs to a different species, and 
is to strong, earnest, genuine love, ^hat the stunted pines of 
second growth are to the noble, stalwart, unapproachable oaksi 
that spring from the primitive virgin soiL" 
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M UflB Jane lifted the bowed &ce, aad rested the head agaiiiBl 
Imr boflom. 

^ If jou are so thoroughly convinced of the impossibility of 
mastering tide iffection, why talk of going away ? You will bs 
happier here, under any circumstances, than among strangersi'' 

^ Do not misapprehend me. I do not intend to cherish my 
weakness, — to caress and pamper it. I mean to strangle, and 
mangle, and bury it, if possible. I meant, not that I should 
always love Dr. Grey, but that I should never be able to r^ard 
any one else as I once loved him. I can not stay here, seeing 
him daily trample my alabaster and ointment under his feet^ 
I can not endure the humiliation that has for some days past 
made this house more, intolerable than I may one day find 
Phlegethon. I want to go into the whirl and din of life, where 
my thoughts can dwell on some more comforting theme than 
the peerless preeminence of the man who is master here, 
where I can spend hours in elaborating toilettes and caiffurei 
that will show to the greatest advantage my small stock of per- 
sonal charms ; where the admiration and love of other men wiU 
at least amuse and soothe the heart that has no more love fox 
anybody, or anything. Miss Jane, if I had never become so 
deeply attached to Dr. Grey, it might perhaps be imsafe for me 
to venture into the career which new lies before me ; but when 
a woman^s heart is cold and dead in her bosom, there is no peril 
she need fear ; for only her warm, pleading heart, can ever silence 
the iron clang of conscience and the silvery accents of reason. 
Worshipping some clay god, my loving, yearning heart, might 
possibly have led me astray ; but now, pride and ambition stand 
as sentinels over its corpse, and a heartless woman, desirous 
only of amassing a fortune and making herself a celebrity in 
musical circles, is as safe from harm as the bones of her grand- 
mother, twenty years buri^ 

The agony that convulsed the orphan's features, and shiverea 
the smoothness of her usually sweet voice, touched the old ludy*k 
sympathy, and she wept silently ; straining her imagination foi 
some argument that would make an imjiression on thj adiunan 
tiae will with which she found her own in conflict. 
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^Mj child, tell me how long you have had Ukis fcKcmbkw 
When did you first feel an interest in XJlpian? " 

XJnliesitatinglj Salome related all that had occurred in her 
intercourse with Dr. Grey, and her companion was surprised at 
^he frankness and merdlessness with which she analyzed her 
fwu feelings at each stage of the acquaintance that proved so 
fisutrons to her peace of mind ; and not only held her weakness 
ip £>r scorn, but exonerated Dr. Grey from all censure. 

The minuteness of the confession was exceedingly painful ; and, 
at ita conclusion, she pressed her palms to her cheeks, and 
moaned, — 

^ There, Miss Jane, I have not winced; I hare kept back 
tothing. I have boen as patient and inexorable in laying open 
my nature, in treating you to & po8t-m(yrtem exajxmi&iion of my 
heart, as a dentist in scraping and chiselling a sensitive tooth, 
or a surgeon in cutting out a cancer that baffled cauterization. 
Now you know all that I can tell you, and I here lay the past 
in a sepulchre, and roll the stone upon it, and henceforth I trust 
you will respect the dead ; at least, let silence rest upon its 
ashes, JStc jacet cor cordvwm?^ 

Salome extricated herself from the arms of her best friend, 
and smoothed the hair that constant strokes had somewhat 
disordered. 

" Salome, I can not live much longer." 

^ I know that, dear Miss Jane, and it pains me even to think 
of leaving the only person who ever really loved me." 

** For my sake, dear cnild, bear the trial of remaining here a 
little longer ; at least, until I die. Do not desert me in my last 
Hours. I do not want the hands of strangers about me, when 
f am cold and stiff." 

Salome rose and walked several times up and down the rocMn \ 
dien paused beside the easy chair, and laid her clasped bunds in 
Miss Jane'«^ 

" Yc^ alone have a right to control me. Do with xlZ ^ you 
think best. ** I will not forsake the true, cender friend, who has 
done more for me than all else on earth, or in heaven. For tht 
present I remain here; but allow me to say that I do not abaa* 
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don vaj schema I relinquish none of its details, — I only oide 
my time.'* 

'^ ' Sufficient nnto the day is the evil thereof.' Thank you, 
my precious little girl, for yielding to my wishes when they 
conflict with yours. Some day you will rejoice that you made 
what seemed a sacriflce of inclination on the altar of duty. 
Kow, listen to me. TJlpian is so enraptured with your voice, 
that, while he will never consent to this stage-struck mad' 
aees, he is exceedingly anxious that you should enjoy every mu- 
sical advantage, and is curious to ascertain to what degree of 
perfection your voice can be trained. After consulting me, he 
wrote two days ago to a celebrated professor of music in Phila- 
delphia or New York (I really forget where the man is now 
residing), and offered him a handsome salary if ho would come 
and teach you for at least six months, or as much longer as he 
deems requisite. I believe the gentleman is delicate and threat- 
ened with consumption, which obliges him to spend the winters 
in a warm climate, and TJlpian first met him in Italy. My boy 
thinks that the opinion of this Professor Von Somebody is 
oracular in musical matters ; and, as he has trained some of the 
best singers in Europe, TJlpian wishes him to have charge of 
your voice. Say nothing about it until we hear whether he 
can accept our offer. Kiss me." 

Salome's face crimsoned, and she said, hesitatingly, — 
^Miss Jane, I can not consent that Dr. Grey should con- 
tribute one cent toward my musical tuition. I can himibly and 
gratefully accept your uharitable aid, but not his. You love 
me, and therefore your bounty is not oppressive or humiliating^ 
but he only pities and tolerates me, and I would starve in some 
gutter rather than live as the recipient of his charity. K you 
can conveniently spare the money necessary to give me additional 
eoltivation, I shall thankAilly receive it, for Barilli has taught 
me all of which he is master, and there is no one else in town 
in whom 1 have more confidence. It was my desire iwid deter- 
mination tbtt the work of my hands should pay for polishing 
my voice, but embroidery-fees would not suffice to defray the 
expenses of the professor to whom you allude ; and, if Dr. Grey 
81 
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pays for his services, I must in advance assure yovi uid hioi 
that I shall decline them, and rely upon BariTi and mysell'^ 

" Pooh ! pooh \ It is poor philosophy to quarrel with youi 
bread and butter, no matter who happens to hand it toyou« 
Don't be so savage on Ulpian, who really cares more for jqx 
than you deserve. But if it comforts your proud, fierce spirit 
you are welcome to knc w that I — Jane Grey — pay Professo) 
Von — whatever his name may be ; and Ulpian's ^ocket; about 
which you seem so &stidious, will not be damaged one iollai 
l^ the transaction. Are you satisfied, — you pretty piece of 
beggarly pride ? " 

^ I am more grateful to you, deav Miss Jane, than I shall ever 
be able to express. God only knows what would have become 
of me if you had not mercifully snatched me, soul and body, 
from the purlieus of ruin.** 

She stooped to receive the fond kiss of her benefactress, and 
went into her own room. 

Nearly an hour later she slowly descended the stairs, and took 
her hat from the stand in the hall. As she adjusted it on hei 
head, and tied the ribbons behind her knot of hair, Mr. Gran 
ville came out of the parlor and seized her hand. 

** Why will you torment me so cruelly ? I have been waiting 
and watching for you, at least half an hour." 

She haughtily took her fingers from his, and indignantly drew 
herself up, — 

'^ Mr. Granville presumes on his position as guest, to intrude 
upon some who do not desire his society. I was not aware, sir| 
that I had any engagement with you." 

** Forgive me, Salome I How have I offended you ? If you 
oould realize how much pleasure your presence affords me, you 
would not pimish me by absentir^g yourself as you have persuh 
kently done for three days past." 

He bent his handsome face closer to hers, looking appealingly 
into her beautifril flashing eyes; but she put up her hex is to 
j^ush him aside, and answered, — 

** I shall be happy to en^rtain you in the evenings, when the 
remainder of the household assemble in the parlor; and wili« 
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witli greai pieatmre, sing for you whenever Miss Muriel will 
kindly oblige me by playing my accompaniments ; but I prefet 
k> confine our acquaintance to such occafiions.'' 

" WiU you not allow m*. the privilege of accompanying you 
fa the walk for which you seem prepared ? " 

"No, sir; I respectfully decline your actendance.'' 

She saw his cheek flush, and he said, hastily, — 

** Salome, I shall begin to hope that you fear to trust you» 
own heart." 

** Do not forget yourself^ sir. If you knew where my heart 
is housed, you would spare yourself the fruitless trouble, and 
me the annoyance, of attentions and expressions of admira- 
tion which I avail myself of this opportunity to assure you 
are particularly disagreeable to me. I wish to treat you courte- 
ously, as the guest of those under whose roof I am permitted to 
reside, but Hhus far, and no farther,' must you venture. 
Moreover, Mr. Granville, since we are merely comparative 
strangers, I should be gratified if you will in future do me the 
honor to recoUect that it is one of my pectdiarities, — one of my 
idiosyncrasies, — to prefer that only those I respect and love 
should call me Salome. Good afternoon, sir." 

She took her music-book, bowed coolly, and made her exit 
through the front door, which she closed after her. 

In the hammock that was suspended on the eastern side of 
the piazza. Dr. Grey had thrown himself to rest ; and meanwhile, 
to search for some siirgical operation recorded in one of his 
books. 

Just behind him a window opened from the I all, and to-day, 
though a rose-colored shade was lowered, the sash had been 
raised, and ever} word that was uttered in the passage floated 
distinctly to him 

The whole conversation occurred so rapidly that he had no 
opportunity of discovering his presence to the persons within, 
and though he cleared his throat and coughed rather spasmodi- 
cally, his warning was unheeded by those for whom it wag 
intended. 

He knew that Salome could not possibly tare gueisiea hit 
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proximity, as he waa not accustomed to use this hammock, aoJ 
was completely shielded from observation ; and, while paanM 
and Btirprised by Mr. Granville's dishonorable course, which 
threatened life-long wretchedness for poor Muriel, Dt. Grey*a 
heart throbbed with joy at the assui*iince that Salome was not 
10 ungenerous as he had feared. Probably no other hmuas 
being would have so highly appreciated her conduct on thia 
occasion; and, as he mused, with his thumb and fore-finger thrust 
between the leases of the book, a glad smile broke over his 
grave face. 

'^ God bless the girl I Her prayers and mine have not been 
in vain, and she is putting under her feet the baser impulses 
that mar her character. Granville is considered by the world 
exceedingly handsome and agreeable, and many, — yes, the 
majority of women, would have yielded, and indulged in a 
* harmless flirtation,' where Salome stood firm. There was 
something akin to the scornful ring of Bachers voice in that 
child's tones, when she told Gerard he presumed on his position 
as guest; and I will wager my hand that her large eyes did 
not exactly resemble a dove's when she informed him it was 
not his privilege to call her Salome. She has a fierce, imperious, 
passionate temper, that goads her into mischief; but, after all, 
«he is — she must be — nobler than I have sometimes thought 
her. God grant it I God bless her ! " 

'^But blame us women not, — if some appear 

Too cold at times ; and some too gay and light. 
Some griefs giaw deep. Some woes are hard to bear. 
Who knows the Past? And who can juige ns ri^htf " 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



u 




R GREY, are you awako? Dr. Grey, We b 
a note from ^ Solitude,' and the messenger l>^ that 
you will lose no time, as one of the 8er\^unt8 Li 
■apposed to be dying.'' 

Salome had knocked twice at Dr. Grey's door, without aroun- 
ing him, and the third time she beat a tattoo that would have 
broken even heavier slumbers than his. 

^^ I am awake, and will strike a light in a moment." 

She heard him stumbHng about the room, and finally therci 
was a crash, aa of a broken vase or goblet. 

^ What is the matter ? Can't you find your matches ? " 

" No ; some one has removed the box from its usual place, 
and I am fumbling about at random, and smashing things 
indiscriminately. Will you be so good as to bring me a match ? " 

" I have a candle in my hand, which you can take, while 1 
order Elbert to get your buggy ready." 

« Thank you, Salome." 

She placed the candle on the mat before his door, laid the 
note beside it, and went down to the servants' rooms to call 
the driver. 

It was two o'clock, and Dr. Grey had come home only an 
hour before, from a patient who resided at some distance. 

Dressing himself as expeditiously as possible, he read Um 
Murred and crumpled note. 

^Dr. Grey: For Crod's sake come as quick as possiblik 
I am afraid my mother is dying. 

" ROBEBT MaCLBAJIT.'* 

Three days before, when he visited Elsie, he found ner more 
composed and comfortable than she had been for several weekti 
and Mrs. Gerome had seemed almost cheerful, as she sat Wide 
the bed, crimping the borders of the invalid's muslin cap» 
which tne laundress had sent in, stiff and spotless. 
a* 
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Keoollecting Elsie's desire to confide something to bias before 
her deatJii, and dreading the effect which this sudden terminatLon 
of her life might have upon her mistress, in whom he was 
daily becoming more deeply interested, Dr. Grey hurried down 
•tairs and met the orphan. 

^ Elbert is not quite ready, but wil! be at the door direetly 
I told him the case was urgent.'* 

^^You are very considerate, Salome, and I am much obliged 
for yc ir thoughtfulness ; though I regret that the messenger 
waked you, instead of Rachel or me. I have never before known 
Bachel fail to hear the bell, and I was so weary that I think a 
ten-inch columbiad would scarcely have aroused me.'' 

'^ I was not asleep, — was sitting at my window ; and hearing 
some one slam the gate and gallop up the avenue, I went to 
the door and opened it, to prevent the ringing of the bell and 
waking of the entire household." 

^^ You should have been asleep four hours ago, and I had no 
idea you were still up, when I came home. There was no light 
in your room. Are you quite well ? " 

" Thank you, I am quite well." 

She was dressed as he had seen her at dinner, and now, as she 
stood resting one hand on the balustrade of the stairway, he 
thought she looked paler and more weary than he had ever 
observed her. 

The scarlet spray of pelar gonium had withered from the heat 
of her head, where it had rested all the evening, and the large 
creamy Grand Duke jasmine fastened at her throat by a sprig 
of coral, was drooping and fading, but still exhaled its strong 
delicious perfiime. 

** Your appearance contradicts your assertion. Is your wak^ 
fulness attributable to any anxiety or trouble which I can 
remove?" 

*' No, sir. I hear Elbert opening the gate. Wbo is sick «* 
•Solitude'?" 

** The servant who was so severely injured many months ago, 
hf a fall from a carriage, has grown suddenly worse." 

Salome accompanied him to the front door, in order to lock \k 
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diter his departure; and, as he descended the 8tex>Sy he timed 
and said, in a subdued voice, — 

** You have probably heard that Mrs. Gerome is a veiy 
peculiar, — indeed, a decidedly eccentric person? '' 

^ Tes, sir ; it is reported that she is almost a lunatic.'' 

** Which is totally false. She is very sensitive, and shrink 
from strangers, and consequent}y has no friends here. If i 
should find Elsie dying, or if I need you, I wish you to cow/l 
promptly. It may be necessary to have some one beside tha 
household, and you are the only person I can trust. Try to go 
to sleep immediately, for I oday send for you very early in tha 
morning.'' 

^ I shall be ready to come when I am needed." 

The buggy rolled up to the steps, and Dr. Grey sprang into it 
and drove swiftly down the avenue. 

Salome crept softly back up stairs, but Miss Jane called 
out, — 

"Who is there, in the hall? What is the matter?" 

The girl opened the door, and put her head inside. 

" Dr. Grey has been called to see a sick woman at ' Solitude,' 
and I have just locked the door after him." 

** Why could not Eachel do that, and save you from coming 
lown stairs? What time of night is it ? " 

^ About half-past two. Rachel is asleep. Oood-nighi." 

** * Solitude,' did you say ? " 

** Yes, madam." 

" Well, if people will persist in burrowing in that unlucky 
den, they must take the consequences. XJlpian, poor fellow^ 
will be completely worn out. Good-night, dear ; don't get up 
to break&st, if you feel sleepy." 

Salome went to her own room, changed her dress, laid glovaa 
hat, and shawl in readiness upon the bed, and threw herself dowm 
on the lounge to rest, and if possible to sleep. 

When Dr. Grey reached " Solitude," he found Robert Maelean 
pacing the paved walk that led to the gate. 

** Oh, doctor ! Have you come at last ? It seems to me I oouU 
have crawled twic^ to your house, since Jerry came back*" 
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** What change has taken place in your mother's condition f She 
was better than usual, when I saw her last." 

**We thought she was getting along very well, till all of 
a sudden she became speechless. Go in, sir ; don't stop to 
knock." 

Mrs. Oerome sat at the bedside, mechanically chafing one o/ 
die hands that lay on the coverlid, and the face of the dying 
woman was not more ghastly than the one which bent over her. 
As Dr. Grey approached, the mistress of the house rose, and put 
ont her hands towards him, with a wistful, pleading, childish 
manner, that touched him inexpressibly. 

"Do not let her die." 

He leaned over the pillow, and put his finger on the scarcely 
palpable pulse. 

" Elsie, tell me where or how you suffer.** 

A ray of recognition leaped up in her sunken eyes, and she 
looked at him with a yearning, imploring expression, that was 
pitiable and distressing indeed. 

He saw that she was struggling to articulate, but failing in 
the effort, a groan escaped her, and tears gathered and trickled 
down her pinched face. He smoothed her contracted forehead, 
and said, soothingly, — 

" Elsie, you feel that I will do all that I can to relieve you. 
Ton can not talk to me, but you know me? " 

She inclined her head slightly, and in examining her he dis- 
covered that only one side was completely paralyzed, and that 
she could still partially control her left arm. When he had 
done all that medical skill could suggest, he stood at her side, 
and she suddenly grasped his fingers. 

He put his &ce close to hers, and observing her tears start 
ttfir^^, whispered, — 

** You wish to tell me something before you die ? ** 

A gurgling sound, and a faint motion of her lips was the only 
reply of which she was capable. 

He placed a pencil between her fingers, but she could not use 
it intelligibly, and he noticed that her eyes moved from his to 
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ihooe of her inistresB, as if to indicate that she was the auojeol 
of the desired oonversatioiL 

It was distressing to witness her efforts to oommunioate hei 
wishes, while the tears dripped on her pillow; and unable tc 
•ndure the sight of her anguish, Mrs. Gerome sank on her kneet 
and hid her &ce in the coverlid. 

Dr, Giej gently lifted Elsie's arm and placed her liand on tlM 
head of her mistress, and the expression of her face assured him 
ke had correctly interpreted her feelings. Something still dl» 
turbed her, and he suggested, — 

" Mrs. Grerome, put your hand in hers." 

She silently obeyed him, and then the old woman's eyes 
looked once more intently into his. He could not oonjectore 
her meaning^ until, in feeling her pulse, he fcund that she waa 
trying to touch his fingers with hers. 

He slipped his own into the palm where Mrs. Grerome's lay, 
und, by a last great eifoi-t, she presso.cl tliem feebly together. 

Even then, the touch of those white, soft fingers, thrilled his 
heart as no other hand had ever done, and he said, — 

^^ Elsie, you mean that you leave her in my care? That yoa 
put her in m^ hands? That you trust her to me ?" 

It was impossible to mistake the satisfied expression that 
Hashed over her countenance. 

" I accept the trust. Elsie, I promise you that while I live 
she shall never want a true and faithful Mend. I will try tc 
take care of her body, and pray for her souL I will do all that 
jon would have done." 

Once more, but /ery fitintly, she pressed the two hands she 
kad clasped, and closed her eyes. 

**0h, doctor, can't you save her ? " sobbed Bobert. 

In the solemn silence that ensued, Mrs. Gerome lifted her fiuse^ 
•ad Dr. Grey never forgot the wild, imploring gaze, that me( 
hia He understood its import, and «niook his head. She rosj 
Instantly, moved away from the bed, and left the room. 

For nearly an hour Dr. Grey hung over the prostrate fomii 
which lay with closed eyes, and gradually sank into the hea^ 
lethargic sleep, from which he knew she ^'sould never awakew 
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Leavk^ her to the care of Bobert and two female servant^ 
he went in search of the mistress of the silent anl drearv 
house. 

Taking a lamp from the escritoire in the back parlor, he wen^ 
firom room to room, finding nowhere the object he sought^ and 
at length became alarmed. As he stood in the front door, per 
plexed and anxious, the thought presented itself that she might 
have gone down to the beach. He went back to the apartment 
occupied by the dying woman, — felt once more the friukiug 
pulse, and took a last look at the altered and almost rigid face. 

" Robert, I can do her no good. Her soul will very soon be 
with her God." 

** Oh, sir, don't leave her I Don't give her up, while there ia 
life in her body I " cried the son, grasping the doctor's sleeve. 

Dr. Grey put his hand on the Scotchman's shoulder, and 
whispered, — 

^' I am going to hunt for Mrs. Gerome. She is not in the 
house. I may be able to render her some service, but your 
mother is beyond all human aid." 

" Is there any pulse ? " 

" It is so feeble now, I can scarcely count it." 

" Please, doctor, stay here by her while she breathes. Don't 
desert the dear soul. My poor mother I " 

Robert lost all control of himself, and wept like a child. 

Loth to forsake him in this hour of direst trial. Dr. Grey 
leaned against the bed, and for some moments watched the 
irregular convulsive heaving of the woman's chest. 

'^Oh, sir, if my mistress hadn't a heart of stone, she would 
have let her die peacefully. She might at least have granted 
bor dying prayer." 

** What was it?" 

"All of yesterday afternoon she pleaded with her to be 
baptized. My mother — God bless her dear soul I — my mothei 
told her that she could not consent to die until she saw hei 
baptized ; and, with the tears pouring down her poor face, she 
begged and prayed that I might fetch the minister from town, 
and that she might see the ceremony performed But mj mi»- 
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ite(B8 walked np and down the floor, and Baid, ^ Never ! ntrver. 
I have dona with mockeries. I have washed my hands of al] 
that, — long, long ago.* And nDw — it is too late; and my 
poor mother can never — God be merciful to ja! ia it all 
over?" 

Dr. Grey raised the head, but the breathing was imperceptible 
and, after a little while, he softly pressed down the lids that wert 
partially lifted from the glazed eyes, and quitted the room. 

Hia buggy stood at the rear gate, and the driver was asleep^ 
but his master's voice aroused him. 

'^ Elbert, go home, and ask Miss Salome please to come over 
as soon as you can drive her here." 

The east was purple and gold, the sea a purling mass of molten 
amber, and only two stars were visible low in the west, where a 
waning moon swung on the edge of the distant misty hills. The 
air was chill, and a silvery haze hung above the moaning waves, 
and partially veiled the windings of the beach. Under the 
trees that clustered so closely around the house, the gloom of 
night still lingered like a pall, but as Dr. Grey approached the 
terrace, he felt the pure fresh presence of the new day. Tip and 
down the sands his eyes wandered, hoping to discern a woman's 
figure, but no living thing was visible, except the flamingo and 
yellow pheasant stiU perched where they had spent the night, 
on the stone balustrade that bordered the terrace. He took 
off his hat to enjoy the crystalline atmosphere, and while he 
fiEioed the brightening east, the sharp peculiar bark of the Arab 
greyhound broke the solemn silence that brooded over sea and 
land. 

The sound proceeded from the boat-house, and he hastened 
towards it, startling a mimic army of crabs and fiddlers thai 
had not yet ended their nightly marauding. The tide was 
higher than usual at this early hour, and the waves were break 
Ing sullenly againat the stone piers. 

As Dr. Grey ascended the iron steps leadii^ to. the pavilion, 
the dog growled and showed his teeth, but the visitor suo- 
oeeded in partially winning him over, and *iow passed unmolested 
loio the circular room. A cushioned seat extended arovrnd tlM 
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wall, where windows opened at the four points of the compamj 
and on the round table in the centre of the marble-tiled floor 
lay a telescope. 

At the eastern window sat Mrs. (rerome, with her head rest' 
ing on her crossed Mrms. Although Dr. Grey's steps eohoed 
heavily, as he trod the damp mosaic where the mist had con- 
densed, she gave no evidence of having discovered his presenoa 
until he stood close beside her. Then she raised one hanu, with a 
quick gesture of caution and silence. He sat down near her, and 
watched tlie countenance that was fully exposed to his scrutiny. 

No tears had dimmed the wide, mournful, almost despairing 
ayes, that gazed with strange intentness over the amber sea, at 
the golden radiance that heralded the coming sun ; and ever/ 
line and moulding of her delicate features seemed cold and rigid 
enough for a cenotaph. Even the lips were still and compressed, 
and a bluish shadow lay about their dimpled comers, and under 
the heavy jet eyelashes. Her silver comb had become loosened, 
and was finally dragged down by the coU of hair that slipped 
slowly until it fell upon the morocco cushion of the seat, and 
the glistening waves of gray hair rolled around her shoulders, 
and rippled low on her brow. Sea fog had dampened and sea 
wind tossed this mass of white locks, till it made a singular 
burnished frame for the wan face that looked out hopeless and 
painfully quiet. 

Her silk robe de chambre of leaden gray, bordered with blue, 
was unbuttoned at the throat, and showed its &tultless curve and 
contour ; while the full, open sleeves, blown back by the strong 
breeze, bared the snowy arms, where one of the jet serpents 
that formed her bracelets, pressed so heavily on the white flesh 
that a purple band was visible when the hand was raised and 
the bracelet slipped back. 

Watching her intently, Dr. Grey could not detect the slighteal 
quiver of nerve or muscle ; and she breathed so luw and softly 
that he might have doubted whether she was really conscious, 
if he had not correctly interpreted the strained expression of 
the unirdnking gray eyes whose pupils contracted as the skj 
flushed and kindled. 
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On the floor lay a dainty handkerchief, tnd stooping to pick 
ft up, he inhaled the delicate, tenacious perfcune of tube-rose^ 
which, blended with orange-flowers, he had frequently discovered 
when standing near her. ^ 

Placing it within reacii of her fingers, he said, very gently tnd 
■Kire tenderly than he was aware o^ — 

**Mr8. Gerome, — ^ 

^ Hush ! I know what you have come to tell me. I knew 
ii when I came away. Let me alone, now." 

She raised her head, and turned her eyes to meet his, and he 
■huddered at the hard, bitter look, that came swiftly over the 
blanched features. For some seconds they gazed fall at each 
other, and Dr. Grey's eyes filled with a mist that made hers 
seem large and radiant as wintry stars. 

He knew then that his heart was no longer his own, — that 
this wretched, solitary woman, had installed herself in its most 
sacred penetralia; that she had not suddenly, but gradually, 
become the dearest object that earth possessed. 

He did not ask himself whether she filled all his fiistidious 
and lofty requirements, — whether she rose full-statured to his 
noble standard, — whether reverence, perfect confidence, and 
unqualified admiration would follow in the footsteps of mere 
affection. He neither argued, nor trifled, nor deceived himself, 
but bravely confessed to his own true soul, that, for the first 
time in his life, he loved warmly and tenderly the only woman 
whose touch had power to stir his quiet, steady pulses. 

He had not intended to surrender his afifections to the custody 
of any one until reason and judgment had analyzed, weighed, 
and cordially endorsed the wisdom of his choice; and now, 
although surprised at the rashness with which his heart, hitherto 
io tractable and docile, vehemently declared allegiance to a new 
flovereign, he did not attempt to mask or varnish the truth. 
Thoroughly comprehending the fact that it was neither friend- 
■hip nor compassdon, he gravely looked the new feeling in the 
fece, and acknowledged it, — the tyrant which sooner or later 
wields the sceptre in every human heart. 

Had he faithfully kept bis compact with himself, and folio wed 
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the injanction of Joubert, ^^ Choose for a wife (J11I7 Uki 
woman, whom, were she a man, you would choose for yoiu 
friend*'? 

fio'^kuse he found a fascination in her society, should he c<»n 
ohide that it was a healthM atmosphere for his sturdy, exacting 
onoompromising nature ? 

To^y he swept aside ah these protests and questions, post 
poning the arraignment of his heart before the tribunal of 
slighted and indignant reason, and allowed the newly mitred 
pontiff to lead him whither she chose. 

Unconscious of the emotions that brought an unusual glow to 
his fieice and light to his eyes, Mrs. Gerome had dropped her 
head once more on her arms, and the weary, despairing expres- 
sion of her countenance, as she looked at the gilded horizon, 
where sea and sky seemed divided only by a belt of liquid gold, 
— might hare served for the face of some careless Vestal, who, 
having allowed the fire to expire on the altar she had sworn to 
guard sleeplessly, sat hopeless, desolate, and doomed, — watching 
from the dim, cheerless temple of Hestia, the advent of that sim 
whose rays alone could rekindle the sacred fiame, and which, ere 
its setting, would witness the execution of her punishment. 

Dr. Grey bent over her, and said, — 

** I came here in quest of you, hoping to persuade you to 
return to the house." 

" No. You came to tell me that Elsie is dead. You came to 
break the news as gently as possible, — and to pity and try to 
comfort me. You are very good, I dare say ; but I wish to b# 
alone." 

^^ You have been too long alone, and I can not consent t« 
leave you here." 

At the sound of his subdued voioe, she turned her face ta 
wuds him, and, for a moment, — 

*' A strange slow smile grew into her eyeb, 
As thoagh from a gfreat way ofP it came 
And was weary ero down to her lips it flutt^r^ 

And turned into a sigh, or some Roft name 
Whose syllables soonded likest sighs 
Half -smothered in sorrow before they were Tittecti.* 
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•* Dr. Grey, my loneliness transcends all parallels, and is beyond 
remedy. Why should I not stay here? All places are alike to 
me, now. That cold, silent corpse at the house, is not Elsie j 
and, since she has been taken, I shall be utterly alone, go 
where I may.** 

8he shivered, and he picked up a crape shawl lying in a heap 
under the table, and wrapped it around her. The soil foldi 
were damp, and, as he lifted the veil of hair, to draw the shawl 
closer about her shoulders and thront, he felt that it was moist 
from the himiid atmosphere. 

"Sir, I am not cold, — I wish I were. It is useless t© 
wrap up my body so warmly, and leave my heart shivering 
until death freezes it utterly." 

Dr. Grey took her beautiful white hands in his warm palms, 
and held them firmly. 

" Mrs. Gerome, you do not know what is best for you, and 
must be guided by one who will prove himself your truest 
friend." 

" Don't mock my misery ! I never had but one friend, and 
henceforth must live friendless. I knew what was before me, 
and therefore I dreaded this dark, dark day, and begged you 
to save her. She was the world to me. She supplied the 
place of fiaither, mother, husband, society, and because God 
saw that her loving sympathy and care made my existence 
a tnfle less purgatorial than He saw fit to render it, He took 
her away. My poor Elsie would quit the higheftt throne in 
heaven to come back to her desolate, dependent child ; for only 
she knew how and why I trusted and leaned upon her. Ah, 
€k>d ! it is hard that I who have so long shunned strangers 
shoxdd be at their mercy, in the last hour of trial that can be 
devised by fiends, or allowed by heaven to affict me." 

She struggled to free her hands and hide her face, but het 
companion clasped them in one of his, and attempted to draw 
her head down to his shoulder. 

" No, sir ! The grave is the only resting-place for my pooTi 
accursed head. Do not touch me." 
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She shrank as far as possible from him, and her Toioe, hitherto 
lo firm and dry, trembled. 

^ Mrs. Crerome, I intend to take Elsie's place. You had coiv> 
fidenee in her sagacity and penetration, and know that she wafl 
caniious in all things. During her long ilhiess she studied mj 
character and antecedents, and finally begged me o Ake jdv 
under my guardianship when she could no longer watch ovei 
jom She was importunate in her appeal, and to comfort and 
compose her I gave her a solemn promise that at her death I 
woxdd take her place. You may deem me intrusive, and per- 
haps presumptuously impertinent, but time proves all things, 
and, after a little while, you will cling to me as you so long 
clung to her. I shall wait patiently for your confidence ; shall 
deserve, — and then exact it. You need a strong arm to curt 
and guide you, — you need a true, homest heart, to sympathize 
with your sorrows and difficulties, — you need a fearless friend 
to defend you from the assaults of gossip and malice ; and all 
these, if God spares my life, I am resolved to be to you. You 
can not repulse, or ofiend, or chill, or wound me, for my word ia 
sacredly pledged to the dead ; and, by the grace of God, I will 
strictly and fully redeem it, when we meet at the last day." 

The earnestness of his manner, the grave resolution of hia 
tone, and the invincible fearlessness with which his dear, calm, 
pen^ratuig eyes, looked into hers, seemed momentarily to over- 
awe her; and she sat quite still, pondering his unexpected 
words. Pressing her cold fingers very gently, he contiuued, — 

'^ Elsie had such confidence in my discretion, and friendly 
interest in your welfare, that she requested me to warn her of 
hur approaching dissolution in order that she might communi- 
•cate something, which she assured me she desired to confide to 
me before her death. The paralysis of her tongue prevented 
the fulfilment of her wish, but you saw how keenly she smffered 
from her inability to utter what was pressing on her hearf^ 
You can not have forgotten that her last act was to put your 
hand in mino, and you heard my solemn acceptance of the charge 
«:ommi(.ted to me." 

An expression of dread that bordered on horror, came over 
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her i^biastlj &oe, and her hands grasped his, almost ^pasmodi* 
caU^. 

**Did she Lint what she wished to tell you? Did you guess 

**No Whatever her secret may hare been, it passed xxs^ 
uttered into that realm where all mysteries are solved. I 
neither know nor surmise the nature of her desired rerehitii^ 
but some day when you fully understand me, I shall ask you to 
tell me that which she believed I ought to know. My dear 
madam, when I come to you and demand your confidence, 1 
have no fear that you will withhold it." 

She closed her eyes as if to shut out some painful vision, and 
drooped her head lower, till it rested on her chest. 

The sun flashed up from his ocean bed, and, as the first beams 
fell on the woman's hair. Dr. Grey softly passed his broad white 
hand over its perfumed masses, redolent of orange flowers. 

^The air is too damp for you. Come with me to the 
house.** 

She did not heed his words, and perhaps his touch on her 
head recalled some exquisitely painful memory, for she shook it 
oSf and exclaimed, — 

'^ Doubtless, like the remainder of the curious herd, you are 
wondering at my ^ crown of glory,' — and conjecturing wh«t dire 
tragedy bequeathed it to me. Sir, — 

< My hair was black, bat white^^ny life: 
The colors in exchange are oast t 
The white upon my hair is rife, 
The black upon my life has passed.* 

Dr. Grey, I understand you; but you need not stay here to 
keep guard over me, as if I were an imbecile or a refugee from 
an insane asylun. That I am not the one or the other, is 
attributable to the fact that my powers of enduiance are almost 
fiibulous. You fear that in my loneliness and complete isoW 
tion I may turn coward, at the last ordeal I am put through, — 
and, like Zeno cry out, and in a fit of desperation strasigU 
myself? Dr. Grey, make yourself eany. I d( not love mj 
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Cieatoi so dey jtedly that I must needs hurry Into his preeenoe^ 
before He sees proper to send me it summons.'' 

'^ I am afraid to leave you here, for any woman who does not 
lore and reverence her Maker, reqtdres a guardian. Of course 
you will do an you like, but I shall remain here as long im 
ftm do." 

Hd rose, and crossing his amut on his chest, began to walk 
ibout the pavilion. She caught up her hair, twisted it hastily 
into a knot, and secured it with her comb. As slie did so, a 
small cluster of double violets dropped into her lap. She had 
gathered them the preceding afternoon, had carried them as an 
offering to Elsie, who insisted that she should wear them in her 
hair, ''they looked so bonnie just behind the little roguish ear." 
At her request Mrs. Gerome had placed them at the side of her 
head, and the old woman made her lean down that she might 
smell them, and leave a kiss on their blue petals. Now the 
sight of the withered flowers melted her icy composure, and, as 
she lifted the little crushed, faded bouquet, and pressed it 
against her wan cheek, a moan broke from her colorless lips. 

** Oh, Elsie, — Elsie ! How could you desert me ? You knew 
you were all I had to love and trust, — and how coiild you die 
and leave me alone, — utterly alone, in this miserable world 
that has so cruelly injured me ! " 

She clasped her hands passionately over the flowers, and the 
motion caused the sapphire ring, which was now much too 
large, to slip from the thin finger, and roll ringing across th« 
marble floor. 

Dr. Grey picked it i^p, and as he replaced it, drew her hand 
tiudei his arm, and led her out of the boat-house. They walked 
slowly, and as they ascended the steps, he saw his buggy ap- 
proaching the side gate. 

Oi)ening the parlor door, he drew his companion into th« 
room, where the Psycho lamp still burned brightly. 

** Mrs. Gerome, will you trust me? " 

He had hoped that a return to the house would touch hei 
heart and make her weep, but the cold, dry glitter e f her eyes 
disappointed him. 
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'* Dr. Grey, I trust neither men Lor women, nor even the 
angels in heaven; for one of them turned serpent, and if 
tradition be true, made earth the dismal ^Bochim' I haye 
found it.** 

She turned from him, and threw herself vireariljr ^pon tbi 
4i van that filled the recess of the oriel window. 

Securing the door of the library, he extinguished the lamp^ 
and closing the parlor went out to meet Salome. 



CHAPTER XX. 




)CTOR GREY, you look weary and anxious." 
" I feel so, for this has been a memorable night.*' 
"The servant who opened the gate for us said 
that the poor old woman died about daybreak." 

" Yes ; when I arrived I found her speechless, and of course 
could do nothing but watch her die. Come down this walk, 1 
wish to talk to you before you go into the house." 

He pointed to a serpentine walk, overai-ched by laurustinuB, 
and they had proceeded some yards before he spoke agam. 

"Salome, I believe you told me that you had met Mrs, 
Gerome?" 

" Yes, sir ; once upon the clifis, a mile below, I saw her for a 
isw moments." 

" She is a very eccentric woman." 

" I shDuld judge so, from her appearance." 

^'Her life seems to have been blighted by early griefisij am 
she hiis grown cynical and misanthropic. Loving no one but 
her faithful and devoted nurse, she has completely isolated 
herself and consequently the death of this servant — ccm 
panion — nay, foster-mother — is a terrible tlow \o her. I 
want your promise that what you may hear or witness i» thLi 
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houBO shall not travel beyond its waUs to feed the worse-ihaa 
XJgolino hunger of never-satiated scandal and gossip." 

Salome's brow contracted and darkened. 

^Do you class me among newsmongers and charaotflr* 
cannibals?'' 

" If I did, you certainly woxdd not be here at this instant. 1 
Bent for you to come and take my place temporarily, as I am 
compelled to see a patient many miles distant, who is dan- 
gerously ilL The majority of women might go away, and com- 
ment upon the occurrences of this melancholy iay, but I wiah 
to keep sacred all that Mrs. Gerome desires to screen from 
public gaze and animadversion. Because she is not fond of 
society, it revenges itself by circulating reports detjdmental to 
the owner of a house which is elegantly furnished, not for popu- 
lar praise, but solely for her own comfort and gratification. 
While I regard her course as very deplorable, and particularly 
impolitic for one so young and unprotected, I am totally un- 
acquainted with the reasons that control her ; and, in this hour 
of grief and bitterness, I earnestly desire to shield her from 
intrusion and impertinent scrutiny." 

** In other words, you wish me to have eyes and yet see not, 
— and having ears to hear not ? You must indeed have little 
confidence in my good sense, and still less in my feminine sym- 
pathy for the aflaicted, if you suppose that under existing cir- 
cumstances I could come to the house of mourning to collect 
materials to be rolled as sweet morsels under the slanderous 
tongues, that already wag so industriously concerning * Solitude* 
and its solitary mistress. Verily, I occupy a lofty niche in 
your estimation, and it would doubtless be pardonably prudent 
in you to reconsider, and bid Elbert take me home with ail 
possible dispatch, before I see Fatima or Bluebeard." 

" When will you cease to be childish, and remember th*t m 
woman's work lies before you ? " 

"You may date that desirable transmogrification from th« 
hour when you cease to stir up the mud and dregs rn mj 
nataroy by dombting ths possibility that they will eeer setde^ 
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and leare a pure medium between jour soul vad mine. J^tst m 
soon, — and no sooner." 

** M J young friend, you are too sensitive. I now offer jou 
the strongest proof of confidence that I can ever hope to com- 
mand. Will you take charge of this stricken household in my 
ahoence, and not only superintend the arrangements necessary 
for the funeral, hat watch over Mrs. Crerome and see that no 
ons disturbs her ? " 

** You may trust me to execute her wishes and your orders.** 

** Thank you. There certaiuiy is no one except you whom I 
woidd trust in this emergency. One thing more ; if Mrs. Gerome 
leaves the house, do not lose sight of her. It may be necessary 
V) keep a very strict surveillance over her, and I will return bm 
joon as possible, and relieve you." 

As they entered the house, Salome said, — 

** You will stop at home and get your breakfast ? " 

" No, I shall not have time." 

" Let me make you a cup of coffee before you start." 

** Thank you, it is not necessary ; and besides, the house is in 
such confusion that it would be difficult to obtain anything. 
Come with me." 

She followed him into the dim room, where the tall but 
emaciated form of Elsie Maclean had been dressed for its last 
long sleep. The housemaid sat at the bedside, and Bobert stood 
at one of the windows. 

The first passionate burst of grief had spent itself, and the 
•en was very calm. 

At a sign from Dr. Grey he came forward, and bowed to ths 
stranger. 

" Robert, I am obliged to be absent for several hours, and 
Miss Owen will remain imtil I return. If you need advice or 
assistance come to her, and do not disturb Mrs. Gerome, who ia 
lying on a sofa in the parlor. 1 will drive thro igh town, and 
teni your minister out immediately." 

** You are very good, sir. Do y'>u think the funeral should 
take place before to-morrow? I want to speak to my nustnrew 
about it." 
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** For her sake, it is advisable that it shotild not be dAlajred 

beyond this afternoon. It is very harrowing to know :hat the 
body is lying here, and I think she would prefer to leave al) 
these matters to yon. It would be better for all pajrties to 
have the funeral ceremonies ended this evening." 

" 1 suppose, sir, you know that my poor mother will be buried 
h«pe, in the grounds." 

" For what reason ? The cemetery is certainly the best ;;>laoe.^ 

Robert handed a slip of paper to Dr. Grey, who read, in m 
remarkably beautiftd chirography, the following words, — 

" Robert, it was your mother's desire and is my wish that she 
should be buried near that cluster of deodar cedars, just beyond 
the mound. Send for an undertaker, and for the minister who 
visited her during her illness; and let everything be done a& if 
it vere my funeral instead of hers. Put some geranium leavef 
and violets in her dear hands, and upon her breast." 

" When did you receive this ? " asked Dr. Grey. 

"A moment ago, Phajbe, the cook, brought it to me from my 
mistress." 

" Of course you have no choice, but must comply with her 
wishes and those of the dead. Still, I regret this decision." 

"Yes, sir; it is ill luck to keep a grave near the eaves of a 
house, and it will be bad for my mistress to have it always in 
sight; for she mopes enough at best, and does not sleep o'nights^ 
and the Ivord only knows what will become of her with my 
poor mother's corpse and coffin within ten yards of her window. 
Sir, how does she take this awful blow ? It comforted me to 
know you were with her." 

** She bears this affliction as she seems to have endured all 
others that have overtaken her, in a spirit of rebellious bitter- 
ness and defiance. 1 am afraid that the excitement will seriously 
iiyure her. Salome, I will return as early as the safety of a 
patient will permit." 

Robert followed the doctor to his buggy, to consiilc 1dm with 
reference to some of the sad details of the im|)ending funeral, 
and after a hasty glance at the p itcid countenance of the dead, 
Salome went back to the hall, and sat down opposite to the 
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iwrlor door, which had been pointed out to her. Her r.orvet 
were strong, healthy, and firm, but the presence of death, the 
profound silence that reigned, the chill atmosphere, and 'ireary 
aspect of the house, — all conspired to oppress hex heart. 

Through the open door she could see the ever restless sea, 
And hear its endless murmuring monot'One, and imagiuatiruD 
reusing the ill-omened legends she had heard recounted concern 
Ing this spot, peopled the comers of the hall with phantomSi 
«nd every flitting shadow on the lawn became a spectre. 

Now and then the servants— two middle-aged women— 
passed sofbly to and fro, and twice Eobert crossed the passage, 
but not a sound issued from the parlor ; and once, when Phoebe 
came with her mistress's breakfeist on a waiter, and tried the 
bolt, she found the door locked. She knocked several times, but 
receiving no answer went quietly back to the kitchen. 

Weary of sitting on one of the hard, uncomfortable wabiut 
chairs, that stood with its high carved back close to the wall, 
Salome rose, and amused herself by studying the engravings 
that surrounded her. In the midst of her investigations she 
was startled by a loud, doleful, blood-curdling sound, that 
seemed to proceed from some spot immediately beneath the floor 
of the hall. It was different from an3rthing she had ever heard 
before, but resembled the prolonged howl of a dog, and rose and 
fell on the air Hke a cry from some doomed spirit. 

Robert came out of the room which his mother had alwaya 
occupied, and, as he passed Salome, she asked, — 

" What is the matter ? What is the meaning of that horrible 
noise?" 

^ Only the greyhoimd howHng at the dead that he knows is 
lying over his head. Ah, ma'am! The pooi brute sees wha* 
we can't see, and his death-baying is awfuL" 
' '^ Where is he? The sound seems to come through tL« 
«oor.'' 

^' He is so savage that I was afraid he would hurt gome of the 
itrangers who will come here to-day, so I chained him in the 
basement. Hist, ma'am ! Did you ever hear anytning bo dre«d 
fU ? It raises the hair of my head." 
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lie irent down stairs, and the howling, which was caused bf 
the &ct that the dog was hungry and unaccustomed to being 
chained, ceased as soon as he was set free. Ere long Robert 
came bai^ followed by the greyhound, whose collar he grasped 
6nx:Jy. At sight of Salome he growled and plimged towards 
9ier, but Robert was on the alert, and held him down. Leading 
^im to the parlor door, the gardener knocked, and put his 
month to the key-hole. 

** If you please, ma'am, will you let Greyhound in ? It won*t 
do to leave him at large, and when I chain him he almost lifba 
the roof with his howls." 

No reply reached Salome's strained ears, but the door waa 
>pened sufficiently to admit the dog, who eagerly bounded in, 
and then the click of the lock once more barred intrusion ; and 
when the joyful barking had ceased, all grew silent once more. 

From a basket of fresh flowers brought in by the boy who 
assisted Robert, Salome selected the white ones and made a 
wreath, which she laid aside and sprinkled ; then gathering some 
rose and nutmeg geraniimi-leaves, and a few violets blooming in 
jars that stood on the gallery, she cautiously glided into the 
chamber of death, and arranged them in Elsie's rigid hands. 

Soon after, the undertaker and minister arrived, and while 
they conferred with Robert concerning the burial service, the 
girl went back to her vigil before the parlor door, and endeavored 
to divert her thoughts by looking into a volimie of poems that 
lay on the hall table. The book opened at " Macromicros," ^^hera 
a brilliant verbena was crushed between the leaves, and delicate 
ondnlatuig pencil-lines enclosed the passage beginning, — 

*'0 woman, woman, with face so pale 1 
Pale woman, weaving away 
A fmstrate life at a lifeless loom." 

Hlowly the hours wore away, and at noon Elsie's body wa* 
fiiaced in the coffin and left on a table in the room opposite tho 
parlor. 

It was two o'clock when Dr. Grey came up the steps, looking 
more &tigued than Salome had ever seen him. He sat dowm 
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beside her on the gallery, and sighed as he caught a glimpse cf 
the men who were bricking up the grave that yawned on the 
right hand side of the lawn. 

** Where is Mrs. Gerome? ** 

**In the parlor. Once I heard her pacing the floor very 
rapidly, and saying something to her dog. Since then — two 
hours ago — not a sound has reached me." 

** She has taken no food ? '* 

" No, sir. The servant who prepared her breakfast knocked 
twice at the door, but was refused admittance." 

Dr. Grey went into the hall, and rapped vigorously on the 
door, but there was no movement within. 

** Mrs. G^rome, please permit me to speak to you for a few 
minutes. If it were not necessary, I would not disturb you." 

The appeal produced no effect; and, without hesitation, he 
walked to the door of the library or rear parlor, — took the key 
6rom his pocket, opened it, and entered. 

The dog was asleep on the velvet rug before the hearth, and 
his mistress sat at her escritoire, with her arms restiog on the 
blue desk, and her face hidden upon them. A number of letters 
and papers were scattered about, and, in an open drawer a silver 
casket was visible, with a pearl key in its lock. 

BefoT*^ the marble Harpocrates stood two slender violet- 
colored Venetian glasses, representing tulips, and filled with 
fuchsias and clematis that we^e dropping their faded velvet 
petals, and the atmosphere was sweet with the breath of carna- 
tions and mignonette blooming in the south window. 

Dr. Grey hoped that Mrs. Gerome had fallen asleep; but 
when he bent over her, he saw in the mirror above her that the 
large, bright eyes were gazing vacantly into the recess of the 
desk. 

She noticed his image reflected in the glass, and instantly sat 
upright, spreading her hands over ner papers as if to screen 
them. He drew a chair near hers, and put his finger on her 
pulse, which throbbed so rapidly he could scarcely count it. 

^' Have you slept at all, since I left you this morning ? " 

**No." 
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^You promised that you would not attempt to destroy 
yourself." 

** I have kept my vord.'* 

** Yes ; you * keep it to our ear, and break it to our hope,' 
for you must know that unless yon take some rest and re^esh 
ment, you will be seriously ill." 

Ho saw a spark leap up in her eyes, like a bubble tossed 
into sunshine by a sudden ripple, and she shook back the hair 
Ihat seemed to oppress her. 

• Do not tease and torment me, now. I want to bo quiet," 

** My task is an unpleasant one, therefore I shaU not postpone 
it. In a short time — within the next hour — Elsie will be 
buried, and you owe a last tribute of gratitude and respect to 
her remains. Will you refuse it to the faithful friend to whom 
you are indebted for so much affection and considerate care ? " 

" She would not wish me to do anything that is so repugnant, 
BO painful to me." 

** Have you no desire to look at her kind, placid face once 
more?" 

" I wish to remember it as in life, — not rigid and repidsive 
in death." 

** She looks so tranquil you would think she was sleeping." 

** No, — no ! Don't ask me. I never saw but one corpse, and 
that was of a sailor drowned in mid orean, and I shall never be 
able to forget its ghastliness and distortion as it lay on deck, 
under sickly moonshine." 

" Mrs. Gerome, you must follow Elsie's body to the grave. 
Believe that I have good reasons for this request, and grant it." 

She shook her head. 

"Your habits of seclusion have srbjected you to unt^oan- 
table remarks, and your absence from the foneral woi-ld create 
more gossip than any woman can afford to give grounds for. 
Tliere is a rumor afloat that you are deranged, and the l)est 
refutation will be your quiet- presence at the grave of f*<w 
Cfdthfiil nurse." 

She straightenefl herseli^ haughtily. 
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•* Seven years ago I turned my back upon the world, and 
■romed its verdict." 

** The men or women who defy public opinion invite social 
impalement, and rarely &il to merit the branding and oppro 
biium they invariably receive. Madam, I should imagine thai 
to a nature so refined and shrinking as yours, almost any trial 
would seem slight in comparison with the certainty of becoming 
a target for sarcasm, pity, and malice, in every kitchen in th« 
neighborhood. Permit my prudence to prevail over your re- 
hiotance to the step I have advised, and some day you will thank 
me for my persistency. You have time to make the proper 
changes in your dress, and, when the hour arrives, I will knock 
at your own door. My dear madam, do not delay," 

She roso, and began to replace the papers in the drawers of 
her desk, which she closed and locked. 

" Dr. Grey, why should you care if I am slandered ? " 

^^ Because I am now your best friend, and must tell you 
frankly your foibles and langers, and endeavor to guard you 
from the £Ednte|fi breath of detraction." 

**I am very suspicious concerning the motives of all who 
come about me; and, at times, I have been so unjust as to 
ascribe even my poor Elsie's devotion to a desire to control 
my fortune for the benefit of herself and child. Do you expect 
me to trust you more implicitly than I ever trusted her ? " 

^ I shall make it impossible for you to doubt me. Come to 
your room. Elsie's few acquaintances will soon be here." 

Mrs. Gerome thrust the key of her desk into her pocket, but 
a moment after, when she drew out her handkerchief it fell on 
the carpet, and without observing it, she passed swiftly acrons 
the ball, and into her own apartment. 

As Dr. Grey lingered to secure the door, his eye fell upon the 
silver key on the floor; and, placing it in his vest pocket, Le 
rejoined Salome. 

At four o'clock several of Robert's friends came and seated 
themselves in the room where the cofi&n sat wreathed with 
flowers; and immediately after, Mr. and Mrs. Spiewell made 
Uieir appearance, accompanied by two ladies whose features 
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were oonoealed by thick veils. Bobert and the e&rvanta wm 
joined them, and Salome stole into the room and sat domn in 
one comer. 

Dr. Grey tapped softly at the door of Mrs. Chrome's apart- 
. Mient, and she came out instantly, and walked firmly forwam 
dll she stood in the presence of the dead. She was dressed im 
black silk, and wore two heavy lace veils over her bonnet, 
which efiTectnally screened her countenance. Crossing the floor, 
she stood at Bobert' s side, and the minister rose and began the 
burial service. 

When a prayer was oflered, all the other persons present 
bowed their heads, but the mistress of the iiansion remained 
nrect aud motionless ; and, as the pall-bearers took up the coffin 
and proceeded to the grave, she followed Bobert. 

Dr. Grey stepped to her side aud oflered his arm, but she took 
no notice of the act, aud walked on as if she were an automaton. 

The service was concluded, the coffin lowered, and, amid 
Bobert's half-smothered sobs, the mound was raised under the 
deodars, whose long shadows slanted athwart it, in the dying 
sunlight. 

The little group dispersed, aud Mr. Spiewell led his wife to 
the owner of " Solitude." 

^^Mrs. Gerome, Mrs. Spiewell aud I have long desired the 
pleasure of your acquarutance, aud hope, if you need friends, 
you will permit us — ** 

<< Thank you for your kindness in visiting my Mthful old 
Elsie." 

The tall, veiled figure had cut short his speech by a quick, 
imperative gesture of her hand; and, turning instantly away, 
disappeared in one of the densely shaded walks that wound 
through the grounds. 

Dr. Grey escorted the party to their carriages, and as he 
handed Mrs. Spiewell in, she said, in her sharp nasal tones, — 

** I heard that Mrs, Gerome was devotedly attached to the 
pooi^ old creature who had nursed her, but she certainly seemi 
lo me very indiflerent and heartless." 

^She is more deeply affiicted by her loss than yon 
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{poaribly reaiize, and I am exceedingly apprehensire hat aha 
will be ill in consequence of her inability to sleep or eat. Mf 
dear madam, we must not judge too hastily from appearanoesi 
else we shall deserve similar treatment. Who are those two 
ladies veiled so closely? " 

" Friends, I presume, or they would not be here." 

But the little woman seemed uneasy, and flushed under tbt 
doctor's searching gaze. 

^^I hope dear Miss Jane is as well as one can ever expect 
her to be in this life. Come, Charles; you forget, my dear, 
that we have a visit to make before tea-time. I notice, doctor, 
that you have a new carpet on the floor of your pew, and a new 
cushion-cover to match ; and, indeed, you are so flne that the 
remainder of the church seems quite faded and shabby. Good 
evening, doctor ; my love to all at home." 

The clergjrman's gray pony trotted off with his master and 
mistress, and Dr. Grey returned to Salome, who waited for him 
at the steps of the terrace. 

^* What do you suppose brought Mrs. Channing and Adelaide 
to the poor old woman's funeral?" asked the orphan. 

** How did you discover them ? " , 

^^I found this handkerchief, whose initials I embroidered 
two months ago, and recognize as belonging to Mrs. Channing. 
As for Miss Adelaide, when she moved her veil a little aside to 
peep at Mrs. Gerome, I cau^t a glimpse of her pretty face 
Do fchey visit here ? " 

^^ Certainly not; nobody visits here but the butcher, bakei, 
and doctor. Those ladies came solely on a tour of inspection, 
and to gratify a curiosity that is not flattering to their cha- 
racters. My dear child, you look tired." 

^^Dr. Grey, what is there so mysterious about this house 
and its owner that all the town is agog and agape when the 
subject is mentioned ? What is Mrs. €k)rome's historv ^ " 

^^ I am totally unacquainted with its ietails, and only know 
that since she became a widow, she has been a complete recluseii 
She IS very unhappy, and we must exert ourselves to cheer her. 
This has been a Icnely, dreary day to you, I fear, and I tnul 
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it will not be necessarj for me to ask you to reoLain hett 

to-night." 

The 8nn had set, leaving magnificent cloud-pictures on aky 
and sea, and while the orphan turned to enjoy the glorioiui 
prospect above and around her, Dr. Grey went in search of thii 
loncly woman who now continually occupied his thoughts. 

She was standing under the pyramidal cedars, looking down 
At the new grave, where Salome's wreath hung on the hea/l- 
board, and hearing approaching footsteps would have moved 
away, but he said, pleadingly, — 

" Do not avoid me." 

She paused, and suddenly held out her hands to hinL 

" Ah, — is it you ? Dr. Grey, what shall I do ? How can 
£ bear to live here, — alone, — alone." 

He took her hands and looked down into her whito, chill face. 

" My dear friend, take your suffering heart to God, and He 
will heal, and comfort, and strengthen you. If He has sorely 
afflicted you, try to believe that Infinite love and mercy directed 
all things, and that ultimately every sorrow of earth will be 
overruled for your eternal repose and happiness. Remember 
that this world is but a threshing-fioor, where angels use afflic- 
tions as flails, to beat the chaff and dust from our hearts, and 
present them as perfect grain for the gameis of God. I know 
that you are desolate, but you can never be utterly alone, since 
the precious promise, * Lo ! 1 am with you alway, even unto 
the end of the world.' " » 

Despairingly she shook her head. 

^^ All that might comfort some people, but it falls on my eaiv 
and heart like the sound of the clods on Elsie's coffin. I ha\nB 
no religion, — no faith, — no hope, — in time or eternity. Mj 
miserable past entombs all things." 

"Do not unearth your woes, — let the grave seal them* 
Y'our life stands waiting to be sanctified, — dedicated to Him 
who gave it. My dear friend, — 

' Gleans) it and mak« it pure, ana fashion it 
After His image : heal thyself ; from grief 
Comes glory, like a rainbow from a olonU.* ** 
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The sound of his voice, more than the import of Lib woi i^ 
teemed to soothe her, for her eyes softened ; but the effect waft 
transitory, and presently she exclaimed, — 

^Mere ^sounding brass, and a tinkling cymbal!' Prett; 
words, and maaiial; but empty as those polished shells ponder 
ibab echo only hollow strains of the never silent sea. Onc€^ 
Dr. Grey, — " 

She paused, and a shiver crept through her stately form; 
then she slowly continued, in a tone of indescribable pataos, — 

**Once I could have listened to your counsel, for once my 
■oul was full of holy aims, and my heart as redolent of pure 
Christian purposes as a June rose is of perfume ; but now, — 

'They are past as a slamber that passes, 

As the dew of a dawn of old time ; 
Kore frail than the shadows on glasses, 
More fleet than a wave or a rhyme.* ** 

Dr. Grey drew her arm through his, and silently led her to 
the house, and into the parlor. He noticed that her breathing 
was quick and short, and that she sank wearily upon thn sofa, 
as if her strength had well-nigh failed her. 

He untied her bonnet-strings and removed it, and she threw 
her head down on the silken cushion, as a spent child might 
have done. 

Taking a vial from his pocket, he dropped a portion of tbtf 
contents into a wine-glass, and filled it with sherry wine. 

" !Mrs. Gerome, drink this for me. It will benefit you." 

Sh9 swallowed the mixture, and remained quiet for some 
leconds ; then a singularly scornful smile curved her mouth aa 
•he said, - - 

**You drugged the wine. Well, so be it. Nepenthe or 
poison artj alike welcome, if they bring me death, or even tern 
porary oblivion." 

Katie came in and lighted the lamp, and Dr. Grey sat besiaa 
the sofa and watched the effect of his prescription. 

Tired at length of the sober sea and dark gloomy groundl^ 
Balome came back to the house and stood on the threshold of 
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the parlor door, looking curiously at the quiet^ silont groi p^ and 
at the pictures on the walls. 

She could see very distinctly the beautiful white face of tb« 
mistress pressed against the blue damask cushion, and elear in 
outline as she had once observed it on the background of ooeaftj 
and she noticed that the features were sharper and that th# 
figure was thinner. From the silvery lamp-light the gray hair 
aeemed to have caught a metallic lustre on the ripples thai 
ebbed back from the blue-veined temples, and the woman looked 
like a marble snow-crowned image, draped in black. 

With one elbow on his knee, and his cheek resting in his 
hand. Dr. Grey leaned forward, studying the features turned 
towards him, and watching her with almost breathless interest. 
He was not aware of Salome's presence, and was unconscious of 
the strained, troubled gaze, that she fixed upon him. 

The tender love that filled his heart looked out of his grave 
deep eyes, which never wandered from the face so dear to him, 
and moved his lips in an inaudible prayer for the peace and 
welfeure of the lonely waif whom Providence or fate had brought 
into his path, to evoke all the tenderness latent in his sturdy, 
manly nature. 

In the twinkling of an eye, Salome had learned the whole 
truth ; and standing there, she staggered and grasped the door- 
way for support, wishing that the heavens and earth woidd 
pass away — that death might smite her, and end the agony that 
never could be patiently endured. 

Recently she liad tutored herself to bear the loss of his love 
and the deprivation of his caresses, — she had mapped out a 
future in which her lot was one of loneliness, — but through all 
the network of coming years there ran like a golden cord bind- 
ing their destini^ the precious hope that at least Dr. Grey 
would die as he had lived hitherto, ~~ without giving to any 
woman the coveted place in his heart, where the orphan wovio 
sooner have reigned than upon the proudest throne in Europe. 

She had prayed that, with this assurance, God would help her 
to be contented — would enable her to make her life useful axi4 
pure, and, like Di Grey's, a blessing to those about her. 
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It had nerer oocurrea to her that the man wh^m ahe reve 
ffcnoed above all things human or divine^ and whoso exalted 
ideal of feminine perfection soared as far above her as the angeli 
in Lebmn's ^^ Stoning of St. Stephen " soared above the Hinning 
nmltitude below them — that the man whose fastidiousness oon^ 
^eming womanly character and deportment seemed exaggerated 
ftnd almost morbid, could admire or defend, muoh less loni* 
that gray-haired widow, whom the world pronounced either a 
lunatic, or a scoffing, misanthropic infideL 

The discovery was so unexpected, so startling, that it partially 
ttunned her ; and, Hke one addicted to somnambulism, she softly 
crossed the room and stood behind Dr. Grey's chair. 

He had taken Mrs. Gerome's hand to examine her pulse, and 
retained it in his, looking fondly at the dainty moulding of the 
fingers and the exquisite whiteness of the smooth skin. How 
long she stood there Salome never knew, for paralysis seemed 
creeping, numb and cold, over her heart and brain. 

Dr. Grey saw that his exhausted patient was asleep, and knew 
that the opiate he had administered in the wine would not relin- 
quish its hold until morning ; and when her breathing became 
more quiet and regular he bent his head and sofUy kissed the 
hand that lay heavily in his. 

Salome covered her face and groaned; and rising, he was 
for the first time cognizant of her presence. His face flushed 
deeply. 

" How long have you been heie ? " 

^'Long enough to discover why you visit 'Solitude' so 
often." 

He could not see her countenance, but her unnaturally hollow 
tone pained and shocked him. 

'^ You are very much ^tigued, my dear child, and as soon a« 
I have given some directions to Bobert, I will take you home* 
Get your bonnet, and meet me at the door.'* 

He took a shawl that was lying on the piano and laid it carfr^ 
fully over the sleeper, then bent one knee beside the sofa, and 
mutely prayed that God wotdd comfort and protect tiie ^ ; 
who was becoozdng so dear to him. 
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With one long, anxious, tender look into her hopeless yet beau 
dful fieuse, he left the room and went in search of Eobert and 
Katie. When he had given the requisite directions, and de- 
■oended the steps, he found Salome waiting, with her £ngen 
grasping the side of the buggy. Silently he handed her in'; 
and, as she sank back in one comer and mu£9ed her face, they 
irove swiftly through the sombre grounds, where the aged treef 
•eemed murmuring in response to the ceaseless mutter of tha 
•oilenaea. 

'^ Whom first we loye, 70a know, we seldom wed. 
Time roles ns all. And Life indeed is not 
The thing we planned it out ere hope was dead. 
And then we women can not choose onr lof 



CHAPTER XXI. 



(( 




iPIAN, you certainly do not intend to sit up again 
to-night? Even brass or whitleather would not stand 
the wear and tear that your constitution is sub- 
jected to. You really make me unhappy." 

" My dear Jane, it would make you still more unhappy if 
from mere desire to promote my personal ease and comfort, I 
soidd forget the solemn responsibility imposed by my profession. 
Moreover, my physical strength is quite equal to the tax I ezail 
from it." 

'^I doubt it, for ve have all remarked how pale and worn 
you look," 

'^My jaded appearance is attributable to mental anxietji 
father than bodily exhaustion." 

*^ If Mrs. Gerome is so ill as to require such unremitting care 
and vigilance, she should have a nurse, instead of expecting a 
physician to devote aU his time and attention to her. Where iff 
Heaterl)enison?" 
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^ I have placed Ler at the steam-mill above town, wheie thisrt 
is a bad cajse of so^iall-pox, and even if she were not thus en- 
gaged, I should not take her to ^ Solitude.' " 

^^ Pray, why not ? She took first-rate care of me when 1 was 
io sick last year." 

^^ Mrs. Gerome is morbidly sensitive at all times, and at this 
juncture I shoidi be afraid to introduce a stranger into hw 
sick room.'* 

** When people are so excessively nervous about being seen, I 
can't help feeling a little suspicious. Do you suppose that Mr& 
Qerome loved her husband so much better than the majority of 
widows love theirs, that seven years after his death she can't 
bear to be looked at ? I like to see a woman show due respect 
to her husband's memory, but I tell you my experience — or 
rather my observation — leads me to believe that these yoimg 
widows who make the greatest parade of their grief, and load 
themselves with crape and bombazine till they can scarcely 
stagger under their flutings, flounces, and jet-fringes, are the 
most anxious to marry again." 

" Stop, my darling sister I Who has been filing your tongue 
and curdling all the *milk of human kindness' in your gene- 
rous heart ? If women refuse to each other due sympathy in 
sorrow, to what quarter can they turn for that balm which their 
natures reqxdre? I never before heard you atter sentiments 
that trenched so closely upon harsh uncharitableness. ^our 
lips generally employ only the silvery language of leniency, which 
£ so mucli love to hear, but to-day they adopt the dialect of 
Libeldom. Eecollect, my dear sister, that even tlie pagan 
Athenians would never build a temple to Clemency, which 
"Jiey contended found her most appropriate altars in hiunaa 
hearts.* 

** Pooh, Ulpian I You need not preach me such a sermon, 
w if ] were a heathen. Facts, when they happen to be real 
facts, are the best umpires in the world, and to their arbitra- 
ment I leave my character for charity. When Eeuben Chalmers 
died, his wife was so overwhelmed with grief that she shut her- 
self up like a nun; and vbeo she drove out for fresb air wors 
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two kdavy crape veils, and never allowed any one to ofttoL • 
glimpse of her countenance. Not even to church did she ven- 
ture until one morning, at the end of two years, she laid asidt 
her weeds, clad herself in bridal array, was married in her own 
parlor, and the next Sunday made h^r first appearance in 
public after the death of her husband, leaning on the arm of hei 
second spouse. Now, that is true, — is no libel, — pity it is not ! 
Though ^ one swallow does not make a summer,' I can't help 
feeling suspicious of very young and hopelessly inconsol^c^e 
widows, and am always reminded of Anastasia Chalmers. So 
you see, my blue-eyed preacher, when your old Janet talks of 
these things, she is not caught ' reckoning without her host.' " 

*^ One deplorable instance should not bias you against an en- 
tire class, and the beautiful constancy of Panthea ought to 
neutralize the example of a himdred Anastasia Chalmers. Is it 
not unfortunate that poor human nature so tenaciously recol- 
lects all the evil records, and is so oblivious of the noble acts 
furnished by history? Do cut the acquaintance of the huge 
£Bumly of on ditSy who serve the community in much the same 
capacity as did the cook of Tantalus, when he dressed and gar- 
nished Pelops for the banquet table. Unluckily, devouring 
viAlice can not furnish the * ivory shoulder ' requisite to mend 
kts mischief. We are all prone to forget the injunction, * Judge 
not^ that ye be not judged,' and instead of remembering that 
we are directed to bear one another's burdens, we gall the 
shoiddcjrs of many, by increasing the weights we should lighten. 
Janet, don't flay all the poor yoimg widows; leave them to 
t«ch measure of peace as they may find among their weeds." 

Miss Jane listened t> her brother's homily with a half-smile 
lurking about the puckered comers of her eyes and mouth, and 
putting her finger in the button-hole of his coat, drew bim 
closer to her, as they sat together on the soflEk. 

^* How long since you took the tribe of widows under yoi»t 
special protection ? " 

** Since the moment, that, owing to some inexplicable freak, 
my dear Janet suifered ' evil communications to corrupt ' her 
^ good manners,' aad absolutely forgot to be just and generous*" 



Digitized by 



Google 



XmTTL DEATH XT8 DO PABT. «77 

He kiand his sister and rose, but the troublefl look thai 
tettled onoe more on his countenance did not escape her cbser 
fation. 

" Ulpian, is Mrs. Gerome very ill? ** 

^ Yes, I am e» ^eedinglj unhappy about her. She is danger* 
wily ill 'with a low, nervous, fever that baffles all my remedies.^ 

Dr. Grey walked up and down the room, and Miss Jane 
^pressed her spectacles closer to her nose, and watched him. 

^ If the poor woman leads such a lonely, miserable life, I 
should think that death would prove a blessed release to her. 
Of course it is natural and reasonable that you should desire to 
save all your patients, but why are you so very unhappy about 
her?'' 

He did not answer immediately, and when he spoke his deep 
tone was tremulous with fervent feeling. 

^^ Because I find that she is dearer to me than all the other 
women in the world, except my sister; and her death woidd 
grieve me more than any trial that has yet overtaken me — 
more than you can realize, or than I can express." 

He took Miss Jane's face in his hands, kissed her, and lefb the 
room. 

Meeting Muriel and Salome in the hall, the former seized hii 
arm, and exclaimed,-: — 

^^ You shall not leave home again ! Let me tell Elbert to puc 
up your buggy. If you continue to work yourself down, as 
you are now doing, you will be prematurely old, and gray, and 
decrepit. Come into the parlor, and let me play you to sleep." 

" I heartily wish I could follow your pleasant prescription, but 
duty is inexorable, and knows no law but that of obedience." 

** Must you sit up to-night ? Is that poor lady no better ? " 

** I can see no improvement, and must remain until I dou" 

" You are afraid that she will die ? " 

** I hope that God will spare her life." 

His serious tone awed Murie], who raised his hand to taflf 
lips, and murmured, — 

**My deal doctor, I wish I could help you. I wiah I ocvM 
do something to make you look less troubled." 
U 
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** You can help me, little one, by being happy yourself and by 
aiding Sa]ome in cheering my sister, while I am forced ti spend 
■o much time away from her. Crood evening. Take care of 
yourselves till I come home." 

Humming a bar of a Genoese barcarole, Muriel ran up stair 
to join her governess; but Salome turned and followed th« 
niAster of the house to the front door. 

** Dr. Grey, can I render you any assistance at * Solitude * ? " 

"Thank you, — the time has passed when you might have 
aided me. Two weeks ago, when I requested you to go with 
me, Mrs. Gerome was rational and would have yielded to your 
influence, but now she is delirious and you could accomplisl: 
nothing. The servants are faithful and attentive, and can be 
trusted during my absence to execute my orders." 

A bright flush rose to Salome's temples, and her eyes drooped 
beneath his, so anxious and yet so calmly sad. 

" At the time you spoke to me I could not go, but now J 
really should be glad to accompany you. Will you take meP " 

"No, Salome." 

" Your reason. Dr. Grey ? " 

** Is one whose utterance would pain you, consequently I tmsl 
you will pardon me, for withholding it." 

" At my own peril, I demand it." 

"The motive which prompts your offer precludes the pood* 
bility of my acceptance." 

"How dare you sit in judgment on my motives? You who 
prate and homilize of charity! charity! and who quote the 
* golden rule' solely for the edification and guidance of those 
around you. Example is more potent than precept, and we are 
ereatures of imitation. Suppose I should question the disin- 
terestedness of your motives in allowing one patient to 
Bionopolize your attention to the detriment of the remainder ? 
Of course you would be shocked and think me presumptuous, 
for one's sins and follies often play hide and seek, and sometimei 
we insult our own pet fault when we find it housed in rome 
other piece of flesh." 

"Good night, Saloioe. I shall endeavor to foiget aU Qda^ 
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1 1 am too smcerelj your Mend to desire to set yoor hastj 
words in the storehouse of memory." 

He looked down pityingly, sorrowfully, into her angry impe- 
rious eyes, and sudden shame smote her, "making her cheeks 
glow and tingle as if from the stroke of an open hand. 

^^Dr. Grey, wait one moment! Let me say something, thai 
will show, — that will — '' 

** Only make matters worse. No, Salome, I have little time 
for trifling, still less for recrimination, none at aU for dis^ 
simulation; and, in your present mood, the least we can say 
will prove the most powerful for good." 

He went dowm to his buggy, but stopped and reflected ; and 
fearing that he might have been too harsh, he turned and 
approached her, as she stood leaning against one of the columns 
of the gallery. 

^^ Do not think me rude. I am not less your friend than for- 
merly, though I am anxious, and doubtless appear preoccupied. 
Let us shake hands in peace." 

He extended his own, but the girl stood motionless, and the 
remorseful anguish and humiliation of her uplifted face touched 
his heart 

"Dr. Grey, if you really forgive and forget, prove it by 
taking me to * Solitude.' " 

^^ Do not ask what you well know I have quite detennined it 
\b best that I should not grant." 

The spark leaped up lurid as ever, in her dilating eyes. 

^^Tou take this method to punish me for my refusal to 
comply with your wishes a fortnight since? " 

** I have neither the right nor inclination +o punish you in 
any respect, and you must pardon my inability to accede to a 
request which my judgment does not approve. Good-by." 

He put his hand into his pocket, and left her ; and while she 
stood irresolute and disappointed, a servant summonea her to 
Miss Jane's presence. 

" Can I do anything for you ? " asked the orphan, obseniiig 
the cloud on the old lady's brow. 

"TeS| dear; sit down here and talk to me. I feel londj. 
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now that Ulpian is away so constantly. He seenis veiy JXLmgf 
about that woman at ^ Solitude/ and I never saw him manifest so 
much anjdety about any one. By the by, Salome, tell mi 
something bonceming her.'' 

** I have already to^d vou all 1 Know of her.** 

** Wherein consists her attractiveness ? " 

*^ Who said she was attractive? She is handsome, azid thers 
is something peculiar and startling about her, but she is by no 
means a beauty. I have heard Dr. Grey say that she possessed 
remarkable talent, but I have been favored with no exhibition 
of it. Why do you not question your brother? Doubtless it 
would afford him much pleasure to furnish an inventory of her 
charms and accomplishments, and dilate upon them ad JMbum.^ 

*f What makes you so savage ? '' 

^^ Simply because there happens to be a touch of the wild beast 
in my nature, and I have not a doubt that if the doctrine of 
metempsychosis be true, I was a tawny dappled leopardess or a 
green-eyed cougar in the last stage of my existence. Miss Jane, 
sometimes I feel as if it would be a luxury — a relief — to 
crunch and strangle something or somebody, — which is not an 
approved trait of orthodox Christian character, to say nothing 
of meek gentility and lady-like refinement.'' 

She laughed with a degree of indescribable scorn and bitter- 
ness that was pitiable indeed in one so young. 

** There is an evil fit on Said." 

** Yes; and you are neither my harp nor my David." 

** Does my little girl expect to find a * cunning player,' wh© 
will charm away all the barbarous notions that occasionally lead 
her astray, and tempt her to wickedness ? " 

" Yerily, — no. The son of Jesse has forsaken his own hoase> 
hold, and made unto himself an idol elsewhere ; and I • — Saul — 
surrender to Asmodeus." 

Miss Jane laid her hand oi. the girl's arm, and said, in n 
hesitating, troubled manner, — 

" Has Ulpian told you ? " 

^ Why should he tell me ? My eyes sometimes take pity om 
■ly earSy — ^d seeing very distinctly, save the necessity of 
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iMtting. My vision \r quite as keen now as when, in my anterior 
existence, I crouched in jungles, watching for my proy. Oh, 
Miss Jane ! if yoa could look here, and know all that I hare 
Buffered during the past three weeks, you would not wonder that 
the tiger element within me swallows up e^ery other feeling.*' 

She struck her hand heavily upon her heart, and the old lady 
WWA frightened and distressed by the glitter of the eyes and tlup 
dtilation of the slender nostrils. 

*^ When I came in, I knew from your countenance that yo« 
had heard something which you desired to prepare me for, — 
which you intended to break gently to me. But your kindness 
is unavailing. The truth crashed in on my heart without pre- 
monition; and I saw, and understood, and accepted the ineviti^ 
ble ; and sinoe then, — ah, my Gk)d I since then — " 

Her head drooped upon her bosom, and a groan concluded 
the sentence. 

** Perhaps Ulpian only pities the poor woman's desolation, and 
will lose his interest in her when rfie recovers her health. You 
know how tenderly he sympathizes with all who suffer, and I 
dare say it is more compassion than love." 

**What hypocrites we often are, in our desire to comfort 
those whom we see in agony ! Miss Jane, your kind heart is 
holding a hand over the mouth of conscience, to smother its cries 
and protests while you utter things in which you know there is 
no truth. You mean well ; but you ought to know better than 
to expect to deceive me. I understand the difference between 
love and compassion, and so do you ; and Dr. Grey has not kept 
the truth from you. He has given his heart to that gray-haired, 
gray-eyed woman, — and if she lives, he will marry her; and 
then, if there were twenty oceans, I should want them aU 
to roU between us. I tell you now, I can not and will not stay 
here to see the day that makes that pale gray phantom his wife. 
1 shoidd go mad, and do something that might add new horrors 
to that doomed and abhorred * Solitude,' that has become Dr. 
Grey's Mecca. I could live without his love, but I can not stana 
tamely by and see him lavish it on another. Some women,— 
faoh, for instanoe, as we re^d of in novels, wou) I meekly enduit 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



282 UNTIL DEATH U8 DO PAKF. 

tihis trial, as one appointed by Heaven to wean them from oaith 
would fold their hands, and grow devout, and romantically this 
«nd wan, — and get sweet, patient, martyr expressions about theii 
unkissed lips; but I am in no respect a model heroine, and 
it will prove safer for us all if I am far away when Dr. Grey 
brings his bride to receive your sisterly embrace. K you a« 
lonely, send for Muriel and Miss Dexter, and let them entertain 
yoo. Just LOW, I am not fit company for any but the dwellem 
in Padalon ; so let me go away where I can be quiet." 

" Stay, Salome ! "Where are you going ? *' 
. "To walk.'' 

The orphan disengaged her dress from Miss Jane's fingerSi 
which had clutched its folds to detain her, and made her escape 
just as Muriel tapped at the door. 

During the three weeks that had elapsed since Elsie's death, 
Mrs. Gerome had not left the house, and the third day after the 
funeral she laid her head down on the pillow from which it 
seemed probable she would never again lift it. 

A low steady fever seized her, and at length her brain became 
so seriously affected that all hope of recovery appeared futile 
and delusive. In the early stages of her illness. Dr. Grey 
requested Salome to assist him in nursing her, but the girl dared 
not trust herself to witness the manifestations of an affection 
that nearly maddened her, and had almost rudely refrised 
compliance. 

As the days wore drearily on, and Dr. Grey's haggard, anzione 
eountenance, told her that her rival was indeed upon the brink 
of dissolution, a wild hope whispered that perhaps she might be 
ipared the fierce ordeal she so much dreaded; that if Mrs. 
Gerome died, the ftiture might brighten, — life wo aid be en 
durable. In her wonted impulsive manner, the girl had thrown 
herself on her knees, and passionately prayed the Almighty to 
remove from earth tlie one woman who proved an obstacle to all 
her hopes of peace and contentment. 

She did not pause to inquire whether her petition was not an 
insult to Him who alone eould grant it ; she neither analyzed, 
nor felt self-rebuked for her sinfrd emotions and intense hatrec) 
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of ihe flick woman, — but vowed repeatedly that she would lead 
ft purer, holier life, if Gk)d would only interpose and preyent 
Dr. Grey from becoming the husband of any one. 

She had n^ faith in the superior wisdom of her Maker, and 
would not wait patiently for the developments of His divine 
will toward her; but chose her own destiny, and demanded 
Uiat Omnipotence should become an ally for its accomplishment. 
Like many who are less honest in confessing their faith, thii 
girl professed allegiance to her Creator only so long as He ap 
peared a coadjutor in her schemes; and, when th-warted and 
disappointed, fierce rebellion broke out in her heart, and annulled 
her oaths of fealty and obedience. 

Dr. Grey was not ignoraAt of the emotions that swayed and 
controlled her conduct, and when she declared herself ready to 
attend the invalid, he was thoroughly cognizant of the &ct that 
she longed to witness the death which she deemed impending ; 
and he could not consent to see her eager eyes watching the 
feeble breathing of the woman whom he now loved so fervently. 

While he believed tiiat in most matters Salome would not 
deceive him, he realized that in one of her passionate moods of 
jealous hate, irremediable mischief might result, and prudentlr 
resolved to keep her bey<»nd the pale of temptation. 

It was almost dark when he reached the secluded house whem 
he had passed so many days and nights of ^uixiety, and went 
into the quiet room in which only a dim light was permitted to 
bum. Katie was sitting near the bed, but roo^ at his approach* 
and softly withdrew. 

Emaciated and ghastly, save where two scarlet spots burned 
on the hollow cheeks, Mrs. Gerome lay, with h<^r wasted amui 
thrown over her head, and her eyes fixed on vacancy. Eveo 
wheu delirium was at its height she yielded to the physician* 
voice and touch, like some wild creature ^ho recognizes no 
control save that of its keeper ; and from his hand alone would 
she take the' medicines administered. 

Whether the influence was merely ma^etic, he did not 
inquire, but felt comforted by the assurance that hiF preseooi 
had power to tranquillize hur. 
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Now, as he drew her arms down from the pillow^ and took har 
thin hot hand in his cool pabns, a shadowy smile stole OTer hat 
features, and she fixed her eyes intently on his. 

" I knew you would protect me from him." 
' Protect you from whom ? " 

*^ From AlAurice. He is hiding yonder, — behind the windiipt* 
onrtain." 

She pointed across the room, and a scowl darkened her oonii- 
temance. 

** You have only been dreaming.*' 

''No,Iamaw£ds:e ; and if you look behind the curtain yon will 
Snd him. His eyes are burning my &ce." 

Willing to dispel this fantasy, Dr. Grey went to the window^ 
and, drawing aside the lace drapery, showed har the -vacant 
recess. 

*^ Ah, he has escaped! Well, perhaps it is better so, and 
there will be no blood shed. Let him go back to Edith, — 
* golden-haired Edith Dexter,' — and live out the remnant of 
his days. He came hoping to find me dead, but I am not as 
accommodating now as formerly. Where are those violets? 
Tell Elsie to bring the jars in, where I can smell them." 

He took a bunch of the fragrant flowers from his coat pocket, 
and put them in her hand, for during her illness she was never 
satisfied unless there was a bouquet liear her; and now, hating 
feebly smelled them, hpr eyes closed. 

More than once she had mentioned the name of Edith Dexter, 
always coupling it with that of Maurice, who she evidently 
believed was lurking with evil purposes around her home; 
■ni Dr. Grey was sorely perplexed to follow the thread thai 
now and then appeared, but failed to guide him to any satia- 
Cstctory solution of the mystery. He knew that since she made 
" Solitude *' her place of residence, Mrs. Gerome had never met 
Muriel's governess, and he conjectured that she had either 
known her in earlier years or now alluded to another person 
bearing the same name. MLss Dexter was very fiedr, with a 
profusion of light yellow hair, and suited in all respecti» Um 
incoherent description that fell from the sick woman's lipst 
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Wliile at home for a short time that afternoon, Dr. Grey haa 
qK>ken of the dangeroiis condition of his patient, and isked the 
goyemess if she had ever seen or known Mrs. Gerome. With 
out hesitation, Edith Dexter quietly replied in the negative. 

Formerly he had indulged little curiosity with reference im 
Qie widow's history, but since she had become endeared to him. 
liB was conscious of an earnest desire to possess himself of a 
record of all that had so darkened and chilled the life of th^ 
only woman he had ever loved. 

Once she had been merely an interesting psychological puzzle, 
and in some degree a physiological anomaly ; but from the day 
of £lgie's death, his heart had yielded more and more to the 
Marange fascination she exerted over him; and now, as he sat 
«x>king into her &ce, so mournfully sharpened and blanched 
tij disease, he acknowledged to his own soul that if she should 
die the brightest and dearest hopes that ever gladdened his life 
would be buried in her grave. 

Thoroughly convinced that his happiness depended on her 
recovery, he prayed continually that if consistent with God's 
will. He would spare her to him, and save him from the 
angni^h of a lonely life, which her love might bless and 
brighten. 

But above the petition, — above all the strife of human love, 
and hope, and fear, — rose silveiy dear, '^Nevertheless, Father, 
not my will, but Thine." 

During his long vigils he had allowed ioiagination to paint 
beautiful pictures of l^e To-Oome, wherein shone the figure of 
a lovely wife whose heart was divided only between God and 
her husband, — whose life was consecrated first to Christ, 
iecondly to promoting the happiness of the man who loved her 
•o truly. 

The apprehension of losing her was rendered still more acute 
fay the reflection that her so^jI was not prepared for its exit from 
tihe realm of probation, and the thought of a separation thai 
would extend through endless »ons, was well-nigh intol^ 
rable. 

If she cmmved ibis uttaok^ he believed tihat his iuS^eaii 
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would redeem and sanctify her life ; if she died^ woold Oo4 
hare mercy on her -wretched soul ? 

His faitii in Providence was no jagged, c livering reed, bat a 
atrong, staunch, firm staff that had never yet failed him, aDi# 
in this hour of severe trial he leaned his aching heart oo&ft 
dently and calmly upon it. 

That some mysterious circumstances veiled the eavlier poitLOO 
of Mrs. Gerome's life, he had inferred from Elsie's promise of 
confidence, and since death denied her the desired revelation, 
\e had put imagination upon the rack, in order to solve the 
riddle. 

What could the old nurse wish to tell him, tiiat she waa 
unwilling to divulge until her latest breath ? Could the stain 
of crime cling to that pale face on the pillow, or to those 
white hands tliat rested so helplessly in his ? Had she soiled 
her life by any deed that would bring a blush to those thin 
sunken cheeks, or a flush of shame to the brow of the man 
who loved her? Now bending fondly over her, the language 
of his heart was, — 

" Let her dead past bury its dead ! Let the by-gone be what 
it may, — come sorrow, come humiliation, but I will dauntlessly 
shield her with my name, defend her with my strong arm, up- 
hold her by my honor, save her soul by my prayers, comfort 
and gladden her heart with my deathless love." 

He was well aware that this night must decide Vwr fittte, — 
that her feeble frame could not much longer struggle with the 
disease that had almost vanquished it, — and leaning hi% fore- 
head against her hand, he silently prayed that God would 
ipeedily restore her to health, or give him additional gra v to 
bear the bitter bereavement. 

She slept more quietly than she had been able to do for wmm 
days, and Dr. Grey sent for Robert, who was pacing the walk 
that led to the stables. They sat down together on the steps at 
the rear of the house, and the gardener asked in a frightened| 
bvjBky tone, — 

" Is there bad news? " 

^^ I see little change since noon, excepc tiiaA she is more quiel^ 
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whiek is oertaiBl7 ^Etvorable; but she is so yeiy ill ihat I 
th^nght it best to consult you about several matters. Do yea 
know whether she has made a will ? '' 

" No, sir. How should I know it, even if she had ? '* 

"Who is her agent?" 

Bobert hesitated, and pretended to be busy filling and lig)it» 
ing his pipe. 

^^ Mackan, I have no desire to pry into Mrs. Crerome's aflain^ 
but it is necessary that those who direct or control her estate 
should be apprised of her condition. It is supposed that her 
fortune is ample, and her heirs should be informed of her 
illness.*' 

"She has no heirs, except — " 

He paused, and after a few seconds exclaimed, — 

" Don't ask me ! All I know is that I heard her say she 
intended to leave her fortune to poor painters." 

" To whom shall I write, or rather telegraph ? "Where did 
she live before she came to * Solitude'? Who were her 
Mends?" 

" Mr. Simonton, of New York, is her lawyer and agent. Two 
letters have come from him since she has been sick. Of course 
I did not open them, but I know his handwriting. They are 
behind the clock in the back parlor." 

"Would it not be better to telegraph him at once ? " 

"What good could he do? Better send for the minister, 
and have her baptized. Oh I but this is truly a world of 
trouble, and I almost wish I was safely out of it." 

^ If she were conscious, she would not submit to baptism ; 
and it would not be right to take advantage of her delirium and 
force a ceremony to which she is opposed." 

" Not even, sir, to save her soul ? " 

" Her soul can not be affected by the actions of othen^ unlewi 
her will cooperates, which is impossible in her present condi- 
tion- Robert, after your mother was partially paralyzrjd, she 
said that she desired to confide something to me just before 
her death, and intimated that it referred to Mrs. Gerome. She 
wished me to befriend her mistresS| and 'felt that I ought ta 
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know th^ particulars of her early history. XJnf ort-onatelj, XUnt 
was speechless when I arrived, and could not tell me what she 
had intended to acquaint me with. I mention this £a.ct to 
ftssure you that if your mother could trust me, you need not 
regard me so suspiciously." 

**Dr. Grey, as fiar as I am concerned, you are very welcome to 
yt^xtj thought in my head and feeling in my heart; but wherp 
V6 touches my mistress I have nothing to say. I will not den^ 
thai I know more than you do, but when my poor mother told 
noe^ ithm held my hand on the Bible and made me swear a solemn 
oath that what she told me should never pass my lips to anj 
man, woman, or child. So you must not blame me, sir.'' 

'^ Certainly not, Bobert. But if she has any friends it is 
your duty to send for them at once." 

Dr. Grey rose and went into the library, where for some mo- 
ments he walked to and fro, perplexed and grieved. As his eye 
rested on the escritoire, he recollected the key which he had 
kept in his pocket slqco the hour that he picked it up from the 
carpet. 

Doubtless a few minutes' search in its drawers and casket 
would place him in possession of the facts which Elsie wished 
to confide; but notwithstanding the circumstances that might 
almost have justified an investigation, his delicate sense of honor 
forbade the thought. Taking ^e letters from the mantelpiece^ 
he turned them to the lamp-light. 

Mrs. Agla Oeromej 

Ca/fe of Mohert Madeam,^ 
Box 20. 

They were post-marked New York, and from the size and 
•ppearance of the envelopes he suspected that they containea 
legal documents. Perhaps one of them might prove a will, 
awaiting signature and witnesses. Dr. Grey carried them into 
the room where his patient still slept, and placed them on the 
drtissiug-table. Accidentally his glance fell on a large worn 
Bible that lay contiguous, ard brightening the light^ he openai 
Jiie Yolumoy ^d tu mt^ to tlie record pf birtb9» 
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** Vaahti Evelyn, bom June lOth, 18 — . 

**HenderBon Flewellyn, bom April 17th, 18 — . 

<* Vashti Flewellyn, bom January 30th, 18—.'' 

On the marriage record he found, — 

^Married, July 1st, 18 — , Yashti Evelyn to HoidezBOB 
Flewellyn. 

^ Miuiied, September 8iJi, 18 — , Evelyn Flewellyn to Maurioa 
Cwlyle." 

The only deaths recorded were those of Henderson and Yashti 
Flewellyn. 

Whatever the mystery might be, Dr. Grey resolved to pursuA 
the subject no further; but wait patiently and learn all from the 
beautiful lips of the white-faced sphinx, who alone possessed 
the right to unseal the record of her blighted life. 

** Who might have been — ah, what, I dare not think I 
We all are changed. God jndges for ua beat. 
Qod help ufl do our duty, and not Bhrink, 
And trust in heaven humbly for the Mt" 



CHAPTER XXn. 




I HE profound stillness that pervades a room where life 
and death grapple for mastery, invites and aids that 
calm, inexorable introspection, which Grotama Buddha 
prescribes as an almoBt unerring path to the attainment of peace; 
•ad, in the solemn silence of his last and memorable vigU, Dr. 
Qrey brought his heart into complete unmurmuring subjection 
to the Divine will. A soirdiacmt '^ resignation" that draws 
honied lips to the throne of grace, leaving a heart of gall in the 
camp of sedition, could find no harbor in his uncompromisingly 
honest nature; and though the struggle was severe, he felt 
that faith in Eternal wisdom and mercy had triumphed 6ver 
merely human aifection and earthly hopes, and his strong soul 
25 
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ehaated to itaeli the comforting strains of Lamperc's ^TnuA 
Song." 

N> mere gala barge, gay with paint and gaudy with pennonSi 
was hij religion ; no fair summer-day toy bearing him lightly 
across the sun-kissed, breeze-dimpled sea of piosperity and hap> 
piness, and frail as the foam that draped its prow with lace; 
but a staunch, trim, steady, unpretending bark, that with 
unfaltering faith at the helm, rode firmly all the billows of 
adversity, and steered unerringly harborwan.1, through howling 
tempests and impenetrable gloom. Human friendships and 
sympathy he considered unstable and treacherous as Pecer, 
when he shrank from his Lord; but Christian trust was one 
of the silver-tongued angels of God, ringing chimea of patience 
and peace, far above the din of wailing, bleeding hearts, and the 
fierce flames of flesh martyrdom. 

One o'clock found Dr. Grey sitting near the pillow, T'^here fo» 
five hours Mrs. Gerome had slept as quietly as a tired child 
The fever-glow had burned itself out, and left an ashen hue or 
the lips and cheeks. 

Wishing to arouse her, he spoke to her several times and 
raised her head, but though she drank the powerful stimulant 
he held to her mouth, her heavy eyelids were not lifted, and 
when he smoothed the pillow and laid her comfortably upon it^ 
she slumbered once more. 

At the foot of the bed, with his keen yellow eyes fastened 
on his misti'ess, crouched the greyhound, his silky head on his 
paws ; and on a pallet in one comer of tke room slept Katie, 
ready to render any assistance that might be required. 

The apai'tment was elegantly furnished, and green and gold 
tinted all its appointments. On an Egyptian marble table 
stood a work-box curiously inlaid with malachite and richly 
gilded, and there lay some withered flowers, a small thimble, 
and a pair of scissors with mother-of-pearl handles. Aroimd 
the walls hung a nimiber of paintings, wliich, with one exce^v 
tion, were landscapes or ocean- views; and as Dr. Gr(»y sat 
watching the shimmer of lamp-light on their carved frames and 
ramished surfisices, they seemed to furnish images of 
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^^Ckeen glaring gladen, purple doadi of pine, 
White walls of eyer-roartng cataraots; 
Blue thunder drifting oyer thirsty tracts, 
Bose-lattioed casements, lone in sonimer laodi, — 
Some witch's bower ; pale sailors on the maig<e 
Of magic seas, in an enchanted barge 
Stranded at sunset, upon jewelled sandL 
Some cap of dim hills, where a white moon lies, 
Dropt out of weary skies without a breath, 
In a great pool ; a slumberous vale beneath. 
And blue damps priolding into white fire-flien" 

Nc Bweet-lipped, low-browed Madonnas, no rapt CedliAi^ aft 
^oly Johns nor meek Stephens, no reeling Satyrs nor vine 
Glad BcbcchcmUs relieved the eye, weary of mountain gbylls 
red-ribbed deserts, and stormy surfage. 

One long narrow picture baffled interpretation, and excitec 
speculations tiiat served in some d^ree to divert the sad current 
of the physician's thoughts. 

It was a dreary plain, dotted with the ^^ fallen cromlechs of 
Stonehenge,'' and in front of the desecrated stone altars stood a 
veiled woman, with her hands clasped over a silver crescent- 
curved knife, and her bare feet resting on oaken chaplets and 
mistletoe boughs, starred and fringed with snowy flowers. 
Under the dexterously painted gauze that shrouded the fieu3e, 
the outline of the features was distinctly traceable, and behind 
the fllm, — large, oracular, yet mournful eyes, burned like 
setting stars, seen through magnifying vapors that wreathe tho 
horizon. 

It was a solemn, desolate, melancholy picture, relieved by no 
dtish of color, — gray plain, gray distance, gray sky, gray temple 
samuli, and that ghostly white woman, gazing grimly down at 
^ gray-haired suflerer on the low bed beneath her. 

Under some circumstances, certain pictures seem basilisk* 
eyed, riveting a gaze that would gladly seek more agreeable 
subjects, and it clianced that Dr. Grey found a painiul fascin»* 
tion in this piece of canvas that hung immediately in front of 
him. Wherein consisted the magnetism that so powex fully 
attracted him, ho coidc not decide, but several times when the 
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winl blew the scalloped edge of the lace curtain between tiia 
lamp and the picture, and threw a dim wavering shadow ovet 
the figure on the wall, he almost expected to see the veil doat 
away from the stony face, and reveal what the artist had 
adroitly shrouded. Now it looked a doomed "Norma,'* and 
tnoc the Nemesis of a dishonored faneless faith, that was bom 
^onong Magi, and had tutored Pythagoras ; and finally Dr. Grey 
rose ani turned away to escape its spectral spelL 

Waking Katie, he charged her to call him if any change 
occurred in his patient, and went to the front of the house for 
a breath of fresh air. 

Narcissus-like, a three-quarter moon was staring down at her 
own image, rocked on the bosom of the sea, while dim stara 
printed silver photographs on the deep blue beneath them, — 

'^And the hush of earth and air 
Seemed the pause before a prayer.** 

The wind that had blown steadily for two days past from the 
south-east, had gone down into some ocean lair; but the sullen 
element refused to forget its late scourging, and occasionally a 
long swelling billow dashed itself into froth against the stone 
piers of the boat-house, and the cliffs which stood like a phan- 
tom fleet along the southern bend of the beach, were fringed 
with a white girdle of incessant breakers. 

Far out from shore the rolling mass of water was darkly blue, 
but now and then a wave broke over its neighbor, and in the 
distance the foam flashed imder moonshine like some recon- 
noiti'ing Siren-face, peeping landward for fresh victims ; or as 
the samite-clad arm that Arthur and Sir Bedivere saw rise 
above the meer to receive Excalibar. 

Following the beckoning cf those snowy hands, and listening 
to the low musical monologue that sea uttered to shore, Dr. 
Grey started in the direction of the teirace, whence he coidd 
see the whole trend of the beetling coast, but some unaccount- 
able impulse induced him to pause and look back. 

The dense shadow of the trees shut out from the spot wherii 
be sbood the golden radiance of the moon, out over the lawn it 
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ftreuned in almost tmearthly splendor, — and there he !)ai« 
loine white object glide swiftly towards the group of deo<iarai 
The fiiTst solution that occurred to his mind was that Katie had 
fidlAn asleep, and Mrs. (Jerome in her delirium making her 
way out of the house, was seeking her favorite walk ; jut a 
moment's reflection convinced him that she was too utterly 
prostrated to cross the room, still less the grounds, and, resolved 
to satisfy himself^ he followed the moving object that retreated 
before him. 

Walking rapidly but stealthily in the shadow of the treea 
and shrubbery, he soon ascertained that it was a woman's 
6gure, and saw that it stopped at Elsie's grave, and bent down 
to touch the head-board. Creeping forward, he had approached 
within ten yards of her, when his hat struck the lower limbs of 
a large acacia, and startled a bird that uttered a cry of terror 
and darted out. The sound caused the figure to turn her head, 
and catching a glimpse of Dr. Grey, she ran imder the dense 
boughs of the deodars, and disappeared. 

He followed, and groj)ed through the gloom, but when hti 
emerged, no living thing was visible; and, perplexed and curious, 
he stood still. 

After some moments he heard a faint soimd, as of some one 
smothering a cough, and pursuirig it, foimd himself at the 
boundary of the grounds. Here a thick hedge of osage orange 
barred egress, and he saw the woman disentangling her drapery 
firom the thorns that had seized it. 

Springing forward, he exclaimed, — 

** Stand still I You can not escape me. Who are you? " 

A feigned and lugubrious voice answered, — 

*^I am the restless spirit of Elsie Maclean, come \MCt, tt 
guard her grave." 

In another instant he was at her side, and laying his hand on 
he white netted shawl with which she was veiling her featnreSi 
he tore it away, and Salome's fair face looked defiantly at him. 

" If I had known thut my pursuer was Dr. Giey, I would 
not have troubled myself to play the ghost farce, for of course 
I could not expect to frighten you off; b it I hoped you wert 
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one of the servants, wbo would hot very diligsntl^r chMe • 
B];)ec^re. I did not suppose that you coidd be coaxed or driven 
thus far from your arm-chair beside the bed where Mnk 
Gerome is asleep." 

Astonishment kept him silent for some seconds, and, in the 
nvrkward pause, the girl laughed constrainedly — nervously. 

"After all your show of bravery in pursuing a woman, I 
V drily believe you are too much frightened to arrest me if 
I chose to escape." 

^^ Salome, has something terrible happened at home, thmt 
f ou have come here at midnight to break to me ? " 

" Nothing has happened at home." 

"Then why are you here? Are you, too, delirious?'* 

Her scornful laugh rang startlingly on the still night air. 

" Oh, Salome I You grieve, you shock me ! " 

" Yes, Dr. Grey, you have assured me of that &ct too fr^ 
quently — too feelingly — to permit me to doubt your sincerity. 
You need not repeat it ; I accept the assertion that you are 
shocked at my indiscretions." 

Compassion predominated over displeasure, as he observed 
the utter recklessness that pervaded her tone and manner. 

" I am unwilling to believe that you would, without some 
very cogent reason, violate all deconun by coming alone at 
dead of night two miles through a dreary stretch of hills and 
woods. Necessity sometimes sanctions an infraction of the 
rules of rigid propriety, and I am impatient to hear yoiu 
defence of this most extraordinary caprice." 

She was endeavoring to disengage the fringe of her shawl 
from the hedge, but finding it a *^edious operation, she cau^t 
her drapery in both hand5> and tore it away from the thoni% 
tiaaving several shreds hanging on the prickly boughs. 

** Dr. Grey, I have no defence to offer." 

" Tell me what induced you to come here." 

'* An eminently charitable and commendable interest in your 
fisdr patient. I came here simply and solely to ascertain whether 
Mrs. Gerome woidd die^ or whether she could possibly re» 
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XJnflinchmglj she looked np into his eyes, and he thoo^t Im 
ktd never seen a fairer, prouder, or lovelier &oe. 

^ How did you expect to accomplish your errand by 'wande^ 
irg about these grounds, exposing yourself to insilt and to 
injury?*' 

^^ I have been on the gallery since twilight^ looking throngk 
the lace curtains at Mrs. Gerome lying on her oed, and at 
you sitting in the arm-chair> Her eyes are keener than youn^ 
for she saw me peeping through tLe window, and told you so. 
When you left the room I came out among the trees to escapa 
observation. I scorn all equivocation, and have no desire to 
conceal the truth, for if I am not dowered 

*^th blood trained np aloDg nine oentoriea, 
To hound and hate a lie,* 

at least I hold my pauper soul high above the mire of falnn 
hood; and 

< The things we do, 
We do: well wear no mask, as if we blushed.'" 

They had walked away from the hedge, and Dr. Grey paused 
at the mound, where the Ariadne gleamed cold and white in the 
moonbeams that slanted across it like silver lances. 

Revolving in his mind the best method of extricating the 
orphan from the unfortunate predicament in which her rash- 
ness had plunged her, he did not answer immediately, and 
Salome continued, impatiently, — 

'^ If you imagine that I came here to act as spy upon your 
actions, you most egregiously mistake me, for I Imow all thai 
the most rigid surveiQance could possibly teach me. I heard 
you say that this night would prove a crisis in Mrs. Gerome'a 
case, and I was so anxious to learn the result that I could not 
wait quietly at home until morning. I begged you to bring me^ 
and you refused; consequently, I came alone. Deal frvmkly 
with me, — tell me, will that woman die ? *' 

The breathlests eagerness with which she bent towards him, 
the strained, almost ferocious expression of her keen efe% 
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sickened hit soul, and he put his hand oyer his fac9 to shut mA 
the sight of hers. 

** Tell me the truth. I must and will know it.** 

Her sweet clear voice had become a low hoarse pant, ana ike 
knotted lines were growing harder and tighter on her beaatifol 
Innow, 

** I pray ceaselessly that God will spare her to me, and I h<^ 
ail things from His mercy. Another hour will probably end 
my suspense, and decide the awful question of life or death. 
Salome, if she should die, my future will be very lonely, — and 
my heart bereft of the brightest, dearest hopes, tiiat have evei 
sheered it." 

A half-smothered cry struggled across the orphan's trembling 
ips that had suddenly grown colorless, and he saw her cluMi 
aer fingers. 

<* And if she lives?" 

^^ If she lives, and will accept the affection I shall offer hcsr^ 
the remainder of my years will be devoted to the work of 
making her forget the sorrows that have darkened the early 
portion of her life. I do not wish to conceal the fsict that she 
is inexpressibly dear to me." 

During the long silence that ensued, a lifetime of agony 
seemed compressed into the compass of a few moments, but 
Salome stood motionless, with her arms pressed over her aching 
hearty and her head thrown haughtily back, while the moonlight 
streamed down on her face where pride and pain were strug- 
gling for right to reign. 

When all expectation of earthly happiness is smothered in a 
proud, passionate soul, and the future robes itself in those dun 
Hues that only the day-star of eternity can gild, nerves and 
muscles shrink and shiver at the massacre of hopes which 
des]:>air hews down, in th« hour that in " storms the citadel of 
the heart, and puts the whole garrison to the sword." 

Dr. Grey could not endure the sight of that fixed, hardened 
face, and sorely distressed by the consciousness of the suffer- 
ing which he had unintentionally infiicted on one sc young; 
lie moved away, and for some time walked slowly uxuler th« 



Digitized by 



Google 



ITHrTlL DEATH U8 DO PABT. »T 

•rdiiiig laurestiiies. Although his ptem integrity of pnrpoflf 
•oqnitted hira of all blame, and he cotdd accuse himself of no 
word or deed that might be held amenable to conscience for the 
mischief and misery that had xesolted from lis acquaintancr 
with this unfortunate girl, he regretted tbAt he nad remained in 
Ihe same house, and, by constant association, fed the flame thai 
absence might have extinguished. 

While he pitied the weakness that had induced her to yield 
«c entirely to the preference she indulged for him, he felt humili- 
ated at the thought that he, who Had intended to guide and 
elevate this wayward child of nature, had been instrumental 
in darkening and embittering her young life. 

When he came back to the spot, whence she had not moved, 
and laid his hand gently on her shoulder, she smiled strangely, 
and 

*' Unbent the grieving beauty of her brows. 
But held her heart's proud pain superbly stiU.^ 

" My little sister, you must not stay here any longer. Would 
you prefer to go home at once in my buggy, or remain in the 
parlor until daylight ? " 

^' Neither. Let me sit down on the stone terrace till the end 
comes. I will disturb no one. It will be three hours before 
day breaks, and when you know whether your idol will live oi 
die, come and tell me. Take your hand from my shoulder." 

He bad endeavored to detain her, but she shrank away from 
his grasp, and glided down the smooth sward to the terrace 
which divided it from the ripple-barred and ringed sands of the 
■helving beach. 

As he returned to the house, the wind sprang up and moaned 
thrc^ugh the dense foliage above him, and an owl, perched in 
some cliistering bough that overhimg the portico, screamed and 
hooted dismally. The soimd was so startling that the grey- 
hound leaped to his feet and set up an answering howl, which 
almost froze Katie with fright, and caused even Mrs. Gerome^t 
heavy eyelids to unclose. 

Salome sat down on the paved terrace, crossed her anas 9f«t 
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die low stone balustrade, and resting her chin upon them, 
looked out at the burnished bosom of the ocean, oust beneatk 
her, and near enough to moisten the granite with the silTery 

'* Its waves are kneeling <m the strand. 
As kneels the human knee, 
Their white locks bowing to the sand, 
The priesthood of the sea.** 

If the old Rabbinical legend of Sandalphon be grounded in 
some solemn vision granted to the saints of eld, who walked in 
Syria, then peradventure on this night, the angel must have 
been puzzled indeed concerning the petitions that floated up, 
and demanded admission to the Eternal ear. 

From the anxious heart of the sincere and humble Christian 
tvho knelt at the bedside of the invalid, rose a fervent prayer 
that if consistent with the Father's will, He would lay Hia 
healing hand upon the sufferer, arid restore her to health and 
strength; while the wretched girl on the terrace prayed 
vehemently that God would crush the feeble flicker of life in 
Mrs. Gerome's wasted frame, would take from the world a 
woman whose existence was a burden to herself and threatened 
to prove a curse to others. 

The passionate cry of Salome's soul was, — 

"Punish me in any way, and all other ways! Send sick- 
ness, destitution, humiliation, — let every other affliction smite 
me ; but save me from the intolerable anguish of seeing that 
woman his wife ! O my God ! the world is not wide enough 
to hold us both. Take her, or else call me speedily hence. 
I am not fit to die, but I shall never be better, if I am doomed 
to witness this marriage. I would sooner go down to perdition 
Do^, than live to see that thing of horror. Of two hellsi 
1 clioose that which takes me farthest from her." 

For ihe first time in her life she felt that the hours were fly 
lug, that the day of doom was rushing to meet her, and she 
shuddered when one after another the constellations slipped 
softly and solemnly down the sky, and vanislied behind the dim 
ihadowy outline of the western hills. Crradually the moon sank 
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wo low thai ilie sea cotdd no longer reflect her beams, ind as the 
vilely waste of waters slowly darkened, and the wind stifTened, 
and the song of the surf swelled like a rising requiem, the girl 
felt that all nature was preparing to mourn with her orei tlw 
barial of her only hope of earthly peace. 

If Mrs. Chrome died, a quiet future stretched before ^a oi 
phao, and she could bear to live without the love which she La* 
tko grim satis&ction of knowing brightened no other Womaii'i 
life. 

The happiness of the man for whom she almost impiously 
prayed, was a matter of little importance compared with the 
ease of her own heart ; and she had yet to learn 1/iat the welfare 
and peace of the object she loved so selfishly would one day be- 
ooms paramount to all other aims and considerations. That 
pura and sublime spirit of self-abnegation which immolates every 
hope and wish that is at variance with the happiness of the be- 
loved had not yet been bom in Salome's fiery nature ; and she 
cared little for the anguish that might be Dr. Grey's portion, 
provided her own heart could be spared the pang of witnessing 
his wedded bliss. 

Through the trees, she could see the steady light of the lamp 
that burned in the room where the sick woman lay, and so 
she watched and waited, shivering in the shadow that fell 
over earth and ocean just before the breaking of the new day. 

Along the eastern horizon, the white fires of rising constella- 
tions paled and flickered and seemed to die, as a gray light stole 
up behind them; and the gray grew pearly, and the pearly 
opsone, and ere long the sky crimsoned, and the sea reddenjr>d 
until its waves were like ruby wine or himian gore. 

In the radiant dawn of that day which would decide the 
earthly destinies of three beings, Salome saw Dr. Grey coming 
atross the lawn. His step was quiet, — neither slow nor husty, 
and she could not conjecture the result ; but as he approached, she 
rose, wrapped her shawl about her, and advanced to meet hinu 
He paused, took off his hat, and she knew all before a syllable 
passed his lips. 

*^ Salome^ Gk>d has heard my prayers, — has mercifully take« 
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mj darHng from the arms of death, and given her to me. I d« 
not think I am too sanguine in saying that she will nltimately 
recover, and my heart can not find language that will interpret 
its gratitude and joy." 

Never before had such a light shone in his dear, calm \Axl% 
eyes, and illimiined 1 is usually grave coimtenanoe ; and fehougk 
ontinued vigils and keen anxiety had left their signet on hii 
pale face, his great happiness was printed legibly on every feature^ 
anJ found expression even in the deepened and softened tones of 
his voice. 

The girl did not move or speak, but looked steadily into his 
bright eyes, and the calmness with which she listened, comforted 
snd encouraged him to hope that ere long she would conquer her 
preference. 

How could he know that at that instant she was impiously 
vowftig that heaven had heard her last prayer? — that never 
again should a petition cross her lips? God had granted one 
prayer, — had decided against hers, — had denied her utterly; 
and henceforth she would not weary Him, — she would not 
mock herself and her misery. 

Dr. Grey saw that there was no quiver on the still, pale lips, no 
4X)ntraction of the polished forehead ; but the rigidity of her face 
broke up suddenly in a smile of indescribable moumfulness, — a 
smile where self-contempt and pity and hopeless bitterness all 
lent their saddest phases. 

" Dr. Grey, in your present happy mood, you certainly can 
Bot be so ungracious as to deny me a favor? " 

** Hare I ever refused my little sister anything she asked ? " 

**The only favor you can ever grant me will be to persuade 
Mills Jane to consent to my departure. Look to it, sir, that I 
un allowed to go, and that right speedily ; for go 1 certainly 
ihall, at all hazai-ds. Convince your sister that it is best, and 
let me go away forever, without incurring the displeasure of the 
only friend I ever had or ever shall have." 

She moved away as if to leave the grounds, but he caught her 
term. 

^* Wait five minutes, Salome, and I will take you home in mj 
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buggy. It is not right for you to walk alone At thii early noor^ 
and I will not allow it." 

She shook off his hand as if it had been an in&nt's ; and, as thii 
walked away, he heard her laugh with a degree of savage bittei 
I that stabbed his generous heart like a dagger ; while behind 
trailed the hissing echo, — 

"Oh, alone, alone, — 
Not troabling any in heaven, nor any on earth.** 



CHAPTER XXIIL 




the pure, clear light of early morning, ** Grassmere," 
with its wide, smooth lawn, and old-fashioned brick 
house, weather-stained and moss-mantled, looked siDgn- 
iarly peaceful and attractive. Against the sombre mass of tree- 
foliage, white and purple altheas raised their circular censers, aa 
if to greet the sun that was throwing level beams from the eastern 
hill-top, and delicate pink, and deep azure, and pearl-pale convol- 
vulus held up their velvet trumpets all beaded with dew, to be 
drained by the first kiss of the great Day-God. Up and down 
the comb of the steep roof, beautiful pigeons with necklaces that 
rivalled the trappings of Solomon, strutted and cooed; on the 
aaves, busy brown wrens peeped into the gutters, — 

" And of the news delivered their BmaU booIs,** — 

goeaipping industriously ; while horn a distant nook some vik 
l^rant partridge whistled for its mate, and shy doves swinging in 
the highest elm limbs, moaned plaintively of the last hunting- 
aeason, that had proved a St. Bartholomew's day to the innocent 
feathered folk. 

On the lawn a fiock of turkeys were foragiog among the dover* 
llossoms, and over the dewy grass a large brood of yo^ng goineaa 
raced after their mothei, or played hide-and-seek, like nnt-brow% 
26 
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elveB, unddr the white and purple tufts of flower& S<>ta tlM 
biid-world — always abroad early — no liviiig thing seemed 
astir, and the silence that reigned was broken cnly by the di» 
tancoHSofbened bleating of Stanley's pet lamb. 

As Salome walked slowly and wearily up the avenue, she mr 
that the house-maid had opened the front door, and when th« 
crphan ascended the steps, all within was still as a tomb, except 
the canary that sprang into its ring and began to warble a reveille 
AS she approached the cage. Miss Jane was usually an earl^r 
riser, and often aroused her servants, but to-day the household 
seemed to have overslept themselves, and when Salome had re- 
arranged her dress, and waked her little brother, she rang the 
bell for Bachel, who soon obeyed the summons. 

" Is Miss Jane up ? " 

^^ Ko, ma'am, I suppose not, as she has not rung for me. You 
know I always wait for her bell." 

" Perhaps she is not very well this morning. I will go and 
aee whether she intends to get up." 

Salome went down stairs and knocked at the door of Midi 
Jane's room, but no sound was audible within, and she softly 
turned the bolt and entered. 

The lamp was burning very dimly on a table close to the bed, 
and upon the open bible lay the spectacles which the old lady 
had placed there twelve hours before, when she finished reading 
the nightly chapter that generally composed her mind and put 
her to sleep. 

Salome conjectured that she had forgotten to extinguish the 
lamp, and as she cautiously turned the wick down, her eyes 
rested on the open page where pencil-lines marked the twelfth 
shapter of Ecclesiastes, and enclosed the sixth and seventh 
verses, **0r ever the silver cord be loosed, or the golden bowl 
be broken, ot the pitcher be broken at the fountain, or the 
irheel broken at the cistern. Then shall the dust return to the 
earth as it was ; and ihe spirit shall return imto God who ga've it." 

Eemoving the glasses, the girl closed the book, and leanei 
wver the pillow to look at the deeper. She had turned her £010% 
lowards the wall, and one hand lay imder her head, pressed 
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against her cheek, while the other held her handkerchief on tb# 
outside of the counterpane. 

Very softly she slumbered, with a placid smile half breaking 
over her aged, wrinkled features ; and unwilling to shorten the 
mcRmi/^ nap in which she so ran^iy indulged, Salome sat down 
at the foot of the bed, and leaning her h^ul on her handsi feU 
into a painful and profoimd reverie. 

Nearly an hour passed, unheeded by the unhappy girl, whose 
anguish rendered her indifferent to all that surrounded her; and 
after a while a keen pang thiilled her heart, as she heard Dr. 
Grey's pleasant voice jesting with Stanley on the lawn. His 
happiness seemed an insult to her misery, and she stopped her 
ears to exclude the sound of his quiet laugh. 

A half hour elapsed, and then his well-known rap was heard 
at the door. Miss Jane did not answer, and Salome was in no 
mood to welcome him home; but he waited for neither, and 
came in, gently closing the door behind him. 

At sight of the orphan, he started slightly, and said, — 

" Is my sister sick ? " 

" I don't know, but she is sleeping unusually late. I thought 
it best not to disturb her." 

The look of dread that swept over his coimtenance £rightened 
her, and she rose as he moved hastily to the bed-side. 

" Salome, open the blinds. Quick 1 quick I " 

She sprang to the window, threw the shutters wide open, and 
hastened back. Dr. Grey's hand was on his sister's wrist, and 
his ear pressed against her heart, — strained to catch some faint 
pulsation. His head went down on her pillow, and Salome held 
hci breath. 

" Oh, Janet ! My dear, patient, good sister I This is indeed 
bArd to bear. To die alone — unsoothed — unnoticed; with 
no kind hands about you I To die — withovc ^ne farewel 
wordi-' 

He hid his face in. his hands, and Salome staggered to the bed^ 
and grasped Miss Jane's rigid, icy fingers. 

In tlie silence of midnight, Death stole her spirit from its c'a> 
pfunnAats. and while she slept peacefully had borne her beyond 
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die confines of Time, and left her resting forerer in tLt» Citf 
CelestiaL 

A life dedicated to pure alms and charitable deeds had been 
rewarded with a death as painless as the slumber of a tired child 
on its mother's bosom, and, without struggle or premonition, tha 
ioal had slipped from the bondage of fiesh into the Everlasdii| 
Peace that remaineth for the children of God. 

It was impossible to decide at what hour she had died ; and 
when the members of the appalled household were questioned, 
Muriel and Miss Dexter stated that she had kissed them good- 
night and appeared as well as usual at her customary time of 
retiring ; and Eachel testified that after she was in bed, she rang 
her bell and directed her to tell the cook that as Dr. Grey would 
probably come home about daylight, she must get up early and 
have a cup of coffee ready when he arrived. Sobbing passion- 
ately, Bachel added, — 

** When I asked her if I should put out the lamp, she said, 
^ No ; Ulpian may lose his patient, and come home sad, and 
then he will come in and talk to me awhile.' And just as 
I was leaving the room, she called to me, ^Bachel, what 
coat did Ulpian wear? It turns so cool now before day- 
light that he will take cold if he has on that linen one.' I told 
her I did not know, and she would not be satisfied till I went to 
his room and found that the linen coat was hanging in the closet, 
and the gray flannel one was missing. Then she onened her 
bible and said, *Ah, that is all right. The fiannel one will 
do very well, and my boy will be comfortable.' " 

Dr. Grey's grief was deep, but silent ; and, during the dreary 
day and night that succeeded, he would allow no one to approach 
aim except Muriel, whose soft little hands, and tearful, tender 
aresses, seemed in some degree to comfort him. 

One month before, Salome would have wept and mourned 
wi^h him, but the fountain of her tears was exhausted and 
Bcorchetl by the intense bitterness and despairing hate that had 
taken possession of her since the day of Elsie's burial; and 
•tanned and dry-eyed, she watched the preparationa for tha 
ob8e{][uies of her beneiactress. 
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Her love for Miss Jane had never been suffidentlj fervent to 
lender her distress very poignant ; but in the death of this de- 
voted friend she was fully aware that at last she was set onoe 
more adrift in the world, without chart or rudder save that 
furnished by her will. 

Life to-day wss not the beautifdl web, all aglow with tha 
tangling of gold and silver threads, that had once charmed and 
4azzled her, for the mildew of hopelessness had tarnished the 
gilding, and the mesh was only a mass of dark knots, and subtle 
crossings, and inextricable confusion. 

like that lost star that once burned so luridly in Cassiopeia^ 
and flickered out, leaving a gulf of gloom where stellar glory 
was, the one most precious hope that lights and sanctifies a 
woman's heart had waned pjid grown sickly, and finally hau 
gone out utterly, and du£(l and ashes and darkness filled the 
void. In natures such a^; hers, this hope is not allied to the 
phcenix, and, once crushed, knows no resurrection; consequently 
she cheated herself with no vain expectation that the mighty 
wizard. Time, could evoke from corpse or funeral-pyre even a 
spark to cheer the years that were thundering before her. 

A few months ago the future had glistened as peaceful and 
silvery as the Dead Sea at midnight, when a fuU-orbed Syrian 
moon glares down, searching for the palms and palaces that once 
marked Gomorrah's proud places ; and, like some thirsty travel- 
ler smitten with surfeu^e sheen, she had laid her fevered lips to 
the treacherous margin, and, drinking eager:y, had been repaid 
with brine and bitumen. 

Disappointment was with her no meek, mute afiair, but a 
savage fiend that browbeat and anathematized fate, accusing 
hesr of rendering existence a mere Nitocris banquet, where, while 
%veiy sense is sharpened and pampered, and fruition abnost 
k>uches the outstretched hands of eager trust, the flood-gates of 
the mighty Nile of despair are lifted, and its dull, dusky wavei 
make irremediable wreck of all. 

With the quiet thoughtfulness and good sense that character* 
\zed her unobtruiive conduct, Miss Dexter had prepared from 
Muriel's wardrobe an entiie suit of mourning, whicL she pr» 
26* 
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▼ailed upon Salome to accept and wear; and. on the morning of 
the fimeral, the latter went down early into ^e draped and 
darkened parlor, where th3 coffin and its cold tenant awaited 
the last offices that dust can perform for dust. 

She had not spoken to Dr. Grey for twenty-four hour% and| 
Snding him beside the table where his sister's body lay, tha 
orphan would have retreated, but he caught ^e rustling somid 
of her crape and bonibazine, and held out his hand. 

" Come in, Salome." 

She took no notice of the offered fingers, but passed him, and 
went aroimd the table to the opposite side. 

The wrinkled, sallow face, still wore its tranquil half-smile, 
and, under the cap-border of fine lace, the grizzled hair lay 
smooth and glossy on the sunken temples. 

In accordance with a wish which she had often expressed, the 
ghostly shroud was abandoned, and Miss Jane was dressed in 
her favorite black silk. Salome had gathered a small bouquet of 
the fragile white blossoms of apple-geranium, of which ^e old 
lady was particidarly fond, and, bending over the coffin, she 
laid them between the fingers that were interlaced on che pulse* 
less heart. 

With a quiet moumfulness, more eloquent than passionate 
grief^ the girl stood looking for the last time at the placid coun- 
tenance that had always beamed kindly and lovingly upon her 
since that dreary day, when, imder the flickering shadow of the 
mulberry-tree, she had called her &om the poor-house and given 
her a happy home. 

She stooped to kiss the livid lips, that had never spoken 
harshly to her; and, for some seconds, her fisuse was hidden on 
the bosom of the dead. When she raised it, the dry, glittering 
•yes and firm mouth, betokened the bitterness of soul that no 
tliTectives could exhaust, no language adequately express. 

** Dr. Grey, if the exchange could be made, I would not only 
willingly, but gladly, thankfully, lie down here in this coffin, and 
give your sister back to your arms. The Reaper, Death, hai 
cut down the perfect, golden grain, and left the tares to shivec 
in the ODming winter. Some who are useless and life-weaxj 
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bend forward, hoping to meet ihe dckle, but it sweeps fhora 
Ihom, and they wither slowly among the stulble.'^ 

He looked at her, and found it difficult to realize that the 
pale, quiety stem woman, standing there in sombre weeds, was 
die same fair young face that he liad seen thirty-six hours before 
bi the moonlight that brightened £lsie's grave. He thought 
that only the slow, heavy rolling of years could have worn those 
lines about her faded lips, and those dark purplish hollows 
under the steady, undimmed eyes. That composed, frigid Salome, 
watching him from across the corpse and coffin, seemed a mere 
chill shadow of the fiery, impetuous, radiant girl, whose passion- 
ate waywardness had so often annoyed and grieved him. The 
Alabaster vase was still perfect in form, but the lamp that had 
hitherto burned within, lending a rosy glow to clay, had flut- 
tered and expired, and the change was painful indeed. 

His attention was so riveted upon the extraordinary alteration 
in her appearance, that her words fell on his ear, as empty, as 
meaningless, as the echoes heard in dreams, and when she ceased 
speaking, he looked perplexed, and sighed heavily. 

^^What did you say? I do not think I imderstand you; my 
mind was abstracted when you spoke.'' 

^^ True ; you never will understand me. Only the dead sleep- 
ing here between us fully comprehended me, and even unto the 
end of my life-chapter I must walk on misapprehended. When 
the coffin-lid is screwed down over that dear, kind face, I shall 
have bidden adieu to my sole and last friend ; for in the Here- 
after she will not know me. Ah, Miss Jane I you tried hard to 
teach me Christianity, but it was like geometry, I had no talent 
for it, — could not take hold of it, — and it all slipped throu^ 
my fingers. If there is indeed an inexorable and incorruptibk 
Justice reigning behind the stars, you will be so happy that I 
and my sins, and my desolation will not trouble you. Qood-by, 
dear Miss Jane ; it is not your fault that I missed my chance 
of being coaxed into the celestial fold with the elect sheep, and 
find myself scourged out with the despised goats. God grsui 
you His everlasting rest," 



Digitized by 



Google 



SOS UNTIL DEATH US DO PART. 

She t^Lmed, but Dr. Grey stretc^led hk arm across his sister^g 
body, and caugbt the orphan^s dress. 

^^ Salome, God has called my own sister to her blessed rest in 
Christ, but my adopted sister He has left to comfort, to sympa- 
thize with me. Here, in the sacred presence of my dear deio^ 
I ask you to take her place, and be to me throughout life th« 
true, loving, fisdthftd friend whom nothing can alienate, and of 
whom only death can deprive me. My little sister, let thtt 
future ripen and sanctify our confidence, affection, and friend- 
ship." 

^^ No, sir ; sinners can not fill the niches of the saints ; and to- 
day we are more completely divided than if the ocean roared 
between us. Once I struggled hard to cure myself of my faults, 
— to purify and fashion my nature anew, but the incentive has 
died, and I have no longer the proud aspirations that lifted me 
Eke eagle's wings high above the dust into which I have now 
fellen,-r-and where I expect to remain. You need not fear that 
I shall commit some capital sin, and go down in disgrace to my 
grave ; for there must be some darling hope, some precious aim, 
that goads people to crime, — and neither of these have I. I do 
not want your friendship, and I will not allow your dictation ; 
and, if you are as generous as I have believed you, I think you 
will spare me the manifestation of your pity. Miss Jane was the 
only link that imited us in any degree, and now we are asunder 
and adrift. You see at least I am honest, and since I have 
not your confidence, I decline your compassion and espionage, 
and refuse to accept a sham friendship, — to trust myself upon 
a gossamer web that stretches across a dismal gulf of gloom, and 
wretchedness, and endless altercation. When I am in one conr 
tinent^ and you are in another, we shall be better Mends .than 

now." 

Her cold, slow, measured accents, and the calm pallor of hex 
features told how complete was the change that had set its stem 
seal on body and soul ; and Dr. Grey's heart ached, as he real- 
ized how withering was the blight that had fallen on her oooe 
buoyant, sanguine natiixe. 

^^My dear Salome, for Janet's sake, and in memory of all 
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ler lo^e anl counsel, let me beg you not to indulge feelings thai 
tan only result in utter — " 

^^ Dr. Grey, let there be sLence and peace between us, at least 
in the presence of the dead. Expostulation from your lips only 
Qzasperates and hardens me; so pray be quiet. Kol do noi 
todch me I Our hands have not clasped each other so often nor 
■0 closely that they must needs miss the warmth and pressure 
in ihe coming years of separation, and I will not soil your pahn 
with mine." 

She coldly put aside the hand that endeavored to take hers, 
and, afi}er one long, sad gaze at the marble face in the coffin, 
turned away, and went back to her own room. 

Miss Jane's charities had carried her name even to the seclu- 
ded nooks of the county, and, when her death was announced, 
many hiimble beneficiaries of her bounty came to offer the last 
testimonial of respect and gratitude, by following the remains to 
their final resting-place. As the hour approached for the solemn 
rites, the house was filled with friends and acquaintances ; and 
the members of the profession to which Dr. Grey belonged came 
to attend the funeral, and officiate as pall-bearers. 

Seated beside Dr. Grey, on one of the sofas, Salome's dry 
eyes noted all that passed while the services were performed ; 
and, when the hearse moved down the avenue, she took Ida 
offered arm, and was placed in the same carriage. 

It was a long, dreary drive to the distant cemetery, and she 
was relieved to some extent when they found themselves at the 
fiuuily vault. Miss Jane had always desired to be buried under 
the slab that covered her brother, and had directed a space 
left for that purpose. Now the marble was removed, and the 
ooffins of Jane and Enoch Grey rested side by side. The voice 
of the minister ceased, and only little Stanley's sobs broke that 
moumfol silenco which always ensues while spade or trowel does 
its sad work. Then the sculptured slab was replaced, and 
brother and sistor were left to that blessed repose which if 
granted only to the faithful when ^^He givehh His beloved 
Bleep." 
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'^Wiite, 'Bleesed are the dead that die in the Locd, 
Beoaose they rest,' . . . because their toil ii o^«r. 
The yoice of weeping shall be heard no more 
In the Eternal City. Neither dying 
Kor sickness, pain nor sorrow, neither ozylng, 
For God shall wipe away all tears. Best, — rest" 

In the death of his sister, Dr. Grey mourned the loss of tat 
xlj mother he had ever known, for his earliest recolleotioni 
were of Miss Jane's tender care and love, and his affection was 
rather that of a devoted son than brother; consequently, the 
blow was doubly painful: but he bore it with a silent fortitude, 
a grave and truly Christian resignation, that left an indelible 
impression upon the minds of Miss Dexter and Muriel, and 
taught them the value of a Mth that could bring repose and 
trust in the midst of a trial so severe. 

His continued vigils at ^^ Solitude,'' and the profound grief 
that could not find vent in tears or words, had printed chaxao- 
ters on his pale, wearied feu^e, that should have commanded the 
sympathy of all who shared his friendship ; but the sight of his 
worn features and the sound of his slow step only embittered 
the heart of the orphan, who saw in these evidences of fatigue 
and anxiety new manifestations of affection for the patient who 
was not yet entirely beyond danger. 

Four days after the f imeral. Dr. Grey came in to breakfast 
later than usual, having driven over very early to " Solitude ; ** 
and, as he seated himself at the table and received from MuriePi 
hand a cup of coffee, he leaned forward and kissed her rosy 
eheek. 

** Thank you, my child. You are very kind to wait for me." 

" How is that poor Mrs. Gterome ? Will she never be wdl 
enough to dispense with your services?" 

Once, Salome would have answered, "He hopes not;'* bal 
now she merely turned her head a little, to catch his reply. 

" She is better to-day than I feared I should find her, as somt 
alarming symptoms threatened her yesterday ; but now I think 
I can safely say the danger has entirely passed^" 
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Muriel bung over the back of bis chair, pressiiig him to try 
ie^eral dishes that she pronounced excellent, but be gentlj 
refused all except the coffee ; and, when he bad pushed aside the 
empty cup, be drew the fiEice of his ward close to bis own, and 
murmured a few words that deepened the glow on her fidr 
iheeks, while she hastily leffc the room to read a letter. 

For some moments he sat with his bead resting on his band, 
thinking of the dear old face that usually watched him from the 
corner of the fire-place, and of the kind words that were 
ihowered on him while be breakfasted; but to-day the faded 
lips were frozen forever, and the dim eyes would never again 
brighten at bis approach. 

He sighed, brushed back the hair that clustered in glossy 
brown rings on bis forehead, and rose. 

^' Salome, if you are not particularly engaged this mondiig^ 
I should be glad to see you in the library.^ 

"At what hour?" 

** Immediately, if you are at leisure." 

The orphan put aside the fold of crape which she was oon- 
verting into a collar, and inclined her bead slightly. 

Since that brief and painful interview held beside Miss Jane's 
coffin, not a syllable bad passed between them, and the girl 
shrank with a vague, shivering dread from the impending Ut^- 
drtSte. 

Silently she followed the master of the bouse into the lil raiy, 
where Dr. Grey drew two chairs to the table, and, when she bad 
ii94*ted herself in one, be took possession of the other. 

Opening a drawer, be 8elfx;ted several papers from a mass of 
what appeared to be legal documents, and spread them before 
her. 

" J wish to acquaint you with the contents of my sister's will, 
which I examined last night. Will you read it^ or shall I briafly 
vtate her wishes ? " 

" Tell me what you wish me to know." 

She swept the papers into a pile, and pushed them awij, 

" Hai e you ev3r read a will ? " 

« No, sir." 
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She leaned her elbows on the table, and rested her fkoe in bm 
hands. 

^^ All these pages amount aimplj to this, — dear Jane nuuk 
her will immediately after my return from Europe, and its pro 
Ti&iouA ai-e : that this place, with house, land, fumitore, and 
itock, shall be gitren to and settled upon you; and moreover 
iJiftt, for the ensuing five years, you shall receive every January 
the sun . of one thousand dollars. Until the expiration of that 
period, she desired that I should act as your guardian. By r^ 
ferenoe to the date and signature of these papers, you will find 
that this will was made as soon as she was able to sit up, after her 
illness produced by pneumonia ; but appended to the original is 
» codicil, stating that the validity of, the distribution of her 
estate, contained in the former instrument, is contingent upon 
your conduct. Feeling most earnestly opposed to your con- 
templated scheme of going upon the stage as a prima dorma^ 
she solemnly declares, that, if you persist in canning your 
decision into execution, the foregoing provisions shall be can- 
celled, and the house, land, and furniture shall be given to 
Jessie and Stanley ; while only one thousand dollars is set apart 
as your portion. This codicil was signed one month ago." 

Dr. Grey glanced over the sheets of paper, and refolded them, 
allowing his companion time for reflection and comment, but 
she remained silent, and he added, — 

** However your views may differ from those entertained by 
my sister, I hope you will not permit yourself to doubt that a 
nncere desire to promote your life-long happiness pi'ompted thf 
course she has pursued." 

Five minutes elapsed, and the orphan sat mute and stilL 

*^ Salome, are you disappointed ? My dear Mend, deal frankly 
with me." 

She lifted her pale, quiet face, and, for the first time in maii^ 
weeks, he saw imshed tears shining in her eyes, and glittering 
on her lashes. 

*' I should be glad to know whether Miss Jane consulted yon, 
[n the preparation of her will ?" 

*^ She coiiferre<i with me concerning the will, and I cordiallj 
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approved it ; but of the codicil I knew nothmgi until hei lawy0B 
— Mr. Lindsay — called my attention to it yesterday afber- 
Moon.^ 

"You are very generous, Dr. Grey, and no one but you 
would willingly divide your sister's estate with paupers, who 
bave so long i^iposed upon her bounty. I had no expectation 
that Miss Jane would so munificently remember me, and I have 
not deserved the kindness which she has lavished on me. Fot 
Jessie and Stanley I gratefully accept her noble gift, and it will 
place them far beyond the possibility of want ; while the only 
regret of which I am conscious, is, that I feel compelled to 
pursue a career, which my best, my only friend disapproved. 
In the name of poor little Jessie and Stanley, I thank you, sir, 
for consenting to such a generous bequest of property that ia 
justly yours. You, who — " 

**Pray do not mention the matter, for independent of the 
large legacy left me by my sister, my own fortune is so ample 
that I deserve no thanks for willingly sharing that which I do 
not need. My little sister, you must not rashly decide a question 
which involves your future welfare, and I can not and will not 
hear your views at present. Take one week for calm delibera- 
tion, weigh the matter prayerfiilly and thoughtfully, and at the 
expiration of that time, meet me here, and I will accept your 
decision." 

She shook her head, and a dreary smile passed swiftly over 
her passionless face. 

•' Twenty years of reflection would not alter, or in any degree 
bend my determination, which is as firmly fixed as the base 
of the Blue-Eidge ; and — " 

** Pardon me, Salome, but, until the week has elapsed, I do not 
wish or intend to receive your verdict. Before this day week, 
tocollect all the reasons which dear Janet urged against youf 
tcheme ; recall the pain she sufiered from the bare contemplation 
of such a possibility, and her tender pleadings and wise counseL 
Ah, Salome, you are young and impulsive, but I trust ycu will 
not close your ears against your brother's earnest protest and 
appeal. If I were not sincerely attached to yc j, I should nol 
27 
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■0 pendstently oppose jour favorite plan, wLich is fimu^t with 
perils and annojances that jou can not now realize. Hush! 
I will not Hsten to you to-day." 

He rose, and laying Ms hands sofdy on her head, added, in a 
olemn but tremulously tender tone, — 

^^ And may God in His infinite wisdom and mercy overmlt 
all things for your temporal and eternal welfare, and so gui4« 
your decidon, that peace and usefulness will be your portioO| 
now and forever.'' 



CHAPTER XXIV. 




j|ES, Dr. Grey, I am better than I ever expected or ' 

desired to be in this world." 

^^ Mrs. G^rome, this is scarcely the recompense 
that my anxious vigilance and ceaseless exertions merit at your 
hands." 

The invalid leaned far back in her cushioned easy chair, and, as 
the physician rested his arm on the mantel-piece and looked down 
at her, he thought of the lines that had more than once recurred 
to his mind, since the commencement of their acquaintance,— 

" What finely canren features ! Yes, but oarTed 
From some dear stuff, not like a wonum's fleshy 
And colored like half -faded white-rose leaves. 
'Tis all too thin, and wan, and wanting blood, 
To take my taste. No fulness, and no flash t 
A watery half -moon in a wintry sky 
Looks less uncomfortably cold. And . . . well, 
I never in the eyes of a sane woman 
Saw saoh a strange, unsatisfied regard." 

** I suppose I ought to be grateful to you, Dr. Grey, for Katie 
and Bobert Irave told me how patiently and carefully you nursed 
imd watched over me, during my illness; but instead of grati- 
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hide, I fiai it difficult to forgive you for what you have done. 
You fanned into a flame the spark of life that was smool- 
dering and expiring, and baffled the disease that came to me as the 
liandmaid of Mercy. Death, transformed into an angel of pity, 
kindly opened the door of escape from the woe and weariness of 
this sin-cursed world, into the cahnness and dreamless rest of the 
rest shoreless Beyond; and just when I was passing throng 
you snatched me back to my burdens and my bitter lot. I know, 
of course, that you intended only kindness, but you mujeit noi 
Mame me if I fail to thank you." 

^' You forget that life is intended as a season of fiery proba^ 
tion, and that without suffering there is no purification, and 
no reward. Remember, ^Calm is not life's crown, though calm 
is well;' and those who forego the pain must forego the 
pahn." 

^'I would gladly iorego all things for a rest, — a sleep that 
could know no end. Katie tells me I have been ill a month, 
and from this brief season of oblivion you have dragged me back 
to the existence that I abhor. Dr. Grey, I feel to-day as pooi 
Maurice de Gu6rin felt, when he wrote from Le Va^ *My fate 
has knocked at the door to recall me; for she had not gone ob 
her way, but had seated herself upon the threshold, waiting until I 
had recovered sufficient strength to resume my journey. ^' Thou 
hast tarried long enough," said she to me ; " come forward ! " 
And she has taken me by the hand, and behold her again on the 
march, like those poor women one meets on the road, leading a 
child who follows with a sorrowful air.' " 

" There is a better guide provided, if you would only aooept 
end yield to his ministrations. For the flint-faced fate that yen 
eocuse so virulently, substitute that tender and loving guartfiMi 
Ike Angel of Patien ^e. 

' To weary hearts, to monming homei, 
God's meekest Angel gently comes. 



There's quiet in that AngePs glaaoa, 
There'a rest in his still ooontenanoel 
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Hie ills and woes he may not cora 
He kindly trains us to endnxa 



He walks with thee, that Angel kind, 
And gently whispeiB, * Be resigned.' 



A moment since, you quoted De Gu6rin, and perhaps joo bcaj 
reoollect one of his declarations, 'I have no shelter but remg' 
nation, and I run to it in great haste, all trembling and dis- 
tracted. Besignation ! It is the burrow hollowed in the cleft of 
some rock, which gives shelter to the flying and long-hunted 
prey.' You will never find peace for your heart and soul untL' 
jou bring your will into complete subjection to that of Hin 
* who doeth all things weU.' Defiance and rebellious struggleb 
only aggravate your sorrows and trials." 

She listened to the deep, quiet voice, as some unlettered savage 
might hearken to the rhythmic music of Homer, soothed by the 
tones, yet incapable of comprehending their import ; and as she 
looked up at the grave, kingly face, her eyes fell upon the broad 
band of crape that encircled his straw hat, which had been hastily 
placed on the mantel-piece. 

" Dr. Grey, you ought to speak advisedly, for Eobert told me 
that you had recently lost your sister, and that you are now alone 
in the world. You, who have severe afflictions, should know 
how far resignation lightens them. I was much pained to learn 
that your sister died while you were absent, — while you were 
sitting up with me. Ah, sir ! you ought to have watched ker, 
and left me to my release. You have been very kind and con- 
siderate toward one who has no claim upon aught but your pitj; 
and I would gladly lie down in your sister's grave, and give her 
back to your heart and home." 

Her couLtenance softened for an instant, and she held out her 
hand. He took the delicate fingers in his, and pressed them 
gently. 

** Odd grant that your life may be spared, 'ontil all doubt and 
bitterness is removed from your heart, and that when you go 
down into the grave it may be as bright with the blessed faith 
of a Christian as that which now containp my sister Janets Do 
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not aUow tho gloom of earthly disappointment to cloud 70111 
Profit, but bear always in mind those cheering words of Saadi, — - 

' Baji God, ^^ Who oomes towards me an iQch through donbtiiigs dim, 
In blaadxig light I do approach a yard towards him.' " 

'^ If I am to be kept in this world until all the bitterness ii 
■courged out of me, I might as well resign myself to a career at 
endless as that of Ahasuerus. I tell you, sir, I have been forced 
to drink out of quassia-cups until my whole being has imbibed 
the bitter ; and I am like that tree to which Firdousi compared 
Mahmoud, ^ Whose nature is so bitter, that were you to plan'; 
it in the garden of Eden, and water it with the ambrosial stream 
of Paradise, and were you to enrich its roots with virgin honey, 
t would, after all, discover its innate disposition, and only yield 
iie acrid fruit it had ever borne.' " 

''What right have you to expect that existence should prove 
one continued gala-season? When Christ went down meekly 
into G^thsemane, that such as you and I might win a place in 
the Eternal City, how dare you demand exemption from grief 
and pain, that Jesus, your God, did not spare Himself? Are 
you purer than Christ, and wiser than the Almighty, that 
you impiously deride and question their code for the govern- 
ment of the Universe, in which individual lives seem trivial as 
the sands of the desert, or the leaves of the forest ? Oh I it is 
pitiable, inueed, to see some worm writhing in the dust, and 
blasphemously dictating laws to Him who swung suns and 
•sterisms in space, and breathed into its own feeble fragment of 
clay the spark that enabled it to insult its God. Put away 
«uch unwomanly scoffing, — such irreverent puerilities; sweep 
your soul clean of all such wretched rubbish, and when you fed 
tempted to repine at your lot, recollect the noble admonition af 
Dschelaleddin, * If this world were our abiding-place, we joight 
complain that it makes our bed so hard ; but it is only our 
night-quarters on a journey, and who can expect home 
•omforts?'*' 

''I can not fee. resigned to my lot. It Ia too hard, — too 
tuyuBt.** 

87* 



Digitized by 



Google 



S18 UNTIL DEATH (18 DO PAMT. 

^Mn. Geromei axe joa more just and {^fescient tliaa 
Jehovah?** 

She paaaed her thin hand across her face, and was sUent^ fot 
bis voice and manner awed her. After a little while, she sal 
erect in her chair, and tried to rise. 

** Doctor, if you could look down into the gray ruins of my 
heart, you would not reprove me so harshly. My whole being 
■eems in some cold eclipse, and my soul is like the Sistino 
Chapel in Passion-week, where all is shrouded in shadow, and 
no sounds are heard but Misereres and Tenebrse." 

^ Promise me that in future you will try to keep it like that 
Christian temple, pure and inviolate from all imprecations and 
rebellious words. If gloom there must be, see to it that resigna- 
tion seals your lips. What are you trying to do? You are 
not strong enough to walk alone." 

<< 1 want to go into the parlor, — I want my piano. Yesterday 
I attempted to cross the room, and only Katie's presence saved 
me from a severe falL" 

She stood by her chair, grasping the carved back, and Dr. 
Grey stepped forward, and drew her arm under his. 

In her great weakness she leaned upon him, and when they 
reached the parlor door, she paused and almost panted. 

" You must not attempt to play, — you are too feeble eveo 
to sit up longer. Let me take you back to your room." 

"No, — no! Let me alone. I know best what is good foi 
me ; and I tell you my piano is my only Paraclete." 

Holding his arm for support, she drew a chair instead of the 
piano-stool to the instrument, and seated herself. 

Dr. Grey raised the lid, and waited some seconds, expecting 
her to play, but she sat still and mute, and presently he stooped 
to catch a glimpse of her countenance. 

" I want to see Elsie's grave. Open the blinds." 

He threw open the shutters, and came back to the piano. 

Through the window, the grcmp of deodars was visible, and 
there, bathed in the mild yeUow sunshine was the mound, and 
the faded wreath swinging in the breeze. 

For many minutes Mrs. Gerome gazed at the quiei ipoi 
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where her nnnse rested, and with her eyes still on the gntve^ 
her fifigers struck into Chopin's Funeral March. 

After a while. Dr. Grey noticed a slight quiver cross her pale 
lips, and when the mournful music reached its saddest chord% 
a mist veiled the steely eyes, and very soon tears roUed slowly 
iown her cheeks. 

The march ended, she did not pause, but began Mosart'a 
Requiem, and all the while that slow rain of tears dripped 
down on her white fingers, and splashed upon the ivory keys. 

Dr. Grey was so rejoiced at the breaking up of the ice thai 
had long frozen the fountain of her tears, that he made no 
attempt to interrupt her, until he saw that she tottered in 
her chair. Taking her hands from the piano, he said gently, — 

''You are quite exhausted, and I can not permit this to 
continue. Come back to your room." 

'' No ; let me stay here. Put me on the so£Et in the oriel, and 
leave the blinds open.'' 

He lifted her from the chair and led her to the sofa, where 
she sank heavily down upon the cushions. 

Without comment or resistance, she drank a glass of strong 
cordial which he held to her lips, and lay with her eyes closed, 
while tears still trickled through the long jet lashes. 

She wore a robe of white merino, and a rich blue shawl of 
the same soft material which was folded across her shoulders, 
made the wan face look like some marble seraph's, hovering over 
an altar where violet light streams through stained glass. 

For some time Dr. Grey walked up and down the long room, 
glancing now and then at his patient, and when he saw that the 
tears had ceased, he brought from a basket in the hall an ex- 
quisitely beautiful and fragrant bouquet of the flowers which 
he knew she loved best, — heliotrope, violets, tube-rose, and 
Grand-Duke jessamine, fringed daintily with spicy geranium 
leaves, and scarlet fuchsias. 

Silently he placed it on her folded hands, and the expression 
of surprise and pleasure that suddenly lighted hex countenance^ 
amply repaid him. 

"Dr. Grey, it has oeen my wish to except services fr^m M 
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cmey — to owe no human being thanks; but jour an^i£yiii| 
kindness to my poor Elsie and to me, imposes a debt of grati- 
tude that I can not easily liquidate. I fear you are destined to 
bankrupt me, for how^ can I hope to repay all your thoughtfal, 
delicate care, and generous interest in a stranger ? TtU me in 
what way I can adequately requite you." 

Dr. Grey drew a chair close to tne sofa, and answered^ — 

** Take care lest your zeal prove the contrary, for you know a 
distinguished philosopher asserts that, ' Too great eagerness to 
requite an obligation is a species of ingratitude ; ' and such an 
accusation would be unflattering to you, and unpleasant to 
me." 

Turning the bouquet around in order to examine and admire 
each flower, Mrs. Oerome toyed with the velvet bells, and said, 
sorrowfully, — 

^* Their delicious perfume always reminds me of my beautiful 
home near Funchal, where heliotrope and geraniums grew so 
tall that they looked in at my window, and hedges of fuchsias 
bordered my garden walks. Never have I seen elsewhere such 
profusion and perfection of flowers." 

" When were you in Madeira? " 

" Two years ago. The villa I occupied was situated on the 
side of a mountain, whose base was covered with vineyards; 
and from a grove of lemon and oleanders that stood in front of 
the house I could see the surging Atlantic at my feet, and 
the crest of the mountain clothed with chestnuts, high above 
and behind me. In one comer of my vineyard stood a solitary 
|Mdm, which tradition asserted was planted when Zarco discov- 
ered the island ; and the groves of orange, citron, and pome- 
granate trees were always peopled with humming-birds, and 
flocks of green canaries. There, surrounded by grand and 
picturesque scenery of which I never wearied, I resolved to live 
and die ; but Elsie's desire to return to America, which held the 
ashes of her husband and child, overruled my inclination 
and the dictates of judgment, and reluctantly I loft my mountain 
Eden and came here. Now, when I smell violets and heliotrope^ 
tegcet mingles with their aroma; and, after aU, .the sarrifioe ' 
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in vnin^ and Elsie would have slept as oaanly tLere, ucdr pafaa 
and cheiftnut, as yonder, where th« deodar-shadows &1L'' 

^ Is jrour life here a fidthf ul transcript of that portion of il 
passed at Funchal?" 

'^Yes; except that there I saw no human being but tht 
MorvantSy who transacted any business that demanded interview! 
with the consuL'' 

*^ It was fortimate that Elsie's wise counsel prevailed over 
yoiur caprice, for many of your griefs proceed from the complete 
isolation to which you so strangely doom yourself; and until you 
become a useful member of that society you are so fully fitted 
to adorn and elevate, you need not hope or expect the peace of 
mind that results only from the consciousness of having nobly 
discharged the sacred obligations to GU>d, and to your race. 
* Bear ye one another's burdens,' was the solemn admonition of 
Him who sublimely bore the burdens of an entire world. 
Xow tell me, have you ever stretched out a finger to aid the 
toiling multitudes whose cry for help wails over even the 
most prosperous lands? What have you done to strengthen 
trembling hands, or comfort and gladden oppressed hearts? 
How dare you hoard within your own home the treasure of 
fortune, talent, and sympathy, which were temporarily entrusted 
to your hands, to be sown broadcast in noble charities, — to be 
judiciously invested in promodng the cause of Truth in the 
fierce war Evil wages against it? Hitherto you have lived 
solely for yourself which is a sin against humanity ; and have 
pampered a morbid and rebellious spirit, that is a grievous 
ain against your God. Shake* off } our lethargy and cynicism, 
and let a busy future redeem a vagrant and worthless past. 
*JBe that goetk forth amd weepet\ hea/rvng precious seedy shall 
doubtiiess come again toith rejoicing^ bringing his sheaves wiik 
*wi».'" 

The flowers dropped on her bosom, and, ciaspuig iier hands 
across her forehead, she turned her ieuoe towards the sea, and 
seemed pondering his words. 

^ Dr. Orey^ my purse has always been open to ^e needy, and 
BUde was my almoner Whenever you find a destitute femiilji 
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or heir an appeal for help, I shall gladly respond, and oonatftati 
jou the agent for the distribution of my charity-fiind. Aa for 
bearing the sorrows of others, pray excuse me. I am m 
weighed down with my own burdens that I have no strengtiu 
or leisure to spare to my neighbors, and since I ask no aid, 
must not be censu^d for rendering none. It is utterly uselesa 
to urge me to enter society, for like that sad pilgrim in Brit- 
tany, * In losing solitude I lose the half of my souL I go out 
into the world with a secret horror. When I withdraw, I 
gather together and lock up my scattered treasure, but I put 
away my ideas sorely handled, like fruits fallen from the tree 
upon stones.' Ko no; in seclusion I find the only modicum 
of peace that earth can ever yield me, and can readily under- 
•itand why Chateaubriand avoided those crowds which he 
denominated, * The vast desert of men.* " 

" You must not be offended, if, in reply, I remind you of the 
rude but vigorous words of that prince of cynics, Schopen- 
hauer, * Society is a fire at which the wise man from a prudent 
distance warms himself; not plunging into it, like the fool who 
affcer getting well blistered, rushes into the coldness of solitude, 
and complains that the fire bums.' Of the two evils, reckless 
dissipation and gloomy isolation, the latter is probably an 
economy of sin ; but sinoe neither is inevitable, we should all 
endeavor to render ourselves useful members of society, and 
unfurl over our circle the banner of St. Paul, * Use this world 
as not abusing it.' Mrs. Gerome, do not obstinately mar the 
present *nd future, by brooding bitterly over the trials of the 
past ; but try to believe that, indeed, — 

' Sorrows hnmanire our rmoe ; 
Tears are the showers that fertilize this world, 
And memory of things precious keepeth warm 
The heart tiiat once did hold them.' *' 

lie watched her eagerly yet gravely, hoping that her &o« 
would soften ; but she raised her hand with a proud, impatient 
notion. 

*Tou talk at random, conceming matters of which yoi 
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know nothing. I hate the worla and have abjured it, and jom 
might as well go down yonder and harangue the o^ean on the 
sin of its ceaseless muttering, as expect to remodel my aimles^ 
blank life.'' 

Pained and disappointed, he remained silent, and, as if com 
•dous of a want of courtesy, she added, — 

^* Do not allow your generous heart to be disquieted on mf 
account, but leave me to a fate which can not be changed, — 
which I have endured seven years, and must bear to my grave. 
Now tliat you see how desolate I am, pity me, and be silent.** 

"It will be difficult for you to regain your strength herOi 
where so many mournful associations surround you, and I came 
to-day to beg you to take a trip somewhere, by sea or land. 
Almost any change of scene and air will materially benefit you, 
and you need not be absent more than a few weeks. Will you 
take the matter under consideration? ** 

"No, sir; why should I? Can hills or waves, dells or 
lakes, cure a mind which you assure me is diseased ? Can sea 
breeze or mountain air fan out recollections that have jaundiced 
the heart, or furnish an opiate that will effectually deaden 
and quiet regret? I long ago tried your remedy — travelling, 
and for four years I wandered up and down, and over the face 
of the old world; but amid the crumblimg columns of Persepolis, 
I was still Agla Grerome, the wretched; and when I stood 
on the margin of the Lake of W4n, I saw in its waves the r^ 
flection of the same hopeless woman who now lies before you. 
Change of external surroiindings is futile, and no more affecti 
tbe soul than the roar of surface-surf changes the bollows 3f Aft 
3cean bed where the dead sleep ; and, verily, — 

* lij heart is a drear Golgotha, where all the gronnd is white 
With the wrecks of joys that have pezished, — ^the skeletoiui of deligiil** 

He saw that in her present mood expostulation would only 
aggravate the evil he longed to correct, and hoping to divert the 
current of her thoughts, he said, — 

" I trust you will not deem me impertinently curious if I ask 
what jrin giiUr freak bestowed upon you the name of * Agla*? " 
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A startling change swept over her features^ and her tone was 
kau^tilj challengiBg. 

^ What interest can Dr. Grey find in a matter so tdvial? If 
I were named Hecate or Persephone, would the world haT6 1 
right to demur, to complain, or to criticise ? '' 

*^ When a lady beai« the mystic name, which, in past ages^ wm 
given to the Deity, by a race who, if superstitious, were ai 
least devout and reverent, she should not be surprised if it 
excites wonder and comment. Forgive me, however, if my in- 
quiry annoyed you.'* 

He rose and took his hat, but her hand caught his arm. 

" Do you know the import of the word ? " 

^^ Yes; I understand the significance of the letters, and tlM 
wonderful power attributed to them when arranged in the trian« 
gles and called the ^Shield of David.' Knowing that it wm 
considered talismanic, I could not imagine why you were christ- 
ened with so mystical a name.'' 

"I was never christened." 

He could not explain the confusion and displeasure which the 
question excited, and anxious to relieve her of any feeling of 
annoyance, he added, — 

" Have you ever looked into the nature of the AglaophotU f ^ 

She struggled up from her cushions, and exclaimed, with a 
vehemence that startled him, — 

'^What induced you to examine it? I know that it is a 
strange plant, growing out of solid marble, and accounted a 
vharm by Arab magicians. WeU, Dr. Grey, do not I belong 
to that speciea? You see before you a human specimen of 
A^laophotUy growing out of a marble heart." 

Sometimes an exaggerated whimsicality trenches so closely 
upon insanity, that it is difficult to discriminate between them; 
and, as Dr. Grey noted the peculiarly cold glitter of her large 
eyes, and the restless movement of her usually quiet hands, 
he dreaded that the crushing weight on her heart would ultL* 
Biately impair her mind. Now he abruptly changed the topic 

^Mrs. Chrome, whenever ic is agreeable to you to drive down 
#•• beach or across the woods and among tLe hills^ it will 
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afford nab mnch pleam re to place my horse^ onggy, and ajaelf 
at jow^ disposal ; and, in fine weather like this, a dri-va of a fen 
miles would invigorate you.** 

" Thank you. I shall not trouble you, for I have my lo 
•ming easy carriage, and my grays — my fetal grays. Ah if 
tbey would only serve me as l^ey did my poor Elsie! "^/dfl* 
I am strong enough to take the reins, I will allow th ^m an 
opportunity. Dr. Grey, if I seem rude, forgive me. jfou aro 
rery kind and singularly patient, and sometimes wher you have 
lefk me, I feel aahamed of my inability to prove my siiioera 
appreciation of your goodness. For these beautiful flowerSi I 
thank you cordially." 

She held out her hand, and, as he accepted it, he drew from 
his pocket the silver key which he had so carefully preserved. 

" Accident made me the custodian of this key, which I found 
on the floor the day of Elsie's burial. Knowing that it belonged 
to your escritoire, whence 1 saw you take it, I thought it best 
no^ to commit it to a servant's care, and have kept it in my 
pocket until I thought you might need it." 

Although the room was growing dim, he detected the expres- 
sion of dread that crossed her countenance, and saw her bite her 
thin lip with vexation. 

" You have worn for one month the key of my desk, where lie 
all my papers and records ; and when I was so desperately ill, I 
presume you looked into the drawers, merely to ascertain whether 
I had prepared my will ? " 

The mockery of her tone stung him keenly, but he allowed no 
evidence of the wound to escape him. Bending over her as she 
sat partially erect, supported by cushions, he took her white face 
tenderly in his hands, and said, very calmly and gently, — 

** When you know me better, you will realize how groundleM 
i» your apprehension that T have penetrated into the recesses of 
your writing-desk. Knowing that it contained valuable papers^ 
I guarded it as jealously as you could have done; and, upon the 
honor of a gentleman, I assure you I am as ignorant of its con- 
tents as if I had never entered the house. When I consider it 
finenidal to my peace of mind to become acquainted with youy 
88 
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antocodonts^ T shall coD^e to you and ask what I deaire to lean* 
While you were so ill, 1 told Eobert that your Mends should bt 
notified of your imminent danger, and inquired of him whethei 
y;ju had made a will, as I deemed it my duty to inform your 
Mgent of your alarming condition. He either could not or would 
iiot give me any satisfactory reply, and there the matter ended. 
When I am gone, do not reproach yourself for having so unjustly 
impugned my motives, for I shall not allow myself to believo 
that you really entertain so contemptible an opinion of me; sad 
shall ascribe your hasty accusation to mere momentary chagrin 
and pique." 

^* Ah, sir I you ought not to wonder that I am so suspicious ; 
vou — but how can you understand the grounds of my distrust^ 
unless — " 

*^ Hush ! We will not discuss a matter which can only excite 
and annoy you. Mrs. Gerome, under all circimistances you may 
unhesitatingly trust me, and I beg to assure you I shall never 
divulge anything confided to me. You need a Mend, and per- 
haps some day you may consider me worthy to serve you in that 
capacity ; meantime, as your physician, I shall continue to watch 
over and control you. To-day you have cruelly overtasked your 
exhausted system, and I can not permit you to remain here any 
'onger. Come immediately to your own room." 

His manner was so quietly authoritative that she obeyed 
instantly, and when he lifted her from the sofa, she took his arm, 
and walked towards the door. Before they had crossed the hall, 
he felt her reel and lean more heavily against him, and silently 
he took the %in form in his arms, and canied her to her room. 

The gray head was on his shoulder, and the cold marble cheek 
touched his, as he laid her softly down on her bed and arranged 
her pillows. He rang for Katie, and, in crossing the floor, 
■topped on something hard. It was too dusky in the closely 
curtained apartment to see any object so small, but he swept 
his hand across the carpet and picked up the key that had 
dipped from her nerveless fingers. Placing it beside her, ho 
smiled and said, — 

^ S'ou are incorrigibly careless. Are you not afraid tt Ua 
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mj curiomtj 30 severely, and tempt me so pertiiiacioiiBlji by 
fltrevmig your kejrs in my path? The next time I pick up thif 
one, which belongs to your escritoire, I shall engage some one to 
act as your guardian. Katie, be sure she takes that tonir 
mixture three times a day. Good-night.^^ 

When tlie sound of his retreating footsteps died away, Mn 
Gerome thrust the key under her pillow, and murmured, — 

^ 1 wonder whether this Ulpian can be as true, as trusty, ai 
nobly fearless as his grand old Boman namesake, whom not eyen 
the purple of Severus could save from martyrdom ? Ah 1 if 
Ulpian Grey is really all that he appears. But how dare I 
hope, much less believe it ? Yerily, he reminds me of Mft/la-Tii^ 
de Chatenay's description of Joubert, ' He seems to be a soul 
that by accident had met with a body, and tried to make the best 
of it.'" 

''Did you speak to me, ma'am?" asked Katie, who wm 
DusUing about, preparing to light the lamp. 

'' No. The room is like a tomb. Open the blinds and loop 
gack all the curtains, so that I can look out." 

** And the sunset paled, and wanned onoe more 
With a softer, tenderer after-glow; 
In the east was moon-rise, with boats off -shorn 
And sails in the distanoe drifting alow.** 



CHAPTER XXV. 




)CTOR GREY, sister sajrs she wants to se^ you, 
before you go to town." 

Jessie Owen came softly up to the table whert 
Dr. Grey sat writing, and stood with her hand on his knee. 

^' Yery well. Tell sister I will come to her as soco as I finidi 
this letter. Where is she ? " 
•♦In the library." 
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^ In ten minutes I shall be at leisure.'' 

He found Salome with a piece of sewing in her hand, and bar 
joung sister leaning on her lap, chattering merrily about a 
nest full of eggs which she and Stanley had found that morning 
in a comer of the orchard ; while the latter swung on the back 
of her chair, winding over his finger a short curl that lay on her 
neck. It was a pleasant, peaceful, homelike picture, worthy of 
Eastman Johnson's brush, and for thirty years such a group had 
not been seen in that quiet old library. 

Dr. Grey paused at the threshold, to admire the graceful pose 
of Jessie's fairy figure, — the lazy nonchalance of Stanley's pos- 
ture, — and the finely shaped head that rose above both, like 
some stately lily, surrounded by clustering croci; but Salome 
was listening for his footsteps, and turned her head at hia 
entrance. 

"Stanley, take Jessie up to my room, and show her your 
Chinese puzzle. When I want either or both of you, I will call 
you.' Close the door after you, and mind that you do not get to 
romping, and shake the house down.'' 

"How very pretty Jessie has grown during the last year. 
Her complexion has lost its muddy tinge, and is almost waxen,'^ 
said the doctor, when the children had left the room and scam- 
pered up stairs. 

" She is a very sweet-tempered and affectionate little thing, 
but I never considered her pretty. She is too much like her 
father." 

" Salome, death veils all blemishes." 

" That depends very much on the character of the trarrivom; 
but we will not discuss abstract propositions, — especially sLbm 
I have resolved to follow the old oriental maxim, — 

' Leave ancestry behind, despise heraldic art, 
Thy father be thy mind, thy mother be thy heart 
Dead names concern not thee, bid foreign titles walli ; 
Thy deeds thy pedigree, thy hopes thy rich estate ! ' 

Dr. Orey,''ihe we<^ has ended, and I took the liberty of ^^^miiui 
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lug yon of the fact, as I am anxions to acqaaant fou with my 
jrarposeB for the future.'' 

He drew a chair near hers, and seated himself. 

'^ Welly Salome, I hope that reflection has changed your Tiew% 
and taught you the wisdom of my sister's course with referenot 
fcc yolirselfl" 

^ On the contrary, the season of deliberation you forced upon 
me Laa only strengthened and intensified my desire to carry 
into execution the project I have so long dreamed of; and to-day 
I am more than ever firmly resolved to follow, at all hazards, 
the dictates of my own judgment, no matter with whose opinioni 
or wishes they may conflict." 

She expected that he would expostulate, and plead against her 
decision, but he merely bowed, and remained silent. 

**My object in asking this interview was to ascertain how 
soon it would be convenient for you to place in my hands the 
legacy of one thousand dollars which was bequeathed to me on 
condition that I went upon the stage; and also to inquire what 
you intend to do with the children, of whom Miss Jane's will 
constitutes you the guardian ? " 

** You wish me to understand that you are determined to defy 
the wishes of your best Mend, and take a step which distressed 
ber beyond expression ? " 

" I shall certainly go upon the stage." 

** I have no alternative but to accept your decision, which you 
are well aware I regard as exceedingly deplorable. The money 
can be paid to you to-morrow, if you desire it. Hoping that 
you would abandon this freak, I had intended to keep the 
children here, under your supervision, while I removed to my 
house in town, and left their tuition to Miss Dexter ; but since 
you ha^ 9 decided otherwise, I shall remain here for the present^ 
keeping them with me, at least until after Muriel's marriage. 
The income from this farm averages two thousand dollars a year, 
and will not only amply provide for their wants and education, 
but will enable me to lay aside annually a portion of that amount. 
When Muriel marries. Miss Dexter may not be willirg to remain 
here, and if she leaves us I sliall endeavor to find as worthy ai 4 
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reHable a sabstitate. Have you any objection to thiA arrange 
ment?** 

^ I have no right to uttei any, since yoa are the l^^al goar 
dian of the children. But contingencies might arise for which it 
■eems you have not provided." 

** What do you mean? " 

^I mean that I can trust Jessie and Stanley to you, but when 
you are married I prefer that they should £ind another home ; 
or, if need be, Jessie can come to me." 

An angry flush dyed Dr. Grey^s olive £etce, and kindled a fleiy 
gleam in his usually mild, clear, blue eyes, but looking at the 
girrs compressed and trembling lips, and noting the underlying 
misery which her defiant expression could not cover, his dis- 
pleasure gave place to profound compassion. 

^' Salome, dismiss that cause of anxiety from your mind, and 
trust the assurance I offer you now, — iJiat when I marry, my 
wife will be worthy to assist me in guiding and governing my 
wards." 

She was prepared to hear him retort that the caieer she had 
chosen would render her an unsuitable counsellor for little Jessie ; 
%ii6. conscious that she had deeply wounded him, his calm reply 
was the sharpest rebuke he could possibly have administered. 

" Dr. Grey, I have no extraordinary amount of tenderness for 
the children, because they axe indissolubly associated with that 
period of my life to which I never recur without pain and hu- 
miliation that you can not possibly realize or comprehend ; still, 
I am not exactly a brute, and I do not wish them to be trained 
to regard me as a Pariah, or to be told that I have forfeited theiz 
respect and affection. When I am gone, let them think kindly 
•fme" 

^' Your request is a reflection upon my friendship, and is se 
•xceedingly unjust that I am surprised and pained; but lei 
tbat pass. I am sure I need not tell you that your wishes shall 
be complied with. I have often thought that after Stanley 
eompleted his studies, I would take him into my office, and 
teach him my own profession. Have you any objection to tUn 
ioheme?" 
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^No, air. I am willing to trust him implicitlj to jovu H« 
has one terrible fault which I have been trying to correct, and 
which I hope you will not lose sight of. The boy seems oon- 
ititutionally addicted to tolling stoi^os, and prefers falsehood to 
truth. I have punished him repeatedly for this habit^ and jom 
musty if possible, save him from the pauper ^ice cf lyings 
which is peculiarly detestable to me. I know less of the little 
one's character, but believe that she is not afflicted with thia 
evil tendency." 

*^ Stanley's fault has not escaped me, and two days ago I waa 
obliged to pimish him for a gross violation of the truth ; but as 
he grows older, I trust he will correct this defect, and I shall 
f^iithfully endeavor to show him its enormity. Is there any- 
thing else you wish to say to me about the children? I will 
very gladly hear any suggestions you can offer." 

" No, sir. I have governed myself so badly, that it ill be- 
comes me to dictate to you how they should be trained. God 
knows, I am heartily glad they were mercifully thrown into 
your hands ; and if you can only make Stanley Owen such a 
man as you are, the old blot on the name may be effaced. From 
Mark and Joel I have not heard for several months, and pre- 
sume they will be sturdy but unlettered mechanics. If I 
succeed, I shall interfere and send them to school; otherwise, 
they must take the chances for letters and a livelihood." 

'^ Salome, you are bartering lifo-long peace and happiness for 
the momentary gratification of a whim, prompted solely by 
vanity. How worthless are the brief hollow plaudite of the 
world (which will regard you merely as the toy of an hour), in 
comparison with the affection and society of your own fsEumly ? 
Here, in your home, how useful, how contented you might 
kel" 

Hei only reply was a hasty, imperious wave of the hand, and 
a long silence followed. 

In the bright morning light that streamed in throu^ tlM 
tendrils of honeysuckle clambering around the window, Dr. 
Grey looked searchingly at the orphan, and ^uld scarcely 
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realize that this pale, prond, pain-stricken face, was the 
rosy round one, fair and fearless, that had first met his gaae 
under the pearly apple-blossoms. 

Then, pink flesh, hazel eyes, vermilioned lips, and glossy haif 
nad preferred incontestable claims to beauty; now, an artisl 
would have curiously traced the fine lines and curves daintily 
drawn about eyes, brow, and mouth, by the stylus of care, of 
hopelessness, of wild bursts of passion. Her figure retained its 
rounded symmetry, but the countenance traitorously revealed 
the struggles, the bitter disappointments, the vindictive jealousy, 
and rudely-smitten and blasted hopes, that had robbed her 
days of peace and her nights of sleep. 

Until this moment, Dr. Grey had not fuUy appreciated the 
change that had been wrought by two tedious years, and as he 
scrutinized the sadly sharpened and shadowed features, a pitinful 
feeling of humiliation and almost of self-reproach sprang from 
the consciousness that his inability to reciprocate her devoted 
love had brought down this premature blight upon a young 
and whilom happy, careless girl, — transforming her into a 
reckless, hardened, hopeless woman. 

While his inexorable conscience fuUy exonerated him from 
censure, his generous keart ached in sympathy for hers, and his 
chivalric tenderness for all things weaker than himself, bled at 
the reflection that he had been unintentionally instrumental in 
darkening a woman's life. 

But hope, — beautiful, blue-eyed, sunny-browed hope, — 
whispered that this was a fleeting youthful fancy; and that 
absence and time would dispel the temporary gloom that now 
lay on her heart, like some dense cold vapor which would 
grow sUvery, and melt in morning sunshine. 

Under his steady gaze the blood rose slowly to its old signal- 
station on her cheeks, and she put up one hand to shield its 
scarlet banners. 

^ Salome, will you tell me when and where you intend to go? 
Since you have resolved to leave us, I desire to know in whaA 
way I can aid you, or contribute to the comfort of the journey 
you oontemp)at<%'* 
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^ From the last letter of Professor Y , deoUning jour pro- 
posal that he should oome here and instruct me, I leam that 
within the ensuing ten days he will sail for Havre, en route to 
Italy, where he intends spending the winter. If possible, I wish 
W /«ach New York before his departure, and to acoompanj 
iuaoL The thousand dollars will defray my expenses until I 
kave completed my musical training, which will fit me for the 
ftage, and insure an early engagement in some operatic company. 
Knowing your high estimate of Professor V , both as a gen- 
tleman and as a musician, I am exceedingly anxious to place 
myself under his protection; especially since his wife and 
children will meet him at Paris, and go on to Naples. Are you 
williog to give me a letter of introduction, commending me tc 
his favorable consideration ? " 

The hesitating timidity with which this request was uttered| 
touched him more painfully than aught that had ever passed 
between them. 

^' My dear child, did you suppose that I would permit you to 
travel alone to New York, and thrust yourself upon the notice 
of strangers? I will accompany you whenever you go, and not 
only pres^it you to the professor, but request him to receive 
you into his family as a member of his home-circle." 

A quiver shook out the hard Unea aroimd her lips, and she 
turned her eyes full on his. 

''You are very kind, sir, but that is not necessary; and a 
letter of introduction will have the same effect, and save yon 
from a disagreeable trip. Your time is too valuable to be 
wasted on such journeys, and I have no right to expect that 
solely on my account you should tear yourself away — from — 
those dear to you." 

<< I think my time could not be more profitably employed 
than in promoting the happiness and welfare of my adopted 
lister, who was so inexpressibly dear to my noble Janet. It 
is neither pleasant nor proper for a young lady to travel withoa% 
an escort." 

He had risen, and laid his hand lightly on the back of bei 
ehair. 
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**8he smiled; bat he oonld tee aiiM 
Her soul from txi adown lier ejos, 
Ptqpeied as if for sacrilloe.'* 

^ f f it a mercyy tuiiik you, Dr. Grey, to foster a fiuitidioui 
\htii can only barb the shafU of penury? What right 



have toiling paupers to harbor in their thou^ts those dainty 
•cruples that belong appropriately to princesses and pahnces? 
Why tell me that this, that, or the other step is not 'proper/ 
irhen you know that necessity goads me ? Sir, I feel now like 
that iaohited Florentine, and echo her words, — 

* And siiioe he^ 
Must oome to me from those who lore me not, 
Farewell, all helpeia I must hdp myself, 
And am alone from henceforth. ** 

^Tou prefer that I should not accompany you to New 
York?** 

"Yes, sir; but I gratefully accept a letter to Professor 

V — r 

"Very well; it shall be in readiness when you wish it. 
Have you fixed any time for your departure ? ** 

" This is Fridiiy, — and I shall go on the six o'clock train, 
Monday morning.*' 

" Is there any service that I can render you in the interim?" 

"No, thank you." 

"As you have no likeness of the children, would it be agreiv 
able to you to have their photographs taken to-day, — and, at 
the same time, a picture of yourself to be left with them ? If 
you desire it I will meet you in town, at the gallery, at any 
hour you may designate." 

Standing before him, she answered, abnost scornfully, — 

"I shall not have time. Some day — if I succeed — I will 
end them my photograph, taken in gorgeous robes as prima 
dowtub } provided you promise that said robes shall not con 
stitute a Sam, Benito^ and doom the picture to the flames. 
I will ietain you no longer. Dr. Grey, as the sole olject of tht 
inter dew ha« been accomplished." 
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** Par ion me ; but I have a word to say. Your career will 
fTobabl}- be brilliantlj successful, in which event jon will feel 
no want of admirers and friends, — and will doubtless ignore 
me for those who flatter you more, and really love you leas. 
But, Salome, fidlure may overtake you, bringing in its train 
eountless evils that at present you can not realize, — poverty, 
disease, desolation, in the midst of strangers, — and all the 
woes that, like himgry wolves, attack homeless, isolated women. 
I earnestly hope that the leprous hand of disaster and defeat 
may never be laid upon your future, but the most cautious 
human schemes are fallible — often fiitile — and if you should 
be imsuccessful in your programme, and find yourself unable to 
consummate your plans, I ask you now, by the memory of 
OUT friendship, by the sacred memory of the dead, to promise 
me th^t you will immediately write and acquaint me with 
all your needs, your wishes, your real condition. Promise me, 
dear Salome, that you will turn instantly to me, as you would 
to Stanley, were he in my place, — that you will let me prove 
myself your elder brother, — your truest, best friend." 

He put his hand on her head, but she recoiled haughtily from 
his touch. 

" Dr. Grey, I promise you, 

* I win not Boil thy ptirple with my dust, 
Nor breathe my poison on thy Venice-glMi.' 

1 promise you that if misfortune, failure, and penury lay hcdd 
of Die, you shall be the last himian being who will learn it; 
for I will cloak myself under a name that will not betray me, 
and crawl ioto ^ome lazaretto, and be buried in some potter's 
field, among other mendicants, — unknown, 'unwept, unhon- 
ored, and unsung.' " 

If some motherless young chamois, rescued from destruction, 
and pampered and caressed, had suddenly turned, and savagely 
bitten and lacerated the hand that fondled and fed it, Dr. Grev 
would not liave been more painftiUy startled; but experience 
had taught him the uselessness of expostulation during her 
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moods of pel v ei ally, and he took his hai and tmnad «waj, mq 
ingy almost stemlj, — 

^Bear in mind that neither palace nor potter's field caa 
screen jon from the scmtlnj of jonr Maker, or mask and 
ahelt^ joor ahivering soul in the solemn hour idien He 
JMpands its last reckoning.*' 

^Whidi * reckoning/ jour eminently Christian charitj i 
joa wHl prove more terrible for me than the Bloodj . 
^ By the memory of our friendship ! ' Oh, shallow sham I ' 
Finning my fidth to the dictuaOy * The tide of friendship does 
not rise high on the bank of perfection,' my fiUmty led me 
to expect that your friendship was wide as the universe, and 
lasting as eternity. , Wise Helvetius told me that, * To be loved, 
we should merit but little esteem; all superiority attracts awe 
and aversion;' erffo^ since my credentials of unworthiness 
were in disputable, I laid claim to a vast share of your &vor. 
But, alas t Ihe logic of the seers is well-nigh as hollow as my 
hopes.'' 

Ba looked over his shoulder at her, with an expression of 
pity as profound as that which must have filled the eyes of the 
angel, who, standing in the blaze of the sword of wrath, watched 
Adam and Eve go moumfally forth into the blistering heats of 
unknown lands. Before he could reply, she laughed contemptu- 
ously, and continued, — 

^^HTU despercmd/wmy Dr. Grey. Eemember that^ 'Faith and 
persistency are life's architects; while doubt and despair buiy 
all under the ruins of any endeavor.' When I have trilled a 
fortune into that abhorred vacuum, my pockety I idiall go 
down to the Tigris, and catch the mate to Tobias' fish, and by 
the cremation thereof fdmigate my pestiferous soul, and smoke 
out the Asmodeus that has so long and comfortably dwell 
there." 

^ God grant you a Baphael, as guide on your journey," was 
his calm, earnest reply, as he disappeared, closing the door after 
him. 

When the sound of his buggy-wheeb on the gravelled aviians 
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iold her he had gone, she threw herself on the floor, «nd ( 
Sng her arms on a chair, hid her &ce in them. 

During Saturday, no opportunity presented itself for renewing 
the oonyersationy and early on Sunday morning Dr. Grey sent 
to her room a package marked $1,000.00 — though really con^ 

taining $1,500.00 — and a letter addressed to Professor V . 

Without examining either, she threw them into her trunk, 
which was already packed, and went down to breakfiast. 

She declined accompanying Miss Dexter and Muriel to church, 
alleging, as an excuse, that it was the last day she could spend 
with the children. 

Dr. Grey approached her when the remainder of the &mily 
had left the table, where she sat abstractedly jingling her fork 
and spoon. 

He noticed that her breakfast was untasted, and said, very 
gently,— 

'^I suppose that you wish to visit our dear Janets grave, 
before you leave us, and, if agreeable to you, I shall be glad to 
have you accompany me there to-day." 

" Thank you ; but if I go, it will be alone." 

He stooped to kiss Jessie, who leaned against her sister's 
chair, and, when he left the room, Salome caught the child in 
her arms, and pressed her lips twice to the spot where his had 
rested. 

Late in the afternoon she eluded the children's watchful eyes, 
and stole away from the house, taking the road that led towards 
^' Solitude." In one portion of the osage hedge that surrounded 
the place, the lower branchea had died, leaving a small openings 
and here Salome gained access to the groimds. Walking cau- 
tio :isly under the thick and dark masses of shrubbery and trees, 
■he reached the arched path near the climip of pyramidal 
d0O«(ars, whose long, drooping plumes were fluttering in the 
erening wind. 

Thence she could command a view of the house and grounds 
in front, and thence she saw that concerning which dlie had 
come to satisfy herself, — believing that the evidence of hex own 
99 
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eyes woald fortify her for the approaching trial of Beparation. 
Dr. Grey's horse and buggy stood near the side gate, and Dr. 
Groy ^as walking very slowly up and down the avenue leading 
to ths beach, while Mrs. Gerome's tall form leaned on his ann^ 
and the greyhound followed sulkily. 

Salome had barely time to look upon the spectacle that fired 
her heart and well-nigh maddened her, ere the dog lifted Ida 
heady gave one quick, savage bark, and darted in the direction 
of the cedars. 

Dread of detection and of Dr. Grey's pitying gaze was more 
potent than fear of the brute, and she ran swiftly towards the 
gap in the hedge, by which she had effected an entrance into 
the secluded grounds. Just as she reached it, the greyhound 
bounded up, and they met in front of the opening. He set his 
teeth in her clothes, tearing away a streamer of her black dress, 
and, as she silently struggled, he bit her arm badly, mangliTig 
the flesh, from which the blood spouted. Disengaging a shawl 
which she wore around her shoulders, she threw it over hia 
head, and, as the meshes caught in his collar, and temporarily 
entangled him, she sprang through the gap, and seized a heavy 
stick which lay within reach. He followed, anarling and pawing 
at the shawl that ultimately dropped at Salome's feet ; but find- 
ing himself beyond the boundary he was expected to guard, and 
probably satisfied with the punishment already inflicted, he re- 
treated before a well-aimed blow that drove h\m back into the 
enclosure. 

The instant he started towards the cedars Dr. Grey suspected 
mischief, and, placing Mrs. Gerome on a bench that surrounded 
an elm, he hurried in the same direction. 

When he reached the spot, the dog was snuffing at a patch of 
oombazine that lay on the grass ; and, confirmed in his sad 8ii» 
ficion, the doctor passed through the opening in the hedge and 
coked about for the figure which he dreaded, yet expected to 
■ee. 

Bushy undergrowth covered the ground for some listance, 
Kodf hoping that nothi-'/g more serious ~iian &igLt had resulted 
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from the escapade, he stowed away the bombazine fragment ia 
his oat pockety and slowly retraced his steps. 

Secreted by two friendly oaks that spread their low bonghf 
over her, Salome had seen his anxious face peering aro^md for 
the intruder, and when he abandoned the search and disap 
peared, she smothered a bitter laugh, and strove to stanch the 
blood that trickled from the gash by binding her handkerchief 
oyer h. Tom muscles and tendons ached and smarted ; but the 
great agony that seemed devouring her heart rendered her 
almost oblivious of physical pain. In the dusk of coming 
night she crossed the gloomy forest, \ihere a whippoorwill wa« 
drearily lamenting, and, walking over an unfrequented portion 
of the lawn, went up to her own room. 

She bathed and bound up the woimd as securely as the use of 
only one hand would permit, and put on a dress whose sleeves 
fastened closely at the wrist. 

Ere long. Dr. Grey's clear voice echoed through the haU, and 
the soimd made her wince, like the touch of some glowing 
brand. 

" Jessie, where is sister Salome ? Tell her tea is ready." 

The orphan went down and took her seat, but did not even 
glance at the master of the house, who looked anxiously at hei 
as she entered. 

During the meal Jessie asked for some sweetmeats that were 
placed in front of her sister, and, as the latter drew the ghuu 
dish nearer, and proceeded to help her, the child exclaimed, — 

" Oh, look there 1 What is that dripping from your sleeve ? 
Ughl it is blood." 

"Nonsense, Jessie I don't be silly. Hush I and eat yonf 
■upper." 

Two drops of blood had fallen on the table-cloth, and the giri 
inntantly set her cup and saucer over them. 

Sho felt the slow stream trickling down to her wrist, and put 
her arm in her lap. 

"Is anything the matter?" asked Dr Grey, who had oh 
^enrec the quick movement. 
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^^ I hurt my arm a little, that is alL^ 

Her tone forbade a renewal of inquiry, and, as soon as poirf 
ble, she withdrew to her room, to adjust the bandage. 

The children were playing in the library, and Muriel wm 
#alking with her governess on the wide piazza. 

While Salome was trying by the aid of fingers and teeth to 
draw a strip of linen tightly over her wound, a tap at the dooi 
vtartled ner. 

" I am engaged, and can see no one just now." 

** Salome, I want to speak to you, and shall wait here until 
f do." 

"Excuse me, Dr. Grey. I will come down in ten minutes.** 

" Pardon me, but I insist upon seeing you here, and hope you 
will not compel me to force the door open." 

She wrapped a towel around her arm, drew down her sleevei 
and opened the door. 

" To what am I indebted for the honor of this interview? " 

"To my interest in your welfare, which cannot be baffled. 
Salome, what is the matter? You looked so pale that I 
noticed you particularly, and saw the blood on the table-cloth. 
My dear child, I will not be trifled witL Tell me where you 
are hurt." 

"Pray give yourself no uneasiness. I merely scraped and 
bruised my arm. It is a matter of no consequence." 

" Of that I beg to be considered the best judge. Show mis 
your arm." 

" I prefer not to trouble you." 

He gently but firmly took hold of it, imwound the towel, and 
■he saw him start and shudder at sight of the mangled flesh. 

"An ugly gashl Tell me how you hurt yourself bo 
■overely." 

^ It is a matter that I do not choose to discuss ; but sinoe 
you have seen it, I wish you would be so good as to dress and 
bandage the wound." 

" Oh, my little sister 1 Will you never learn to trust youi 
brother?" 

" Ob| Dr. Grey I will you never learn to let me alone^ yrbtm 
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I am indulging the * Imp of the Perverse ' in an audience, and do 
not wish to be interrupted ? " 

She mimicked his pleading tone so admirably that his face 
flushed. 

**Come to the sitting-room. No one can disturb us there, and 
I will attend to your injury, which is really serious." 

She followed him, and stood without flinching one iota, 
while he clipped away the jagged pieces of flesh, covered the 
long gash with adhesive plaster, and carefully bandaged the 
whole. 

* ' Salome, you must dismiss all idea of starting to-morrow, for 
indeed it would not be safe for you to travel alone, with your 
firm in this condition. It may give you much trouble and 
suffering.'' 

" Which, of course, nolens voleney I must bear as best I may ; 
but, so surely as I live to see daylight, I shall start, even if I 
knew I should have to stop en route and bury my pretty arm, 
and be forced to buy a cork one, wherewith to gesticulate grac&i 
fully when I die as * Azucena.' There ! thank you. Dr. Grey ; 
of course you are very good, — you always are. Shall I bid 
jou all good-by now, er wait till momiag? Better make my 
adieu to-night, so that I may not disturb the matutinal slum- 
bers of the household." 

There was a dangerous, starry sparkle in her eyes, that h.9 
would not venture to defy, and, sighing heavily, he an« 
Bwered, — 

" I shall accompany you to the dep6t, and place you onder 
fcho protection of the conductor." 

"T do not desire to give you that trouble, and — " 

**Hush ! Do not grieve me any more than you have already 
done, by your hasty, unkind, unfriendly speeches. I shall see you 
in the morning." 

He left the room abruptly, to conceal the distress which he did 
not desire her to discover; and having found Muriel and Miss 
Dexter, Salome bade them goodby, requested them not to disturb 
themselves next morning on her account, and called the children 
to her room. 
29* 
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For two hours they sat beside her on the lormge^ crying >? « 
her impeDding departure, but when she had promised to takf 
them as far as the depdt, their thoughts followed other cuirenii^ 
and very soon after, both slumbered soundly in their tnmdle- 
bed. 

With her cheek resting on her hand, Salome sat looking at 
them, noting the glossiness of their curling hair, the flush on 
their round faces, the regular breathing of peaceful childhood's 
sleep. Once she could have wept, and would have knelt and 
prayed over them ; but now her own overmastering misery had 
withered all the tenderness in her heart, and, while her eyes of 
flesh rested on the orphans, her mental vision was filled with the 
figure of that gray-haired woman hanging on Dr. Grey's arm. 
In a dull, cold, abstract way, she hoped that the little onei 
would be happy, — how could they be otherwise when fortune 
had committed them to Dr. Grey's guardianship ? But a numb, 
desperate feeling had seized her, and she cared for nothing, 
loved nothing, prayed for nothing. 

How the hours of that night of wretchedness passed she never 
knew ; but when the little bird in the parlor clock " cuckooed " 
three times, she was aroused from her reverie by the tramp of 
horses' hoofs on the gravel, and then the sharp clang of the bell 
echoed through the silent house. 

It was not unusual for messengers to summon Dr. Grey 
during the night, and she was not surprised when, some mo- 
ments later, she heard his voice in the halL After the lapse of 
a quarter of an hour, his firm, well-known step approached and 
paosed at her threshold. 

** Salome, are you up V " 

« Yes, sir." 

**Come into the passage." 

She opened the door, and s^x>od with the candle in oer 
liand. 

** I regret exceedingly that I am compelled to leave hero im 
mediately, as I must hasten to see a man and child who have 
been horribly burned and injured by the Mling in of a roo£ 
The parties live a:>me distance in the coimtry, and I fear I duJl 
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not bo able to get back in time to go with you to the cara. 1 
shall drive as rapidly as possible, and hope to accompany you, 
but if I should be detained, here is a note which I hastily 8crib> 
bled to Mr. Miller, the conductor, whom you will find a vary 
kind and courteous gentleman. I sincerely deplore this mun 
mons, but the sufferers are old friends of my sister, and I hopt 
you will believe that nothing but a case of life and death woidd 
prevent me from seeing you aboard the train.'' 

^^ I am sorry, sir, that you thought it necessaiy to apolo* 
gize." 

She was not yet prepared to part from him forever, — she 
had been nerving herself for the final interview at the dep6t ; 
but now it came with, a shock that utterly stunned her, and she 
reeled against the door-facing, as if recoiling from some fearful 
blow. 

The livid pallor of her lips, and the spasm of agony that con- 
tracted her features, frightened him, and, as he sprang closer 
to her, the candle fell from her fingers. He. caught it, ere it 
reached the mat, and placed it on a chair. 

" My dear child, your arm pains you, and I beg you to defer 
your journey at least until Tuesday. I shall be anxious and 
miserable about you, if you go this monuDg, and, for my sake, 
Salome, if not for your own, remain here one day longer, I 
have not asked many things of you, and I trust you will not 
refuse this last request I may ever be allowed to make." 

She attempted to speak, but there came only a quiver aeron 
her mouth, and a sickly smile that flickered over the ghastly 
proud face, like the dying sunshine of Indian summer om 
marble cenotaph*. 

" Salome, you will, to oblige me, wait until Tuesday ? " 

She shook her head, and mastered her weakness. 

"No, Dr. Grey; T must go at once. I take all the hazard." 

"Then you will find on the mantel-piece in my room, a papei 
containing directions for the treatment of your arm, which 
demands care and attention. I am sorry you are so obstinate^ 
and, if I fossesaed th) au^horiiy, I would forbid your de> 
partiue.** 
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He co^d not endure the despairing expression of her ajeik 
which seemed supematurally large and brilliant^ and his oini 
qnailed, for the first time within his recollection. She knew 
that she was going away forever, i<, avoid the sight of his hap* 
piness with Mrs. Gterome; that, i;; comparison with that torture^ 
all other trials, even separation, would be endurable , but tht 
least evil was more severe than she had dreaded. Now, as she 
looked up at his noble face, overshadowed with anxiety and 
legret) and paler than she had ever seen it, the one prayer of 
her heart was, that, ere a wife's lips touched his, death mi^i 
claim him for its prey. 

^^ Salome, I am deeply pained by the course you persist in 
following, but I will not provoke and annoy you by renewed ex- 
pression of a disapprobation that has proved so ineffectual in in- 
fluencing your decision. God grant that the results may sanction 
your confidence in your own judgment, — your distrust of mine. 
I promised you once that I would pray for you, and I wish to 
assure you, that, while I live, I shall never lay my head upon my 
pillow without having first committed you to the mercy and 
loving care of that Guardian who never * slumbers, nor sleeps.' 
May God bless and guide you, my dear young friend, and if not 
again in this world, grant that we may meet in the Everlasting 
City of Peace. Little sister, be sure to meet me in the £jing> 
dom of Best, where dear Janet waits for us both.'' 

His calm eyes filled with tears, and his voice grew tremulotUB| 
as he took Salome's cold, passive hand, and kissed it. 

" Good-by, Dr. Grey ; if I find my way to heaven, it will bo 
because you are there. When I am gone, let my name and 
memory be like that of the dead." 

She stood erect, with her fingers lying in his palm, and :li» 
*]ng of her voice was like the clashing of steel against steeL 

He bent down, and, for the first time, pressed his lips to he* 
forehead; then turned quickly and walked away. When h« 
reached the head of the stairs, he looked back and saw her 
standing in the door, with the candle-light flaring over her face; 
and in after years, he could never recall, without a keen pangi 
that vision of a girlish form draped in mourning, and cif iafir^ 
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figid features, which hope and Lappiness oit.d jy^Y^at agaia 
ioften and brighten 

Her splendid e/es followed him, as if the sole light of her lift 
were passing ^way forever ; and, with a heavy sigh, he humMt 
down the steps, realizing all the moumfdl burden of that 
Portuguese sonnet, — 

*' Go from me. Yet I feel that I ahall stand 
Henceforward in thy shadow. Neyerm<»e 
Alone upon the threshold of my door 
Of indiyidoal life, I shall command 
The OSes of my soul, nor lift my hand 
Serenely in the sunshine as before, 
Without the sense of that which I forbore — 
Thy touch upon the palm. The widest land 
Doom takes to part us, leaves thy heart in miM, 
With pulses that beat double. What I do 
And what I dream include thee, as the wine 
Must taste of its own grapea And when I sue 
God for myself. He hears that name of thine, 
And sees within my eyes the tsan of twa" 



CHAPTER XXVL 




HOPE nothing has gone wrong, Bobert? Ton look 

unusiuilly forlorn and dolefuL" 

Dr. Grey stepped out of his buggy, and aooosted 
the gardener, who was leaning idly on the gate, holding a trowel 
•In his hand, and lazily puffing the smoke from his pipe. 

" I thank you, sir ; with us the world wags on pretty much 
the same, but when a man has been planting violets on hii 
mother's grave he does not feel like whistling and msking 
meny. Besides, to tel] the truth, — which I do not like to 
shirk, - 1 am getting very tired of this dismal, unlucky plaoa 
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H I had known m much before I bought it as I do noWy all tlna 
locomotives in America could not have dragged me here. I waa 
a stranger, and of course nobody thought it their special duty tc 
warn me ; so I was bitten badly enough by the agent who sold 
me this den of misfortune. Now, when it is too late, there is no 
lack of busy tongues to tell me the place is haunted, and haa 
Wen for, lo ! these many years." 

" Nonsense, Robeit I I gave you credit for too much good 
aense to listen to the gossip of silly old wives. Put all these 
ridiculous tales of ghosts and hobgoblins out of your mind, man, 
and do not make me laugh at you, as if you were a child who 
had been so frightened by stories of * raw-head and bloody-bones,' 
that you were afraid to blow out your candle and creep into 
oecL. 

^^ I am neither a fool nor a coward, and I will fight anything 
that I can feel has bone and muscle ; but I am satisfied that if 
all the water in Siloam were poured over this place, it would 
not wash out the curse that people tell me has always rested on it 
since the time the pirates first located here. I can't admit I 
believe in witches, but undoubtedly I do believe in Satan, who 
seems to have a fee-simple to the place. It is not enough that 
my poor mother is buried yonder, but my wheat and oats took 
the rust ; the mildew spoiled my grape crop ; the rains ruined 
my melons ; the worms ate up every blade of my grass ; the cowg 
have got the black- tongue ; the gale blew down my pigeon-house 
and mashed all my squabs; and my splendid carnations and 
fuchsias are devoured by red spider. Nothing thrives, and I am 
ttck at heart." 

The dogged discontent written so legibly on his countenancOi 
iid not encourage the visitor to enter into a discussion of the 
abstract causes of blight, gales, and black-tongue, and he merely 
answered, — 

"The evils you have enimierated are not peculiar to any 
locality; and all the farmers in this neighborhood are echoing 
your complaints. How is Mrs. Gerome?" 

"Neither better nor worse. You know what miserable 
treather we have had for a week. This morning she ordered 
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the small carriage and horses brought to the door, aLjl when 1 
took the reins, she dismissed me and said she preferred drivizig 
herself. I told her the grays had not been used, and were badlj 
pam^iered standing so long in their stalls, and that I was reallj 
afraid thej would break her neck, as she was not strong enougl 
ko manage them ; but she laughed, and answered that if thej 
did, it would be the best day's work they had ever accomplished, 
And she would give them a chance. Dcwn the beach they went 
like a flash, and when she came home their flanks smoke^l like a 
lime-kiln. What is ever to be done with my mistress, I am sure 
I don't know. She makes the house so doleful, that nobody 
wants to stay here, and only yesterday Eiitie and Phoebe, the 
cook, gave notice that they widied to leave when the month was 
out. She has no idea what she will do, or where she will go. 
We have wanted a hot-house, and she ordered me to get the 
builder's estimate of the cost of two plans which she drew ; but 
when I carried them to her, she pushed them aside, and said she 
would think of the matter, but thought she might leave this 
place, and therefore would not need the building. She is aa 
notionate as a child, and no one but my poor mother could ever 
manage her. Hist I sir I Don't you hear her ? You may be 
sure there is mischief brewing when she sings like that." 

Dr. Grey walked towards the house, and paused on the pozUoo 
to listen, — 

" Quis est homo, qtd non flezet 
Ohristi matrem si Tidezet, 
In tanto supplioio.*' 

The voice was not so strong as when he had heard it in Addio 
dd JPassata, but the solemn moumfulness of its cadences wai 
better suited to the Stahat Mater^ and indexed much that no 
other method of expression would have reached. After edme 
momimts she forsook Bossini, and began the Agw^s Dei from 
Haydn^s Third Mass, — 

'Agnus Dei, qui toUis peocata mtmdi, zniaereze.'* 

Surely she could not render this grand strain if her soul 
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in fierce rebellion ; and, with strained ears and hiuahed breat^ 
Dr. Qrtej listened to the closing 

^^ Dona nobis paoem, — paoem, — paoem." 

It was a passionate, wailing prayer, and the only one that ewm 
crossed her lips, yet his heart throbbed with pleasure, as ht 
noted the tremor that seemed to shiver her voice iato silverj 
fragments ; and as she nnded, he knew that tears were not fax 
from her eyes. 

When he entered the room, she had left the piano, and wheeled 
a sofa in front of the grate, where she sat gazing vacantly into 
the fiery fretwork of glowing cohIs. 

A copy of Turner's " Liber Studiorum," superbly bound in 
purple velvet, lay on her knee, and into a comer of the sofii 
she had tossed a square of canvas almost filled with silken 
Parmese violets. 

" Good-evening, Mrs. Gerome ; I hope I do not interrupt you." 

Dr. Grey removed the embroidery to the table, and seated 
himself in the so& comer. 

'^'^Gocd evening. Interruption argues occupation and ab- 
sorbed attention, and the term is not applicable to me. I who 
live as vainly, as uselessly, as fruitlessly, as some fakir twirling 
his thumbs and staring at his beard, have little right to call 
Anything an interruption. My existence here is as still, as stag- 
nant, as some pool down yonder in the sedge which last week's 
waves left among the sand hillocks, and your visits are Uka 
pebbles thrown into it, creating transient ripples and circles." 

" You have gone back to the God of your easthetic idolatry,** 
laid he, touching the " Liber Studiorum." 

** Yes, because * Beauty pitches her tents before him,' and hit 
pencil is more potent in conjiiring visions that enchant my 
wearied mind, than Jemschid's goblet or Iskander's mirror." 

^^But why stand afiEur off, trusting to human and fallible 
Interpreters, when it is your privilege to draw near and dwell 
In the essence of the only real and divine beauty ? " . 

^^ Better reverence it behind a veil, than suffer liliB Semel^ 
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I know my needs, and satisfy them fiilly. Once my heart was aa 
bare of adoration as Egypt^s tawny sands of crystal rain-pooUin 
Hot looking into the realm of nature and af art, I chose dif 
raUgioii of th^ beautiful, and said to my fauished soul, - 

^ From eyeiy channel thro' which Beauty rana, 
To fertilize the world with lovelj thixigs, 
1 will draw freelj, and be satisfied.* '* 

«Thiji morbid sentimentality, this sickly gasping system of 
esthetics, aoirdiacmt ^ Beligion of the Beautiful,' is the curse of 
the age, — is a vast, universal vampire sucking the life from 
humanity. Like other idolatries it may arrogate the name of 
* Beligion,' but it is simply downright pagan materialism, and 
its votaries of the nineteenth century should look back two 
thousand years, and renew the Pcmathenasa. The ancient Greek 
worship of sesthetics was a proud and pardonable system, replete 
with sublime images ; but the idols of your emasculated creed 
are yellow-haired women with straight noses, — are purple clouds 
and moon-silvered seas, — and physical beauty constitutes their 
sole excellence. Lovely landscapes and perfect fsices are cer- 
tainly entitled to a liberal quota of earnest admiration ; but a 
religion that contents itself with merely material beauty, differs 
in nothing but nomenclature from the pagan worship 9f Cybele, 
Venus, and Astarte." 

A chill smile momentarily brightened Mrs. Gerome's features^ 
and turning towards her visitor, she answered slowly, — 

^^ Be thankful, sir, that even the worship of beauty lingers in 
this world of sin and hate ; and instead of defiling and demolish- 
ing its altars, go to work zealously and erect new ones at every 
cross-roads. Lessing spoke for me when he said, ^Only a 
misapprehended religion can remove us from the beautiful, and 
it is proof that a religion is true and rightly understood when it 
everywhere brings us back to the Beautiful." 

"Pardon me. I accept Lessing's words, but cavU at youi 
interpretation of them. His reverence for Beauty embraced not 
merely physical and material types, but that nobler, grander 
beauty which centres in pure ethics and on^logy ; and a religion 
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that seoks no higher forms than those of clay, — whether Him 
alayas or* Greek Slave,' — whether emeiald icebergs, flashing 
under po^aj auroras, or the mjosotis that nods there on the 
raantel-piece, — a religion that substitutes beauty for duty, and 
N'abiro for Nat'ire's God, is a shameful sham, and a curse to 
iti devotees. There Ls a beauty woi-thy of all adoration^ a 
beauty far above AntLaous, or Gula or Greek aesthetics, — a 
bea\ity that is not the disjecta rr^emlra that modem maudlin 
sentimentality has left it, — but that perfect and immortal 
• Beauty of Holiness,' that outlives marble and silver, pigment^ 
stylus, and pagan poems that deify dust." 

He leaned towards her, watching eagerly for some symptom 
of interest in the face before him, and bent his head until he 
inhaled the fragrance of the violets which clustered on one sidn 
of the coil of hair. 

" * Beauty of Holiness.' Show it to me. Dr. Grey, Is it at La 
Trappe, or the Hospice of St. Bernard ? Where are its temples ? 
Where are its worshippers ? Who is its Hierophant ? " 

"Jesus Christ." 

She closed her eyes for a moment, as if to shut out soma 
painful vision evoked by his words. 

" Sir, do you recollect the reply ot Laplace, when Napoleon 
asked him why there was no mention of God in his ^Meccmiqu6 
Cdeate f '' ^JSirey je rCanjaia paa besoin de cette hypotkese! I 
was not sufficiently insane to base my religion of beauty upon a 
holiness that was buried in the tomb suppKed by Joseph of 
Arimathea, — that was long ago hunted out of the world it might 
have purified. Once I believed in, and revered what I supposed 
was its existence, bat I was speedily disenchanted of my fiEdth, 
for,- 

* i have seec those that wore Heaven's armor, woxited: 
I have bear! Trafh lie • 

Seen Life, beside the f omics for which it thirstei, 
GtiTM! €k)l and die.' 

Dr. Grey^ 1 do not desire to sneer at your Ohristian tnuAi 
and God Iluows I would give all my earthly possessions and 
bopea tor a religion that would insure me your cahn resignatioa 
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md oontentment ; but the resurrection of my faith wc old onlj 
resemble that beautiful floral Palingenesis (asserted by Cktffarel 
and Kircher), which was but ^the pale spectre of a flower 
coming slowly forth from its own ashos,' and speedily dropping 
Duck into dust. Leave me in the enjoyment of the only pleasure 
earth can afford me, the contemplation of the beautifuL'' 

" Unless you blend with it the true and good, your love of 
beaaty will degenerate into the merely sensuous sesthetics, which, 
at the present day, renders its votaries fastidious, etiolated 
voluptuaries. The deification of humanity, so successftdly inau- 
gurated by Feuerbach and Strauss, is now no longer confined tc» 
realms of abstract speculation; but cultivated sensualism has 
sunk so low that popular poets chant the praises of Phryne and 
Cleopatra, and painters and sculptors seek to immortalize types 
that degrade the taste of all lovers of Art. The true mission 
of Art, whether through the medium of books, statues, or pic- 
tures, is to purify and exalt ; but the curse of our age is, that the 
fashionable pantheistic raving about Nature, and the apotheosiz- 
ing of physical loveUness, is rapidly sinking into a worship of the 
vilest elements of humanity and materialism. Pagan aesthetics 
were purer and nobler than the system, which, imder that name, 
finds favor with our generation.*' 

She listened, not assentingly, but without any manifestation 
of impatience, and while he talked, her eyes msted dreamily 
upon the yellow beach, where, — 

^^ Trampling up the sloping sand, 

In lines outreachiiig far and wide, 
The white-maned billows swept to land.** 

Whether she pondered his words, or was too entirely absorbed 
by her own thoughts to heed their import, he hai no meaiiB of 
ascortaining. 

^* Mrs. Gerome, what have you painted recently ? ^ 
" Nothing, since my illness ; and perhaps I shall never touch 
my brush again. Sometimes I have thought I would paint a 
piotnre of Handel standing tp to listen to that lad song trow 
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his own * Samson,* — ^ Total edipsey no suuy no mcon/^ But 1 
doubt whether I could put on canvas that grand, mournful^ blind 
ho&f tnmed eagerly towards the stage, while teai-s ran swiftly 
from his sightless eyes. Again, I have vague visions of a dead 
Schopenhauer, seated in the comer of the sofa, with his pet 
poodle, Putz, howling at his master's ghastly white features, - 
with his Indian Oupnekhat lying on his rigid knee, and hit 
gilded statuette of Gotama Buddha grinning at him from th« 
mantel-piece, welcoming him to Nirw^a. There stands my 
easel, empty and shrouded ; and here, from day to day, I sit idle, 
not lacking ideas, but the will to clothe them. Unlike poor 
Maurice de Guerin, who said that his ^ head was parching; that, 
like a tree which had lived its life, he felt as though eyery 
passing wind were blowing through dead branches in his top/ I 
feel that my brain is as vigorous and restless as ever, while my 
will alone is paralyzed, and my heart withered and cold within 
me." 

" Your brush and palette will never yield you any permanent 
happiness, nor promote a spirit of contentment, imtil you select a 
iifTerent class of subjects. Your themes are all too sombre, too 
dismal, and the sole motif that runs through your music and 
painting seems to be m memoriam. Open the windows of youT 
gloomy soul, and let God's simshine stream into its cold recesses, 
and warm and gUd and gladden it. Throw aside your morbid 
proclivities for the melancholy and abnormal, and paint peaceful 
gervre pictures, — a group of sunburnt, laughing har\''esters, or 
merry children, or tulip-beds with butterflies swinging over 
them. You need more warmth in your heart, and more lighl 
in your pictures." 

"Eminently correct, — most incontestably true; but how dc 
you propose to remedy the imperfe rt chia/ro^acwro of my charao* 
ter? Show me the market where that light of peace and joy 
is bartered, and I will constitute you my broker, with unlimited 
orders. No, no. I see the fact as plainly as you do, but 1 
know better than you how irremediable it is. My soul \a a 
doleful morgue^ and my pictures are dim photographii of iti 
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•orfMie^teiiaatB. Shut in forever from the sunshine, I dip mj 
bnuh in the shadows that surround me, for, like Em[edo* 

'I alone 
Aim dead to life and joj ; theief ore I read 
In all thiogB my own deadness.' " 

^ If you would free yourself from the coils of an intense and 
selfish egoism that fetter you to the petty cares and trials of 
your individual existence, — if you would endeavor to forget 
lor a season the woes of Mrs. Chrome, and expend a little more 
sympathy on the sorrows of others, — if you would resolve to 
lose sight of the caprices that render you so unpopular, and 
make some human being happy by your aid and kind words, — 
^n fine, i^ instead of selecting as ^our model some cynical, half- 
insane woman like Lady Hester Stanhope, you chose for imitation 
the example of noble Christian usefulness and self-abnegation, 
analogous to that of Florence NightiDgale, or Mrs. Fry, you 
would soon find that your conscience — " 

" Enough I You weary me. Dr. Grey, I thoroughly under* 
stand your motives, and honor their purity, but I beg that you 
will give yourself no further anxiety on my account. You 
can not, from your religious standpoint, avoid regarding me as 
worse than a heathen, and have constituted yourself a missionary 
v> reclaim and consecrate me. I am not quite a cannibal, ready 
to devour you, by way of recompense for your charitable effort! 
in my behalf but I must assure you your interest and sympathy 
are sadly wasted. Do you remember that celebrated * vase of 
Boissons,' which was plundered by rude soldiery in Bheims, 
and which Clovis so eagerly coveted at the distribution of the 
spoils ? A soldier broke it before the king's hungry eyes, and 
forced him to take the worthless mocking fragments. Even so 
ilint-fistced fSsite shattered my happiness, and taimtingly offers mt 
the ruins ; but I will none of it I " 

** Trust €k)d's overruling mercy, and those fragments, fused i^ 
the fiimace of affliction, may be remoulded and restored to yon 
In pristine perfection.^' 

^' Impossible ! Moreover, I trust nothing but the far«riiy of 
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human life, wbich one day can not fiail to release me from as 
ecdstenoe that has proved an almost intolerable burden. Y<m 
know Vogt says, ^ The natural laws are rude, unbending powem^ 
and I comfort myself by hoping that they can neither oe bribed 
moi browbeaten out of the discharge of their duty, whidi 
points to death as ^ the surest calculation that can be made, -^ 
M the unavoidable keystone of every individual life/ A grii» 
oonsolation, you think ? True; but all I shall ever receive. Dr. 
Grey, in your estimation I am sinfully inert and self-indulgent.; 
and you conscientiously commend my idle hands to the benevo- 
lent work of knitting socks for indigent ditchers, and mn-lHTig 
jackets for pauper children. Now, although it is considered 
neither orthodox nor modest to furnish left-hand with a trumpet 
for sounding the praises of almsgiving right-hand, still I must 
be allowed to assert that I appropriate an ample share of my 
fortune for charitable purposes. Perhaps you will tell me that 
I do not give in a proper spirit of loving sympathy, — that I hurl 
my donations at my conscience, as ^ a sop to Cerberus.' I have 
never injured any one, and if I have no tender love in my heart 
to expend on others, it is the fault of that world which taught 
me how hollow and deceitful it is. God knows I have never 
intentionally woimded any living thing ; and if negatively good, 
at least my career has no stain of positive evil upon it. I am 
one of those concermng whom Richter said, ^ There are souLs 
for whom life has no summer. These should enjoy the advan- 
tages of the inhabitants of Spitzbergen, where, through the 
winter's day, the stars shine clear as through the winter's night.' 
I have neither summer nor polar stars, but I wait for tiiat long 
night wherein I shall sleep peacefully." 

** Mrs, Gerome, defiant pride bars your heart from the whit^ 
lumded i>eace that even now seeks entrance. Some great sorrow 
£? sin has darkened your past, and, instead of ejecting its mem« 
cry, you hug it to your soul ; you make it a mental Juggernaut, 
crushing the hopes and aims that might otherwise brighten the 
path along which yuu drag tliis murderous idol. Cast it awAy 
forever, and let Peace and Hope <lasp hands over its empty 
throne." 
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VroDi that peculiar &r-off expredtdon of the huiaan eye thai 
generally indicates abstraction of mind, he feared that she had 
not heard his earnest appeal ; but after some seconds, she smiled 
drearily, and repeated with singular and touching pathofl| linei 
which proved that his words were not lost upon her, — 

*^ 'Ah, oould the memoiy cast her spots, as do 

The snake's brood theirs in spring I and be once mora 

Wholly renewed, to dwell in the time that's new, ^ 

With no reiteranoe of those pangs of yore. 

Peace, peace I Ah, forgotten things 

Stunble back strangely 1 and the ghost of June 

Stands by December's fire, cold, cold I and pnts 

The last spark ont.' " 

The mournful sweetness and calmness of her low voice madv 
Dr. Grey^s heart throb fiercely, and he leaned a little fEurther 
forward to study her countenance. She had rested her elbow 
on the carved side of the sofa, and now her cheek nestled for 
support in one hand, while th eother toyed unconsciously with 
the velvet edges of the Liher Studiorwm. Her dress was of 
some soft, shining &bric, neither satin nor silk, and its pale blue 
lustre shed a chill, pure light over the wan, delicate fetce, that 
was white as a bending lily. 

The fednt yet almost mesmeric fragrance of orange flowers and 
violets floated in the folds of her garments, and seemed lurking 
in the waves of gray hair that glistened in the bright steady 
glow of the red grate ; and moved by one of those unaccounta- 
ble impulses that sometimes decide a man's destiny, Dr. Groy 
took the exquisitely beautiful hand from the book and enclosed 
t in both of his. 

^Mrs. Gerome, you seem strangely unsusidcioiis of the real 
nature of the interest with which you have inspired me , and I 
owe it to you, as well as to oiyself, to avow the feelings that 
prompt me to seek your society so frequently. For some months 
after I met you, my professional visits afforced me only rare 
4nd tantalizing glimpses of you, b^it from the day of ELde'e 
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deatli, I hA\Q been conacious that my happiness is indisaolably 
linked iivith yours, — that my heart, which never before acknow* 
lodged allegiaDce to any woman, is — '' 

^ For God's sake, stop I I can not listen to yon." 

She had wrong her hand violently from his clinging finger% 
and, springing to her feet, stood waving him from her, while 
•n expression of horror came swiftly into her eyes and over hm 
whole coimtenance. 

Dr. Grey rose also, and though a sudden pallor spread from 
his lips to his temples, his calm voice did not falter. 

" Is it because you can never return my love, that yon so 
vehemently refuse to hear its avowal ? Is it because your own 
heart — *' 

'^ It is because your love is an insult, and must not bo at* 
tered!" 

She shivered as if rudely buffeted by some freezing blast, and 
the steely glitter leaped up, like the flash of a poniard, in her 
large, dilating eyes. 

Shocked and perplexed, he looked for a moment at her writh 
Lag features, and put out his hand. 

" Can it be possible that you so utterly misapprehend me ? 
You surely can not doubt the earnestness of an affection which 
impels me to offer my hand and heart to you, — the first woman 
I have ever loved. Will you refuse — " 

"Stand back I Do not touch me! Ah, — God help me! 
Take your hand from mine. Are you blind ? If you were an 
archangel I could not listen to you, for — for — oh. Dr. Grey!*' 

She co\'eied her face with her hands, and staggered towards a 
Uiair. 

A horrible, sickening suspicion made his brain whirl «nd Lie 
beart stand still. He followed her, and said, pleadingly, — 

^^ Do not keep me in painful suspense. Why is my dedans 
tion of devoted aifection so revolting to you? Why can yo* 
not at least permit me to express the love — " 

^Because that love dishoncrs me ! Dr. Grey, I^^am— -a*- 
wife!'' 
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The words fell slowly fix>m her white lips, as if aer heart^f 
lilood were dripping witibi them, and a deep, purplish spot burned 
on each cheek, to attest her utter humiliation. 

Dr. Grey gazed at her, with a bewildered, incredulous expre** 



'^ou mean that ycfur heart is buried in your husband's 
ftrnve?" 

^<0h, if that were true, you and I might be spared this shaniA 
and agony.'* 

A low wail escaped her, and she hid her face in her arms. 

** Mrs. Gerome, is not your husband dead ? " 

^^Dead to me, — but not yet in his grave. The man I maiv 
riad is still aUye." 

She heard a half-stifled groan, and buried her face deeper in 
her arms to avoid the sight of the sxiflering she had caused. 

For some time the stillness of death reigned around tb^xn, and 
when at last the wretched woman raised her eyes, she saw Dr. 
Grey standing beside her, with one hand on the back of her chair, 
the other clasped over his eyes. Keverently she turned and 
pressed her* lips to his cold Angers, and he felt her hot tears 
falling upon them, as she said, falteringly, — 

" Forgive me the pain that I have innocently inflicted on you. 
God is my witness, I did not imagine you cared for me. I sup- 
posed you pitied me, and were only interested in saving my 
miserable soul. The servants told me you were very soon to be 
married to a young girl who lived with your sister; and I never 
dreamed that your noble, generous heart felt any interest in me, 
save that of genuine Christian compassion for my loneliness and 
desolation. -K I had suspected your feelings, I would have 
gone away immediately, or told you all. Oh, that I had never 
ooute here I — that I had never left my safe retreat, near Funchal ! 
Then I wo'old not have stabbed the heart of the only man 
whom I respect, revere, and trust." 

Some moments elapsed ere he could fully command himself 
^md when he spoke he had entirely regained composure. 

" Do not reproach yourself. The fault has been mine, rathei 
ihan yours. Knowing that some mystery enveloped your early 
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fife, I sboiild not have allowed my afiectionB to oentie 8o oom 
fAeUilj in one oonoeming whose antecedents I knew absolutely 
nothing. I have been almost ctdpably rash and blind, — but 1 
could not look into your beautiful, sad eyes, and doubt that yov 
were worthy of the love that sprang up unbidden in my heark 
I knew that you were irreligious, but I belioTed I coxdd wia 
you back to Christ ; and when I tell you that, after liidng thirty- 
eight years, you are the only woman I ever met whom I wished 
to call my wife, you can in some degree realize my confidence in 
the innate purity of your character. God only knows how 
severely I am punished for my rashness, how profoundly I de- 
plore the strange infatuation that so utterly blinded me. At 
least, I am grateful that my brief madness has not inyolved yoa 
in sin and additional suffering." 

The burning, spots faded from her cheeks as she listened to 
his low, solemn words, and when he ended, she clasped her 
hands passionately, and exclaimed, — 

<< Do not judge me, until you know alL I un not as un 
worthy as you fear. Do not withdraw your confidence from 
me.'' 

Se shook his head, and answered, sadly, — 

" A wife, yet bereft of your husband's protection ! A wife, 
wandering among strangers, and a deserter from the home you 
vowed to cheer! Your own admission cries out in judgment 
against you." 

He walked to the table and picked up his s^loves^ and Mrs. 
Oerome rose and advanced a few steps. 

"Dr. Grey, you will come now and then to see me ? '* 

"No; for the present I do not wish to see you." 

" Ah ! how brittle are men's promises ! Did you not assure 
Elsie that you would never forsake her wretched child ? " 

"Our painful relations invalidate that promise, — cancel thai 
pledge. I can not visit rou as formerly; still, I shall at aU 
times be glad to serve you ; and you have only to acquaint mt 
with your wishes to insure their execution." 

" Remember how solitary, how desolate, I am." 

^ A wife should be neither, while her husband liv6i«*' 
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The cold seyerity of his tone wounded her inexpredsibly, and 
rtie haughtily drew herself up. 

** Dr. Grey wiU at least allow me an opportunity cf explain- 
ing the circumstances that he seems to regard as so heinous? ** 

He looked at the proud but quiveriag mouth, — into the great^ 
riiadowy, gray eyes, and a heavy sigh escaped him. 

** Perhaps it is better that I should know your his* dry, for it 
win HinrtiTiiRli my own unhappiness to feel assured that you are 
worthy of the estimate I placed upon you one hour ago. Shall 
I come to-morrow, or will you tell me now what you desire ma 
to know?" 

*'I can not sleep untO I have exonerated myself in yonr 
clear, trithful, holy eyes : I can not endure that you should 
think harshly of me, even for a day. This room is suffocating I 
I will meet you on the portico ; and yonder, by the sea^ I will 
show you my life." 

She went to the escritoire, opened one of the drawers, and 
took out a package. Wrapping a cloak around her, she quitted 
the parlor, and found Dr. Grey leaning against one of the 
colun>ns. 

He did not offer her his arm as formerly, but slowly and 
silently they walked down towards the beach, where the soif 
was roUing heavily in with a steady roar, and tossing ih^«te o| 
ft)am around the stone piers. 

^< While far across the hillSi 
A dark and bnw 'm smiset ribbed with black, 
^Mand, like the anllen i^eballa of the pli^PM^* 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 



tt 




CTOR GRET^hadjou possessed a tithe of the ingBi 
nuily of Peiresc, you might long ago have interpreted 
the deep, dark incisions in my charact**", which, like 
iiie indentations on his celebrated amethyst, show where the 
ImmMuz of luckless events inscribed my history with mournful 
eiphers. Elsie's hints would have furnished any woman with a 
dew; but, since you have not availed yourself of their aid, I 
must lift the shroud that hides the corpse of my youth, mj 
happiness, my faith in man, my hope in GocL Ah ! unto what 
•hall I liken it? This ruined, wretched thing I call my life? 
To the Tomk e Kerra^ — standing in a dreary waste, Hfting its 
vast, keyless arch helplessly to heaven? Even such a crumi- 
bling arch, beautiful and grand in its glorious promise, is the 
incomplete, crownless life of Agla Gerome, — a lonely and melan- 
choly monimient of a gigantic failure. Two months be^rre my 
birth, my father, Henderson Flewellyn, died, and when I was 
three hours old, my poor young mother followed him, leaving 
me to the care of her nurse, Elsie Maclean, and of an old uncle 
who was at that time residing in Copenhagen. Having no 
relatives to dictate, Elsie named me Yashti, for my mother; 
but my great-unde wrote that my baptism must be deferred 
until he could be present, and instructed her to call me Evelyn, 
after himselfl But the stubborn Scotch will would not bend, 
and my name was written in the fietmily Bible, Vashti Flewellyn. 
Before the expiration of three years, Mr. Mitchell Evelyn died, 
bequeathing his fortune to me, <ia Evelyn Flewelljn, and 
consigning me to the guardianship of Mr. Lucian "Wright, a 
widowed minister of New York I was a feeble, sickly child 
hovering continually upon the confines of death, and, a^i <*ity aii 
was deemed injurious to me, Elsie kept me at a farm-house on 
the Hudson, belonging to the estate that I was destined to 
inherit. Here I remained until my tenth year, when Mr, 
Wriglit removed me to the vicinity of Albany, and placed me 
Uiyler the care of his maiden sister, who had a small olaM of 
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gixls to ednoata. ELne acoompamed aiul -watched ovar me, and 
here I spent four quiet, happy years; but the death of my 
teacher set m© once more afloat^ and I was carried to New York, 
and left at a large and fashionable boarding-schooL I was fond 
«f study, and boundlessly ambitious, and soon formed a warm, 
dose friendship with a teacher who entered the institution 
after I became one of its inmates. I had no one to love but 
Ekde, who neyer left me, and consequently, I gave to Edith 
Dexter, the young teacher, all the affection that I would have 
lavished on parents, brothers, and sisters, had they been granted 
to me. She was several years my senior, and the loveliest 
woman I ever saw. Beared in affluence, her £unily had become 
impoverished, and Edith was thrown upon ,her own resources 
for a support. My father's fortime was very large, and the 
property left me by Mr. Evelyn swelled my estate to -very 
unusual proportions. Mr. Wright had carefully attended to 
the investment of the income, and I was regarded as the heiress 
of enormous wealth. Tenderly attached to Edith, whose beauty, 
intelligence, and varied accomplishments rendered her pecu- 
liarly attractive, I loaded her with presents, and determined 
that as soon 8B my educational career ended, I would establish 
myself in an elegant residence on Fifth Avenue, take Edith to 
live under my roof, treat her always as my sister, and share my 
ample fortune with her. Dr. Grey, you can form no adequate 
conception of the depth of the love I entertained for her. Day 
and night my busy brain devised schemes for lightening her 
labors, for promoting her happiness ; and I spared no exertion 
to shield her from the petty vexations and humiliating annoy- 
ances incident to her situation. Waking, I prayed for her; 
sleeping in her arms, 1 dreamed of the future we should spend 
together. At the close of the session, she went into Vermont 
to visit her invalid mother, and I to Mr. Wright's quiet home, 
to remain until the end of vacation. The minister was a kind- 
hearted but weak old man, who treated me tenderly, and 
humored every caprice that attacked my brain. I had never 
before been his guest, and here, at his house, on the second day 
of my sojourn, I met his favorite nephew, Maurice Carlyle*" 
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Mrs. Gerome uttered the name through firmlj sot teeth, aaj 
llie blue cords on her forelead tangled terribly. 

Clenching her fingers, she drew a long breath, and oontinned,-^ - 

*'At that time, he was by iar the most fassinating, and 
eertaanly the handsomest man I have ever met, and when I 
recall the beauty of his &ce, the grace of his manner, the nobU 
iqrmmetry of his figure, and the sparkling vivacity of his con 
Tersation, I do not wonder that from the ^st hour of our 
acquaintance he charmed me. I was but a child, a proud, 
impulsive young thing, full of romance, fuU of wild dreams of 
manly chivahy and feminine constancy and devotion; and 
Maurice Oarlyle seemed the perfect incarnation of all my glow- 
ing ideals of knightly excellence and heroism. He was thirty, 
— I not yet sixteen; he poor and fastidious, — I generous and 
trusting, and possessed of one of the largest estates on the 
continent. He had spent much of his life abroad, and was as 
polished as any courtier who ever graced St. Cloud or St. James; 
I an impetuous young simpleton, who knew nothing of the 
world, save those tantalizing glimpses snatched from behind the 
bars of a boarding-school. Here, examine these portraits, while 
the light still lingers, and you will see the woful disparity that 
existed between us at that period. They were painted a fort- 
night after I met him.'' 

She opened a velvet case, and laid before her companion two 
oval ivory miniatures, richly set with large pearls. 

Dr. Grey took them both in his hand, and, by the dull, lurid 
glow that tipped a ridge of clouds lying along the western hori 
' jcon, he saw two pictures. 

One, a remarkably handsome man, with brilliant black eyei 
and regular features, and a cast of countenance that forcibly 
reminded him of the likenesses of Edgar A. Poe, while the ex- 
pression denoted more of chicane than chivalry in his character. 
The other, a fresh, sweety girlish face, eloquent with innocence 
and purity, with clear, gray eyes, overhung by jetty lashes, and 
overarched by black brows, while a mass of dark kair waa 
heaped in short curls on her forehead and tomples, and fell in 
Umg ringlets over her neck. 
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Dr. Grey looked at Mrs. G^erome, and now at the pcrtndt| 
l^ut the resembianoe could nowhere be traced, save in the deli- 
cate yet haughty arch of the eyebrows, and the dainty moulding 
(Kf the fjEiultless nose. 

While he glanced from one to the other, she placed a third 
miniature beside those in his hand, and he started at sight of a 
•nrpassingly lovely countenance, which recalled the outlines of 
cme that he had left in his library three hours before, where 
lUss Dexter sat reading to Muriel. 

** There you have the gods of my old worship, — ^Edith and 
Maurice. Can you wonder at my infatuation? " 

She took the pictures, and a derisive smile distorted her lips, 
88 she looked shiveringly at them, and hastily replaced them 
on their velvet cushions. Closing the spring with a convtd- 
sive snap, she tossed the case on the terrace, whence it fell to 
the grass below; and drew her blue velvet drapery closer aroimd 
her. 

^^Dr. Grey, you know quite enough of human nature to an< 
tdcipate what followed. Three days after I met Maurice Carlyle, 
he swore deathless devotion to his * gray-eyed angel,' and of- 
fered me his hand. Ah ! when I recall that evening, and think 
of the words uttered so tenderly, so passionately, when I summon 
before me that radiant face, and listen again to the voice that so 
utterly bewitched me, the remembrance maddens me, and I feel 
ft murderous hate of my race stirring my blood into fierce 
throbs. With my hands folded in his, we planned our futurei 
painted visions that made my brain reel, and when his lips 
touched my forehead, as sacred seal of our betrothal, I felt lih&t 
earth could add nothing to my blessed lot. Of course Mr, 
Wright warmly sanctioned my choice, drugging his conscienee 
with the reflection that if Maurice was extravagant and inert^ 
my fortune would obviate tlie necessity of his attending to hii 
nominal profession, that of the law. The old man insisted, 
however, that as I was a mere child, we must defer our mar- 
riage two years. Mr. Carlyle frowned, and vowed he could noi 
Uve more ihan twelve months without his ^peerlesp prize,* 
•Di like any other silly girl, I believed it as unhesitatingly as I 
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did the lossons from the gospels that were read to ns night aBil 
morning. What cloudless days flew over my yonng head, 
during the ensuing month ; days wherein I never tired of kneel- 
ing and tTiftnlnng God for the marvellous blessing of Maurioe 
CSftrlyle's love. Life was mantling in a ciystal goblet, like eau 
isviede Dantztc^ and I could not even taste it without watching 
the gold sparkles rise and fall and flash ; and how could I dream, 
then, that the draught was not brightened with gilt leaves, but 
feally flavored with curare f The only drawback to my happi- 
ness was Elsie's opposition to my engagement, and Mr. Carlyle's 
refusal to allow me to acquaint Edith with my betrothal. Ha 
was so ^ furiously jealous of that yellow-haired woman whom his 
darling loved too well.* It would be quite time enough to inform 
her of my happiness when I returned to school. From the begin- 
ning, Elsie distrusted, disliked, and eyed him suspiciously, but 
her expostulations and arguments only strengthened his influence, 
and partially overthrew hers. One day Mr. Carlyle sought me 
in great haste, and with considerable agitation informed me that 
he had been unexpectedly summoned abroad. Business, with 
the details of which he tenderly forbore to weary me, would 
detain him many months in Europe, and he implored me to 
consent to a private marriage before his departure. Mr. 
Wright was in very feeble health, had been threatened with 
paralysis, and my ardent lover would be too unendurably miser- 
able separated from me, when death might at any moment rob 
me of my guardian. I consented, and hastened to obtain Mr. 
Wright's sanction. That day chanced to be one of his despond- 
ent, hypochondriacal seasons, and after some persuasion on my 
part, and much sophistry from his nephew, the weak old man 
yielded. Then my lover pressed his advantage, and vowed he 
«mld never leave me, that his young bride must accompany him 
to London, that my mind wotdd be too much engrossed by 
thoughts of him to permit the possibility of my studying advanta>- 
geo'osly in his absence, and that he would assume the response 
hility of superintending and perfecting his wife's education. Mr 
Wright demurred; Mr. Carlyle raved; I wept. Maurice clasped 
■le in his arms, and in the midst of my tears and pleadings^ rag 
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j^iuurdian soccambed. It was arraoged that our marriage shGuld 
sake place -within a fortnight, and that we shoxdd immediately 
itart to Europe. Poor Elsie ! — truest, wisest, best Mend Qod 
ever gave me, — was enraged and distressed beyond expression. 
Bhe wopt^ wrung her hands, and faUiog on her knees entreated 
me not to execute my insane purpose, — assured ma I was a lamb 
led to sacrifice, was the victim of an infamous scheme betweea 
ancle and nephew to possess themselves of my estate, and she 
exhausted argument and persuasion in attempting to lecall my 
wandering common sense. Much as I loved her, this bitter 
vituperation of my idol incensed and estranged me, and I tem- 
porarily forbade her to enter my presence. Poor, dear, devoted 
Elsie! When my heart relented, and I sought her to assure 
her of my forgiveness, tears and groans greeted me, and I found 
her sitting at the foot of her bed, with her isjQ% hidden in her 
apron.'* 

Stretching her arms towards the grave, Mrs. G^rome paused; 
her lips quivered, and two tears rolled down her cheeks. 

"Ah I dear old heart 1 Brave, true, tender soul I How 
different my lot would have been had I heeded her prayers 
and counsel I Not until I lie down yonder, and mingle my dust 
with hers, can I, even for an instant, forget her Mthfol, sleepless 
care and love. I beHeve she is the only human being who was 
ever tenderly and truly attached to me, and God knows I 
learned before I lost her how much her affection was worth." 

The cold, ringing voice grew tremulous, wavering, and some 
moments passed before Mrs. Gerome continued, — 

" Mr. Carlyle preferred a private wedding, but I insisted upon 
a^ceremony at the church where Mr. Wright officiated, and imme> 
diately telegraphed to Edith, requesting her presence as bride(ek 
maid, and offering to provide her outfit and defray all expenseay 
if she would accompany us to Europe. My betrothed bit hii 
lip, and objected ; but on this point, at least, I was firm, and 
assured him I would not be married unless Edith could be with 
me. She wrote, declining my invitation to Europe, but came to 
New York, the day of my wedding. When I look back at whal 
followed, I have a vague, confused feeling similar to that wbidl 
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results from taking opium. Mi Carlyle had {lositivelj inter 
dieted my taking Elsie to Europe, assuring me that bis wi£p 
should not be in leading-strings to a spoiled and presxmptooiii 
nurse, and promising me that, when we returned to Americsi 
she might occupy the position of housekeeper in our establish" 
Doent. Absorbed by my own supreme happiness, I scarcely saw 
Edith until we were dressed for the ceremony, and when 8h« 
came and leaned against the table where the bridal presents were 
arranged, I noticed that she was pale and much agitated, but 
ascribed her emotion to grief a^. my approaching departure. 
Several of my schoolmates officiated as bridesmaids, and a 
large party assembled at the church to witness the marriage. 
Mr. Carlyle was a great fEtvorite in society, and his friends were 
invited to the wedding breakfEust at the parsonage. It was on 
the bright morning of my sixteenth birthday, when I stood be- 
fore the altar and listened to and uttered the words that made 
me a wife. Every syllable, every intonation, of the minister's 
voice is branded on my memory as with a red-hot iron : * Wilt 
thou have this man to thy wedded husband, to live together 
after Grod's ordinance, in the holy estate of matrimony ? Wilt 
thou obey him, serve him, love, honor, and keep him, in sickness 
and in health; and forsaking all others, keep thee only unto 
him, so long as ye both shall live?' And there, before the 
altar, with the stained glass making a rainbow behind the pulpit^ 
I answered, ^ItoilV Oh, Dr. Grey, pity me ! pity me I " 

A cry of anguish escaped her, and she extended her vtmm 
until her hands resud on her companion's shoulder. 

In silence he bent his head, and put his lips to the tightly 
elasped fingers. 

^^Tell me, sir, — if that vow means that man may make a 
ylavthing of Crod's statutes? K it binds for one hour, does it 
not bind while life lasts? " 

*' ^80 long 08 ye both eJiaU Iwe^ " answered Dr. Grey, sol- 
emnly ; and he gently removed her hand, and drew himself a 
little farther from her. 

She was too painfully engrossed by sad rewiniscenyis ti 
%otioe the action^ and resumed her nairativei 
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^ There was a gay party at the breakfast, aad I coxuSi not re- 
move my fascinated eyes from the radiant face cf my hust)and| 
who had never seemed half so princely as now, when he was 
wholly my own. Once he bent his handsome head to mine, and 
whispered, ^Xa Peregrina^ the pet name he had given me, bd- 
oaose he averred that, in his estimation, my love was worth aa 
many ducats as that celebrated pearl of Philip. ^La Peregrvna^' 
indeed 1 Ah I he melted it in gall and hemlock, and drained ii 
at his wedding feast. My heart was so overflowing with happi 
ness that I sUpped my fingers into his, and, in answer to hii 
fond epithet, whispered, * Maurice, my king.' " 

The speaker was silent for a moment, and an expression of 
disgust and scorn usurped the place of motimfulness. 

"Dr. Grey, I deserved my punishment, for no Aztec ever 
worshipped his ston-^ God more devoutly than I did my black- 
eyed, smooth-lipped idol. *Thou shalt have no other gods 
before me.' Ah I my * graven image ' seemed so marvellously 
godlike that I bowed down before it ; and there, in the midst of 
my adoration, the curse of idolatry smote me. Half bewildered 
by the rapture that made my heart throb almost to suffocation, J 
stole away from the guests and hid myself in the small hot-house 
attached to Mr. Wright's study, longing for a little quiet that 
would enable me to realize all the blessedness of my lot. With 
childish glee I toyed with my title, — with my new name, — Mau- 
rice Carlyle's wife — Evelyn Carly le I How pretty it sounded, — 
how holy it seemed ! My future was as brilliant as that vast 
endianted hall into which poor Nouronihar was enticed through 
her inmne love for Vathek, and, like hers, my illusion was dis- 
ptlled by a decree that strangled hope in my heart, and envd- 
oped it in flames." 

Here the flood of melancholy memories ctrowned her wardi^ 
Mid, crossing her arms on the stone balustrade, she aat sileni 
fend moody 

In the dusky, crepuscular light. Dr. Grey could no longer 
discern the emotions that printed themselves so legibly on her 
x>untenance; but the outline of her fetce, and the listless, hopo* 
less droop of her flgure, curved between him and the dun wistii 
of waters. 
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Oreruead a few dim, hazy stars shivered on the ragged skirti 
of trailing gray clouds, and the ceaseless rustle of the shuddering 
poplars formed a mournful accompaniment to the muttering oi 
the ocean, whose weary waves were sobbing themselves to rart^ 
like scourged but unconquered children. 

" I thank you for your patience, Dr. Grey. You forbear to 
hurry me, even as you would Rhn'nk from rudely jostling or 
pushing forward the mattock which slowly digs into a grave, -^ 
removing human mould and crumbling coffin, searching for 
Mie skeleton beneath. ExhiiTning human bones is melancholy 
work, but sadder still is the mission of one who disinters tho 
ashes of a woman's love, hope, and Mth. Across the centre cf 
Mr. Wright's hot-house ran a light trellis of fine lattice-work, 
cut into an arch and covered with the dense luxuriant foliage of 
the bignonia trained over it. Behind this screen I had ensconced 
my happy self, and sat idly bruising the leaves of a rose gera 
nium that chanced to be near me, when my blissful reverie was 
interrupted by the sound of that voice which had stolen my 
heart, my reason, my common sense. Believing that he had 
missed and was searching for his bride, I rose and peeped 
through the glossy leaves of the clambering vine that divided 
us. Not four feet distant stood my husband of an hour, with 
his arms clasped fondly around Edith, who, in a broken, pas- 
sionate voice, denounced his perfidy and heartlessness. Vehe- 
mently he pleaded for an opportunity to exculpate himself, and 
there, tearful and sobbing, with her head on his bosom, my Mend 
listened to an explanation that was destined to enlighten more 
than one person. From his Hps I learned that he had become 
entangled in certain financial difficulties that involved his honot 
as a gentleman ; he had used money to enable him to embark ia 
a speculation which, if successful, would have afforded him the 
means of marrying in accordance with the dictates of his heart ; 
but, like the majority of nefarious schemes, it flailed signally, 
and fear of detection, and the absolute necessity of obtaining a 
large amount of money, had goaded him to the desperate step 
of sacrificing his happiness and offering his hand to me. Ho 
■tninedher to his breast, kissed her repeatedly, and impiouBly 
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oJled Ckxl to witness that he loved her, and her ool^, ^rulgr 
tenderly; that never for an instant had his affectka wandered 
from her, 'his beautiful, idolized darling.' He bitterlj de? 
Qonnced his folly, cursed the hour that had thrown me and my 
fortune in his path, and swore that he utterly loathed ami 
iespised the silly child whose wealth alone had niade her hif 
lupe ; and, as he flatteringly expressed it, his ' hated and intolo" 
table incubus.' He had intended to spare her and himself the 
agony of this hour, — had determined to remain always in 
Europe, where he could escape the mocking contrast of his bride 
and his beloved. With indescribable scorn, and a wonderful 
fertility of derisive epithets, he held me up, as on the point of 
a scalpel, and proved the utter impossibility of his having been 
influenced by any other than the most grossly mercenary mo- 
tives ; while, between the bursts of invective against me, he 
laTished upon her a hundred fond, tender, passionate phrases of 
endearment that had never been applied to me. Pressing one 
hand on her head, he raised the other, and called Heaven to 
witness, that, although the world might regard him as the hus- 
band of ' that sallow, gray-eyed, silly girl,' whose gold alone 
had bought his name, the only woman he could ever love was 
his own beautiful Edith ; and, should death come to his aid and 
free him from the detested bond that Hnked him to the heiress, 
he swore he would not lose a day in claiming the lovely wife 
that fate had denied him. All this, and much more, which 1 
have not now the requisite patience to recapitulate, fell on my 
ears, startling me more painfully than the trumpet-blast of the 
Last Judgment will ever do. Standing there, in my costly 
bridal robe, I listened to the revelation that blotted out all sun 
and moon and stars from my life, — that made earth a dismal 
8heol and the future a howling desolation, — a dreary wilder- 
ness of woe. In my agony and shame I clenched my handi 
BO savagely, one upon the other, that my diamond betrothalr 
ring cut sharply into the quivering flesh, and blood-drops oozed 
and dripped on my shiring gossamer veil and white velvet dress. 
In a moment^ in the twinkling of an eye, my whole nature 
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metamorphosed; and my coming years swept in panoramk 
vision before me, beckoning me to the prompt performance of • 
stem and humiliating duty. The blood in my veins seemed to 
bias and bubble like a seething cauldron, and my heart ^red 
with a hate for which language has no name, no gaib, no provi- 
Bon; but my brain kept faithful guard, and reason calmly 
pointed out my future path. When Mr. Carlyle ended hij 
tirade against me and his curses on his own folly, I moved fo3> 
ward into the ar^h and confronted my dethroned and defiled 
gods. K the tedious years of the primitive patriarchs could be 
allotted to me they would never suffice to efface the picture that 
lingers in deep, hot lines on my memory, and pursues me aa 
ruthlessly as the avenging cross followed and tortured the mise- 
rable fugitive in Gustavo Dora's *ie Juif erramt^ or the Eye- 
less Christ tiiat proved a haunting Nemesis to the Empress 
Irene. Edith's lovely face was on his bosom, and his fiedse, 
handsome lips were pressed to hers. So, I met my husband and 
my dearest friend, one hour after the utterance of vows that 
were perhaps still echoing in the courts of heaven. Such spec- 
tacles of human perfidy are the real Medusas that Gorgonize 
trusting, tender, throbbing hearts, and in view of this one I 
laughed aloud, — laughed so unnaturally that it was no rmrvel 1 
was called a maniac. At sight of my desperate white face Edith 
shrieked and fainted, and Maurice blanched and stammered 
and cowered. Without a word of comment or recrimination I 
siLentlv passed on to my own room, where Elsie was waiting to 
clothe me in my trarvelling-stiit. In three hoxirs the steamer 
woold sail, and I had little leisure for resolution and execution. 
Summoning the lawyer to whose care my estate was entrusted, 
I requested him to call Mr. Wright and Mr. Carlyle into the 
dressing-room that adjoined my apartment, and there I held an 
audience with the three who were most interested in my career. 
Briefly I exp'jdned what had occurred, and announced my do* 
termination, then and there, to separate forever from the man who 
oould never be more than my nominal husband. I told them 1 
lield marriage, next to the Lord's Supper, the holiest sacrament 
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Intt Anted by God, but mine had been an infamous mcckerjr, am 
unpardonable sin against me, and an insult to Heaven, who8i> 
blessing could never rest upon it. Marriage, without sanctify 
ing love, was unhallowed, was a transgression of divine law, 
and a crime against my womanhood which neither God nor 
man should forgive. Maurice Carlyle had perjured Iiiti^H^ 
-»had never loved the woman who went with him to thi 
altar, — and the affection that had stirred my heart one hour 
before, was now as dead as the Pharaohs hidden for cen* 
turies under the pyramids. We two, who had sworn to love, 
honor, and cherish one another, now hated and despised each 
other beyond all possibility of expression ; and I considered 
it a heinoxis sin to perpetuate the awful mockery, to cling to 
the letter of a contract that bade defiance to every impulse of 
heart and soul, — to every dictate of reason and decree of con- 
science. Wedded lives and divided hearts I believed a crime, 
and while I admitted that man could not put asunder those, 
whom God's statutes joined together, I contended that Mr. 
Carlyle's peijuiy rendered it sinful for him and me to reside 
under the same roof I could not recognize the validity of 
divorces, for himian hands could not unlink God's fetters, and 
man's law had no power to free either of us from the bonds 
we had voluntarily assumed in the invoked presence of Jehovah. 
1 would neither accept nor permit a divorce, for, in my estima- 
tion, it was not worth the paper that framed it, and was a species 
of sacrilegious trifling ; but I would never live as the wife of a 
man who had repeatedly declared he had not an atom of affeo- 
tion for me. Under some drcumstances J deemed sepcMrcUion a 
uxHnan^a d/iUy^ and while I fully comprehended the awful im- 
port of the vow * Till decUh us do pwrt^ and denied that human 
legislators could free us, or annul the marriage, I was resolved, 
while life lasted, to consider myself a duped, an unloved, but a 
lawful wife, — a woman consecrated by solemn oaths that no 
human action could canceL Since money was the bait, I waa 
willing to divide my fortune as the price of a quiet separation ; 
and though from that hour I intended to quit his presence 
fii^rever, mu] regard the tie tb*t lin]^ed tt9 as merely nominid,, 
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I iir4>uM fellow him a liberal income tmtil I attaii 3d mj maj >r 
ity, and would liquidate all his present debts. To your imagii 
nation^ Dr. Grey, 1 leave the details of what ensued, — my guard- 
iau^s remorseful grie^ my lawyer's wonder and expostulatiooi 
Mr. Carlyle's oonf usion, chagrin, and rage. He pleaded, argaed| 
direatened ; but he might as well have attempted to catch and 
restrain in the hollow of his hand the steady sweep of Niagar% 
as hope to change my purpose. My terms were fixed, and 1 
gave him permission to tell the world what he chose conoemiug 
this strange denouement of the wedding feast. If I could only go 
away at once, I cared not what the public thought or said; and 
finally, finding me no longer a yielding child, but a desperate, 
stem, relentless woman, my terms were acceded to. Briefly we 
discussed the legal provisions, and I signed some hastily pre- 
pared papers that settled a bountiful annuity upon Mr. Oarlyle. 
My trunks were sent to the steamer, the carriage was brought 
to the door, and in the presence of my guardian and the lawyer, 
I announced my desire never to look again upon the man who 
had so completely blighted my life. In silence I laid upon the 
table my betrothal and wedding rings, and the sparkling dia- 
mond cross that had constituted my bridal present. 1^ word 
of reproach passed my lips, for women love when they upbraid, 
and only adiing, fond hearts furnish stinging rebukes ; but I 
hated and scorned the author of my ruin too utterly to indulge 
in crimination and reproach. So we two, who had just been 
pronounced man and wife, who had clasped hands and linked 
hearts and lives until we should stumble into the tomb, — we, 
Maurice Carlyle and Evelyn, his bride, four hours married, 
stood up and looked at each other for the htet time. During 
the inteiview I had addressed no remark to him, and the last 
words I ever uttered to him were contained in that sentence 
fondly whispered when he bent over me at the table, ^ Maurice^ 
my king.' As I bade adieu to my guardian, and paused before 
the princely figure whom the world called my husband, our eyes 
met, and he flushed, and muttered, *Yc'i will rue your rash- 
ness.' Silently I looked on the handsome features that haa sa 
•uddudy grown loathsome to me, and he snatched my wedding 
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rfng from the table and held it appealingly towards Hie, Bayin| 
temoranfully, * Evelyn, my wife, forgive your wretched hna- 
hand ! ' Without a word, or a touch of his outstretched hande, 
I turned and went down to the carriage, where my faithfiil 
■UTflc sat weeping and waiting. One hour later, the vessel 
■wung from her moorings, and Elsie and I were soon at sea. A 
iprl only sixteen, four hoi*rs married, separated forever frora 
husband and i^ends, — without hope or faith in either human oi 
heavenly things, — hating, with most intolerable intensity, the 
man whose name she had just assumed, and to whom she felt 
indissolubly bound, in accordance with the vow ^80 long as y« 
both shall live.'* " 

Out of the tossing, moaning sea, the moon had risen slowly, 
breaking through a rent scarf of cloud that barred her solemn, 
white disc, and silvering the foam of the racing waves that 
seemed to reflect the glittering fringe of the scudding vapor in 
the chill vauft above them. There was no mellow radiance, no 
golden lustre such as southern moons are wont to shed, but a 
weird, fitful glitter on sea and land, that now shone with start 
ling vividness, and anon waned, until sombre shadows seemed 
stalking in spectral ranks from some distant, gloomy ocean lair. 
It was one of those melancholy nights when the supernatural 
realm threatened to impinge upon the physical, that shuddered 
and shrank from the contact, — when the atmosphere gave vague 
hints of ghostly denizens, and every passing breeze seemed laden 
with sepulchral damps and vibrating with sepulchral sounds. 

Mrs. Gterome sat erect, with her hands resting on the balus- 
trade, and under that mysteriously white moon her pearl-pale 
face looked as hopelessly cold and rigid as any Persepohtan 
sphinx, that nightly fronts the immemorial stars which watch 
die niined tombs of Chilminar. 

Baising her fingers to her forehead, she Hffced and shook a 
band of the shining white hair, and resumed her narration, in 
the same steady, passionless tone. 

** These gray locks were the fruit of that bridal day, for, on 
the afternoon that we sailed, I was taken very ill with what waa 
mllad congestion of the brain, — was unconscions throogboiit 
IB 
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ihe voynge, and when we reached Liverpocl, my hair, once m 
black and glossy, was as you see it now. Ah I how often, since 
that time, have I heard poor Elsie mourning over my mother's 
ontimely death, and quoting that ancient superstition, *You 
ihould never wean a child while trees are in blossom ; otherwiaa 
U will have gray hair.' Mr. Wright was so prostrated by grief 
ftt what had occurred, that he survived my departure only a few 
«reeks: and at his death, Mr. Carlyle attempted to seize and 
dontrol my estate. Urging the plea of my minority, he insisted 
upon assuming the charge of my property, and in order to oon- 
mimmate his avaricious designs, and screen his name from op- 
probrium, he told the world that I was hopelessly insane ; and 
that the discovery of this fact, one hour after his marriage, had 
induced him to send me abroad under the care of a faithful and 
judicious nurse. To give plausibility to this statement, a para- 
graph was inserted in the New York papers announcing that I 
was a raving maniac and an inmate of an- ViTigliah asylum for 
lunatics. Mr. Clayton, my lawyer, was the sole surviving 
witness of my final interview, and of its financial provisions; 
and, had he yielded to bribes and threats which were unsparingly 
offered, God only knows what would have been my fate, since 
the tender mercies of my husband destined me to the cheerful 
and attractive precincts of a mad-house. To Mr. Clayton's 
stem integrity and brave defence, I am indebted for the preser- 
vation of my fortune and the defeat of a daring and iniquitous 
scheme to arrest me in London and commit me to the custody 
of an aaylum-warden. Fortunately for me, he lived long enough 
to transfer to my own guardianship, when I attained my major- 
ity, the estate which had cost me every earthly hope. Six 
monthB after my departure from America I bade farewell to 
Xorope, and phmged into the most remote and unfrequented 
portions of the East, where I wisl ed to remain imknown and 
Bxmoticed. In a half-defiant ana half-superstitious mood, I 
had assumed the talismanic and mystical name of Agla Chrome, 
with the £ednt hope that it might shield me from the in^^rigues 
and persecutions which I felt assured would always dog the 
tXiopB of Evelyn Carlyle. Having appointed a cautious aiui 
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oonfidentlal agent in New York and Paris, I destroyed all traoei 
of my whereabouts, and became as utterly lost to the world ai 
thongh the portals of the grave had closed upon me. Wiihoui 
friends, and accompanied only by Elsie and her son Bobort, I 
lived year after year in wandering through strange lands. Booka 
and pictures were my solace, and to s^'^'angle time I first devote4 
mywlf to drawing and painting. Alter a while I came baok 
to Rome, and frequented the studios and galleries, perfectmg 
myself in the mechanical department of Art. But fear of 
encountering some familiar face drove me frt>m the Eternal 
City, and a sudden whim took me to Madeira, where I spent 
the only portion of my life to which I recur with any degree 
of satisfaction. There, surrounded by magnificent scenery, 
and safe from intrusion, I intended to drag out the remainder 
of my dreary years; but poor Elsie grew so restless, so home- 
sick, so impatient to visit the graves of her household band, 
that I finally allowed myself to be persuaded into returning 
to my native land. Bobert preceded us, and purchased thia 
secluded spot, which I had stipulated must be upon the sea- 
shore and secure from all intrusion. Avoiding New York, I 
came reluctantly to Boston, thence to * Solitude,' without 
seeing or hearing of any whom I had once known. When I 
was twenty-one, I transferred to Mr. Carlyle the sum of thirty 
thousand dollars, as a final settlement; but my agent scrupu- 
lously obeye<l my instructions, and no human being, save him- 
self, is aware of my place of residence or the name under which 
I am sheltered. Strenuous efforts have been made by Mr. 
Csurlyle to unearth his wretched dupe, but feince I left England, 
tt^arly eight years ago, he has been unable to discover any trace 
of my location. From time to time I received bills, contracted 
by him, and paid by my lawyer after I left New York ; ant. 
in my escritoire are two accounts of jewellers, where I fine 
charged the flashing ring and costly diamond cross, which [ 
refused to retain but for which I paid, after my separatioii. 
Prone to dissipation, Mr. Carlyle pi inged into excesses that 
^ould have squandered royal portions, and my agent writeg 
Uu»t his eagerness to ascertain where I am rending has moMitly 
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increased, in consequence of his pecnniarj' necessities, aldioui^ 
the terms of our separation deprive him of every shadow of 
daim upon me or my purse. Such, Dr. Grey, is the shattered 
idol of my girlish adoration, — such the divinity of dust up<ni 
which I spent the treasures of my love and trust. Gray-haired, 
gray-hearted, mocked, and maddened in the dawn of my con* 
fiding womanhood, nominally a wife, but in reality a nameleoi 
waij^ shut out from happiness, and pitied as a maniac, — such, 
is that most desolate and isolated woman, whom, as AgU 
Gerome, you have known as the mistress of this lonely place. 
As for my name, I sometimes wonder whether in the last great 
gathering in the court of Heaven, my own mother will know 
what to call her unbaptized child, — whether the sins charged 
against me will be read out as those of Yashti, or Evelyn, or 
Agla. Elsie persistently clung to Yashti, and verily there 
seems a grim fitness in her selection, — a dismal analogy between 
my blasted life and that of the discrowned Persian Queen. 
Be that as it may, if I miss a name I surely shall not miss 
the equity that man denies me. ^So long as ye both shall live? 
When I look out in spring-time, over tihe blossoming earth, 
daisies, and violets, and primroses range themselves into lines 
ihat spell out these hated words of an ever-echoing vow, and 
i^ in midnight hours, I raise my weary eyes, the sleepless stars 
revengefully group themselves, and flash back to me, in burning 
characters, ^TiU dea/th us do parrt? Up yonder, behind sun, 
and planet, and nebulsB, I shall look God in the face, and 
pointing to my withered heart and blighted life, can say truly, 
*At least I kept the ruins free from perjury; there, at your 
feet, is the oath unsullied, that I called you to accept on the 
awful day when I knelt at your altar.' Love^ honor, and 
obedience, Maurice Carlyle's unworthiness rendered impossible ; 
but the vow which consecrated and set me apart, which forbade 
the thought that other men might offer homage and aflection, 
or even ordinary tributes of admiration, I have kept sacredlj 
and faithfully. I might have plunged into the whirlpool of 
fiwhionable life, and found temporary oblivion of my humiliation 
and diw^pointment ; but from sodi a career my whole being 
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feTolted, and in secluRion I have dragged out a dreary aeries of 
jears that can scarcely be termed life. Recently I haye been 
honored by several proposals for a divorce, on condition of an 
additional settlement of money upon my eminently chivalrio 
and devoted husband ; but my invariable reply has been, humem 
t$fffilation is impotent to ecmcd the statutes of Almighty Ghd^ 
ichieh dacLa/re that ordy dea^h ca/n free what Jehovah has 
joined together^ and the legal provisions of man crumble and 
shrivel before the divine command, ^For the tooma/n which ha4h 
am hishamd is hownd by the law to her husha/nd so long as he 
liveth,^ With what impatience, what ceaseless yearning, I await 
the cold touch of that deliverer who alone can sever my galling, 
detested fetters, none but the God above us can understand 
and realize. The eagerness with which I once anticipated 
my bridal hour does not approximate the intensity of my long' 
ing for the day of my death. O merciful God I surely, surely, 
I have been sufficiently tortured, and the tardy release can not 
be far distant." 

She raised her face skyward, as if invoking Divine aid, but 
her wan lips were voiceless ; and only the song of the surf min- 
gled with the whisper of trembling poplars, whose fading leaves 
gleamed ghostly and chill under the silver sheen of that broad 
white moon. 

" There heaTily, across the troubled night, 
A warning comet trails her hideous hair, 
And underneath, the wroth sea-waves are white.** 

During the hour in which Dr. Grey listened to the recital oi 
this woman's hapless career, she became as utterly dead to him 
as though shroud and sepulchre had already claimed her; and 
when she ceased speaking, he looked as sorrowfully down at her 
fidr, frozen face, as if the coffin-lid were shutting it forever 
from his "View. 

Henceforth she was as sacred in his sad eyes as some beloved 

eorpse, and bowing his head upon his hands, he prayed long but 

silently that God would strengthen him for the duties of a desor 

late future, — would sanctify this grievous disappointment tf 

82* 
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his etamal welfare, and grant him power to lead haaTenwar4 
the heart of the only woman whom he had ever desired to 
call his own. 

Patting awav the beantifal dreams wherein this regal form 
had moved to and fro as crown and qneen of his home and 
heart, he calmly resigned the cherished scheme that linked this 
woman's life with his ; and felt that he would gladly barter aL 
his earthly hopes for the assurance, that, throughout eternity, ht 
might be allowed the companionship which time denied him. 

Mrs. Oerome rose, and folding her mantle around her, said 
proudly, — 

" Married life, unhallowed by love, is more acceptable in your 
righteous eyes than my isolated existence ; and you have passed 
sentence against me. So be it. Strange code of morality you 
Christians hug to your hearts, squeezing the form that ho^ds no 
spirit; but some day I shall be acquitted by that incorruptible 
tribunal where God alone has the right to judge us. Till then, 
fSeurewell." 

She turned to leave the terrace, but he arrested the movement, 
and placed himself before her. 

** You misinterpret my silence, if you suppose it was employed 
in censuring your course. Pondering all that you have recapitu- 
lated, T can conjecture no line of conduct towards your husband 
less deplorable than that which you have pursued ; and I honor 
the stem honesty and integrity of purpose from which you have 
never swerved. Mrs. Carlyle, I acquit you of all guilt, save that 
of impious defiance, of rebellion against your God, whose grace 
oould sweeten even the bitter dregs of the cup you have well 
nigh drained." 

At the sound of her ^lame, so long unuttered, she winced and 
writhed as if some sensitive nerve had been suddenly pierced 
and torn; but without heeding her emotion. Dr. Grey con- 
tinued, — 

" If your earthly lot has ])een stinted of sunshine, can you not 
bear a little temporary gloom, — must you needs people it with 
adverse witnesses, must you thicken the darkness with impre- 
eauonji? Tou forget that life is only the raoe-courBe| not 
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the goal, — that this world is for human souls what the plau 
of Dura proved for the Hebrew trio who braved its flameSt 
Suppose you are lonely and bereft of the love that might 
have cheered you ? Was not Christ for more isolated and love- 
lees? In His fearful ordeal He was forsaken by God, — ba* 
to you remains the everlasting promise, * I will not leave you 
comfortless; I will come to you.' O wretched woman! gire 
your aching heart to Him who emptied it of earthly idols in 
order to fit it up for His own temple. 

' Is God lesa God, that thou art left undone f 
Rise, woiship, bless Him, in this sadkoloth spun, 
As in that purple.' " 

Silently she listened, looking steadily up at his noble &oe, 
^here intense mental anguish had left unwonted pallor, and 
printed new ciphers on brow and lips ; and when his adjuration 
ended, she put out her hand. 

*^ That you do not condemn me is the most precious consola- 
tion you could offer, for your good opinion is worth much to 
my proud, sensitive soul. If all men were like you there would 
be no mutilated, ruined lives, such ab mine, — no nominal 
wives roaming up and down the world in search of an obscure 
comer wherein to hide dishonored heads and crushed hearts. 
God grant you some day a wife worthy of the noblest man it 
has ever been my good fortune to meet. Good-by." 

He did not accept the offered hand, and stood for a moment 
•8 if struggling to master some impulse to which he could not 
yield. Perhaps he dared not trust the touch of those gleaming, 
ilendei fingers that had clasped a living h^isband's ; or perchance 
he was so absorbed by painful thoughts that he failed to observe 
them. 

Laying his palm softly on her snowy head, he said ten* 
ierly,— 

^ Mrs. Carlyle, you have innocently, and I believe uncon- 
idously, caused me the keenest suffering I have ever endured ; 
and I feel assured you will not withhold the only reparation 
irhich you could render, or I accept. Will you promiBe to 
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oonflecTate the remainder of your life to the service of Christ ? 
Will you humble your defiant soul, and so spend your future, 
that when this brief earthly pilgrimage ends you can pass joy 
fully to the city of Best ? Girdea with this hope, I can bravn 
all trials, — can be content to look upon your fietce no more hi 
this world, — can patiently wait for a reunion in that Eternal 
Home where they which shall be accounted worthy to obtain 
that world, and the resurrection m>m the dead, neither marry 
nor are given in marriage." 

** Oh, Dr. Grey, if it were possible ! " 

She clasped her hands and bowed her chin upon them, awed 
by his tones, and unable to meet his grave^ pleading eyes. 

*^ Faith and prayer are the talismans that render all things 
possible to an earnest Christian; and it has been truly said 
We mount to heaven mostly on the ruins of our cherished 
schemes, finding our failures were successes.' Kecollect, — 

* There is a pleasure which is bom of pain : 
The grave of all things hath its yiolet,' 

and do not indulge a corroding bitterness that has almost d&» 
stroyed the nobler elements of your nature. I will exact no 
promise, but when I am gone, do not forget the reqisest that my 
soul makes of yours. May God point out your work and help 
you to perform it faithfully. May His hand guide and uphold, 
and His merciful arms enfold you, now and forever, is and 
shall be my prayer." 

For a moment his hand lingered as if in benediction upon 
the drooping gray head, then he quietly turned and ^mlked 
away, kno^inng full well that he was bidding adieu to the most 
precious of all earthly objects, — that ho too was shattering 
a lovely "graven image," before which his heart haci fondly 
bowed. 

As the sound of his fipn step died away, the lonely woman 
lifted her fiwse and looked after the form, vanishing in the 
gloom of the overarching trees. When he hod disappeared, 
and she turned seaward, where the moon, as if inviting her 
to bea-ven, had laid a broad shiirag band of beaten silTet 
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from wave to bky, — the miserable wife raised her handi' appeals 
iuglyi and made a new coveDant with her pitying Crod 

** Wherefore thy life 
Shall pmiiy itself, and heal itself, 
In the long toil of love made medc by teua" 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 




flERTON, you are not conscious of the extent of your 
infatuation, which has already excited comment in 
our limited circle of acquaintances." 

^' Indeed ! The members of ^ our limited circle of acquaint- 
ances ' are heartily welcome to whatever edification or amuse- 
ment they may be able to derive from the discussion of my indi- 
vidual afiairs, or the analysis of my peculiar tastes. You 
forget, my dear Constance, that to devour and in turn be 
devoured is an inexorable law of this world ; and if my eccen- 
tricities furnish a ragout for onmivorous society, I should be 
plulanthropically glad that tittle-tattledom owes me thanks." 

The speaker did not lay aside the newspaper that partially 
concealed his countenance ; and when he ceased speaking, his 
eyes reverted to the statistical table of Egyptian and Algerine 
ootton, which for some moments he had been attentively 
examining. 

"My dear brother, you are spasmodically and provokingly 
philosophical I Pray do me the honor to discard that stupid 
Times^ which you pore over as if it were the last sensation 
novel, and be so courteous as to look at me while you are 
talking," replied the invalid sister, beating a tattoo on the side 
of her couch. 

**I believe I have nothing to communicate just now," ^'aa 
the quiet and unsatis&ctory answer, as he drew a pencil trom 
his pocket and made some numeral annotations on the margin 
of the Btatiatics* 
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^ burely, Merton, you are not angry with your poor (km- 
•tanoe?" 

Merton Minge lowered his paper, restored the pencil to hii 
\e^^t pocket, and wheeling his chair for^'ard, brought himdell 
cloeer to the couch. 

<< I wish you were as far removed from fever as I oertAiid) 
am from anger. Your eyes are too bright, my pretty one." 

He put his fingers on her pulse, and when he removed iheiOi 
compressed his lips to stifle a sigh. 

" Why will you so persistently evade me ? — why will you 
always change the subject when I allude to that young lady ? " 

^^ Because, when a man attains the sober and discreet age of 
forty years, he naturally and logically thinks he has earned, 
and is entitled to, an exemption from the petty teasing to which 
sophomores and sentimentalists are subjected. WhQe I grate 
fully appreciate the compliment impUed in your forgetfulne&s, 
permit me to remind you of the disagreeable fact that I am nr 
longer a boy." 

^^ You lose sight of that same ugly and ill-mannered fact, mud 
more frequently than I am in danger of doing; and I affec 
tionately suggest that you stimulate your own torpid memory 
Ah, brother ! why will you not be frank, and confide in me 1 
Women are not easily hoodwinked, except by their lovers, — 
and you can not deceive me in this matter." 

** What pleasure do you suppose it would afford me to prac- 
tice deceit of any kind towards my only sister ? To what class 
of motives could you credit such conduct ? " 

^^ I think you dirink from acknowledging your real fee]jng8| 
because you very well know that I could never sanction or con- 
sent to l^em." 

Mr. Minge arched his heavy brows, and the sternly drawn 
lines of his large mouth relaxed, and threatened to run into 
curves that belong to the ludicrous, as he turned his twinkling 
eyes upon his sister^s face. 

•* What extraordinary hallucinations attack even sage, sedate, 
middle-agedmen? Ten minutes ago I would Lave sworn I was 
your guardian; whereas^ it seams your apron-strings are tbf 
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I that rule me. Don't pout, 37 Czarma, if I deiuand yow 
oredentialB before I bow submissively to your uAxim." 

^ Irony is not your forte ; and, Merton, I beg you to reool* 
Icct that I detest bantering, — it is so excessively ungenteel 
No wonder you look nervous and ashamed, after your reoenl 
reiy surprising manifestation of — well, I might as well Mj 
what I mean — of mamoaAs go4L^'* 

Constance Minge impatiently threw on the light worsted 
aiiawl that rested on her shoulders, and propped her cheek on 
her jewelled hand. 

Her brother^s countenance clouded, and his lips hardened, 
but after one keen look at her flushed features, he once more 
resumed the perusal of the paper. Some moments elapsed, and 
his sister sobbed, but he took no notice of the sound. 

" Merton, I never expected you would treat me so cruelly." 

" Make out your charges in detail, and when you are sure you 
have included all the i>etty deeds of tyranny as well as the 
heinous acts of brutality, I will examine the indictment, and 
hear myself arraigned. Shall I bring you some legal cap, and 
loan you my pencil ? " 

For five minutes she held her handkerchief to her eyes, and 
then Mr. Minge rose and looked at his watch. 

^^ You will not be so unkind as to leave me again this after- 
noon, and spend your time with that — " 

^Constance, you transcend your privileges, and this is a most 
apropos and convenient occasion to remind you that presump- 
tion is one fault I find it particularly difficult to forgive. Sinoe 
my forbearance only invites aggression, let me here say (as an 
economy of trouble), that you are rashly invading a reabn where 
I permit none to enter, much h^ss to dictate. I hope you under- 
stand me." 

"I knew it, — 1 felt it I I dreaded that artful girl woulu 
make mischief between us, — would alienate the only heart I had 
left to care for me. Oh, how I wish she had been forty fathoma 
under the sea before you ever saw her I — before you ceased to 
love me I" 

▲ flood cf tears emphasized the sentence, which seemed loel 
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upon Mr. Minge, as he lighted a cigar, tried its flavor, iluew 
it away, and puffed the smoke from a second. 

^^ I am sorry you can't smoke and compose your nerves, as 1 
am preparing to do, — though I confess I prefer to kiss your 
lips antainted by such odors. Shall I ? " 

He held his cigar aside to prevent the wind from wafdug tha 
euriing col\mm of su^ke in her £eu3e, and bent his head close to 
hers; but she put up her hand to prevent the caress, and 
arerted her face. 

** As you like. But mark you, Constance, the next time our 
lips touch, you will find yourself in the nominative case, while 
I meekly fill an objective position. You are a poor, wilful, 
spoiled child, and I must begin to undo my own ruinous work." 

He picked up his hat and walked off, followed by a pretty 
Italian mouse-colored greyhound, whose silver bell tinkled as 
she ran down the steps. 

" Merton, come back I Do not leave me here alone, or I 
shall die. Brother I — " 

On strode the stalwart figure, looking neither to right noi 
left, and behind him trailed the vaporous aroma of the fine 
cigar. Eaising herself on her couch, the invalid elevated her 
voioe, and exclaimed, — 

^'Please, dear Merton, come back, — at least long enough to 
let me kiss you. Please, brother ! " 

He paiised, — wavered, — drew geometrical figures on the 
ground with the tip of his b*x>t, and finally took off his hat, 
turned and bowed, saying, — 

" Show some flag of truce, if you really want me to return." 

She raised her hands and gracefully tossed him several 



Slowly Mr. Minge retraced his steps, and, as he sat down 
once more close to his sister and pushed back his hat, she saw 
that he intended her to realize that her reign was at an end ; 
and she trembled and turned paJe at the expression with which 
he regarded her. 

" Mertcn, don't you know — don't you believe — th»t I loTt 
you above everything else ? " 
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She sat erect^ and stole one arm around the neck that did 
not bend toward her, as was its habit. 

** If ycu really loved me, you would desire to see me happy." 

^ I do desire it, earnestly and sincerely ; and there is no aibsri- 
fioe T would not make to see you really happy." 

^ Provided I selected your mode of obtalEiing the boon, and 
l^oreover consulted your caprices and antipathies; otherwis6| 
my happiness would annoy and insult you.'' 

"Don't scold, — kiss me." She put up her lips, but he did 
not respond to the motion, and she pettishly drew his head 
down and kissed him several times. ** How obstinate you hare 
grown I — how harsh towards me I It is all the result of 
that—" 

She bit her lip, and her brother frowned. 

" Take care I You seem continually disposed to stumble Terj 
awkwardly into forbidden realms." 

The petted invalid nestled her pretty head on his bosom, and 
patted his cheek with one hot hand. 

" Brother, Kate Sutherland was here this morning, and left 
— besides numerous kind messages for you — a three-cornered 
note that I ordered Ad^le to place in your dressing-case, whera 
I felt sure you would see it." 

"Yes, I saw it." 

" An invitation to ascend Monte Pellegrini? " 

" Which I respectfully decline." 

"OMertonI Whynotgo?" 

" Simply because I never premeditateuly, and with maiim 
prepense^ bore myself by joining parties composed of persons 
in whom I have not an atom of interest." 

"But Kate is so lovely? " 

"Not to me." 

" Nonsense 1 She was the handsomest young girl in Pari% 
aad was the acknowledged belle of the season." 

" Possibly. Henna4yed nails are considered irresistible in 
Turkey, but your opalescent ones attract me infinitely 
pleasantly" 

"Pray what hare my nails to do with Kate's beantyf '^ 
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« Nothing destructlYe, I hope, — as I am disposed to ihiuk aht 
oas little to spare.^ 

^Good heavens 1 Tou surely would not insinuate that yov 
beEeve or consider, — or would admit^ that she is net vaatlj 
«aperior to — to — there, Beauty, down! She is actuail) 
Jining on the fringe of my pelerine ! " 

To cover her confusion, Constance addressed herself to tb 
diminative dog at her feet, and taking her flushed face in hiA 
hands, the brother looked steadily down, and answered, — 

'^ I never insinuate. It impresses me as a cowardly and 6 n- 
temptible bit of plebeian practice that found favor aftei the 
royal purple was trailed in agrarian democratic dust; and lest 
you should unjustly impute abhorred innuendoes to me, 1 will 
say perspicuously, that the most attractive and beautiful 
woman I have ever seen is not your fair friend Miss Suther- 
land, nor any other darling of diamond and satin sheen, but a 
young lady whom I admire beyond expression, Miss Salome 
Owen," 

An angry flush burned on the invalid's face, and her mouth 
curled scornfully. 

^She is rather handsome sometimes, — so are gypsies and 
other waifs; but it is a wild sort of beauty, — if beauty you 
persist in terming it; and low birth and blood are visible in 
everything that appertains to her. I never expected to see my 
brother condescend to the level of opera-singers, and I am 
astonished at your infatuation. There I you need not expect to 
blast me with that fiery look, and besides, you know you men- 
tioned her name, wliich I had scrupulously avoided. I confess 
I am very proud of my family, and of you, its sole male repre- 
•entative, and I wish it preserved from all taint." 

** Untainted it shall remain, while a drop of the blood throbs 
In my veins, and 1, who am jealous of my honor, have carefully 
pondered the matter, and maturely decided that be who entrusts 
his happiness to Salome Owen will be indeed an enviable man, 
and pardonably proud of his prize. Once I bartered myself 
away at the altar, and gave my name and hand for wealth, 
for ari«tocanitio antecedentS| for fashionable status, and flT« 
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fears of porgatorial misery was the richly merited k»«iiaity foi 
the insult I offered my heart. Death freed me, and for ten 
years I hav(» lived at least in pdaoe, indulging no thought of a 
second alliance, and merely amused, or di&gusted by the maid* 
monial snares that have lined my path. I no longer belong to 
ttiEt pitiable class who feel constrained to marry for position, 
nd who convert the altarnsteps into so many rounds of Um 
ioda! ladder ; and I have earned the right to indulge my out- 
raged heart in any caprice that promises to mellow, to gild the 
evening of my life with that home-sunshine that was denied 
its gloomy tempestuous morning. My future, my fortune, my 
social standing, my unblemished name, are all my own, — and 
I shall exercise my privilege of bestowing them where and 
when I please, heedless of the sneers and howls of disap« 
pointed mercenary schemers. Come weal, come woe, I here 
announce that neither you nor the world need hope to influence 
me one ^ jot or tittle' in an afiOsdr where I allow no impertinent 
interference. I warn you this is the last time I shall permit 
even an indirect allusion to matters with which you have nc 
legitimate concern; and provided you do not obtrude them 
upon me, it is a question of indifference to me what your opin- 
ion and that of your ^ circle ' may chance to be. Constance, 
you here have your ultimatimi. Defy me, if you please, but 
prompt separation will ensue; and you will unexpectedly 
find yourself en route lor America. Peace or war? Before 
you decide, recollect that all your future will be irretrievably 
colored by it." 

^In my state of health it is positively cruel for you to 
threaten me ; and some day when you follow my coffoi to Mount 
Auburn, you will repent your harshness. I wish to heaven T 
bad never left home ! " 

A passionate fit of weeping curtailed the sentence, and, while 
the fja.ce was covered with the lace handkerchief the brother, 
rose and made his escape. 

Despite the fact that forty years had left their whitening 
touches on his head and luxuriant beard, Merton Minge, who 
iMui never been handsome, even in youth, was soffieLently 
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igreeable in appearance to render him an object of deep interefll 
In the circle where he moved. Mediiim-statiired, and verf 
robnsty a healthful ruddy tinge robbed his complexion of that 
vallow hue which mercantile pi^rsuits are apt to induce, and 
tnrightened the deep-set black eyes which his debtors considered 
aerdlessly keen, cold, and incisive. 

The square &ce, with its broad, full forehead, and deep curved 
furrow dividing the thick straight brows, — its wellnahaped 
bat prominent nose, and massive jaws and chin partially veiled 
by a grizzled beard that swept over his deep chest, — was 
suggestive of ledgers rent-roll, and stock-boards, rather than 
esthetics, chivalry, or sentimentality. The only son of a proud 
but impoverished family, who were eager to retrieve their 
fortune, he had early in life married the imperious spoiled 
daughter of a Boston millionaire, whose dower consisted of fiva 
hundred thousand dollars, and a temper that eclipsed the 
unamiable exploits of ancient and modem shrews. 

Hopeless of domestic happiness in a union to which affection 
had not prompted him, Mr. Minge devoted himself to the rapid 
accumulation of wealth, and by judicious and successful specu 
lations had doubled his fortune, ere, at the comparatively early 
age of thirty, he was left a childless widower. Whei^er he 
really thanked fate for his timely release, his most intimate 
friends were never able to ascertain, for he wore mourning, 
badges for three years, and conducted himself in all respects 
with exemplary dignity and scrupulous propriety. But the 
frigid indifference with which he received all matrimonial over- 
tures indicated that his conjugal experience was not so rosy ai 
€0 tempt him to repeat the experiment. 

His mother was a haughty, frivolous woman, jealously tena- 
eious of her position as one of the oligarchs of le beau moTidSj 
and his fragile sister had from childhood been the victim of 
rheumatism that frequently rendered her entirely helpless. To 
these two and their fashionable friends, he abandoned his ele- 
gant home, costly equipages, and opera-box, reserving only « 
suite of rooms, his handsome riding-horse, and yacht. 

Grave and unostentatious, yet not moody, — neither impni* 
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liTely liberal find generous nor habituaJly penurions and unchari' 
table, — he led a quiet and monotonously easy life, varied by 
occasional trips to foreign lands, and comforted by the assurance 
that his income-tax was one of the heaviest in the state. INc o 
years after the death of his mother, he took his sister a secon J 
time to Europe, hoping that the climate of the Levant might 
relieve her suffering; and upon the steamer in which he crosaed 
the Atlantic he met Salome Owen. 

Extravagantly fond of music, though unable to extract it 
fLoLTi luiy instrument, his attention had first been attracted b^ 
her exquisite voice, which invested the voyage with a novel 
oharm and rendered her a great favorite with the passengers. 

Human nature is wofiilly inflexible and obstinate, and not all 
the Menus, Zoroasters, Solomons, and Platos have taught it 
wisdom; wherefore it is not soipriaing that a caustic wit and 
MKvage cynic asserts, ^' The vices, it may be said, await us ia 
the journey of life like hosts with whom we must successively 
lodge ; and I doubt whether ex])eneiice would make us avoid 
ihem if we were to travel the same road a second time.'' 

Habit may be second nature, but it is the Gurth, the thrall 
oi ^e first, — the vassal of inherent impulses ; and even the 
most ossified natures contain some soft palpit-ating spot that will 
throb against the hand that is suf^ciently dexterous to find it. 
In every man and woman there lurks a vein of sentiment, which, 
no matter how heavily crushed by the superincumbent mass of 
utilitarian, practical commonplaceisms, will one day trickle 
through the dusty debris^ and creep like a silver thread over the 
dun waste of selfishness ; or, Arethusa-like, burst forth suddenly 
after long subterranean wandering. 

For forty years it had crawled silently and sluggishly under thii 
Indurated and coldly egoistic nature of Merton Minge, — had 
been danmied up at times by avarice and at others by grim 
recollections of his domestic infelicity; but finally, after tedioua 
meandering in the Desert of Heartlessness, it struggled tri- 
umphantly to the Bur£BU» ope glorious autunm night, when a 
gold«n moon illumined ihQ Atlantic waves and kindled a b» 
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witohing boaaty in the face of Salome, who sat on deck, iiDgiiif 
(I7i impassioned strain from Xa favorite. 

Her silvery voice was the miracnlons rod that smote his pet- 
rified affections, and a wellspring of tenderness gushed forth, 
freshening^ softening, and clothing with verdure and bloom hifl 
arid, sterile, stony temperament. Long-buried dreams of hi4 
boyhood stirred in their chilly graves and flitted dimly befort 
him, and a hopo that had slumbered so soundly he had utterly 
ignored its memory, started up, eager and starry-eyed, as in the 
college days of eld, — the precious hope, underlying all other 
emotions in a man's heart, that one day he too would be loved 
and prayed for by a pure womanly heart, and pure, sweety 
womanly lips. 

Fifteen years before, he had vowed "to cherish," not the 
haughty girl whose hand he clasped, but the five himdred thou- 
nand dollars that gilded it ; and faithfully he had kept his oath 
to the god of his idolatry, sacrificing the best half of his life to 
insatiate JS^uvera, 

On that cloudless October night, as he watched the shimmer 
of the moon on Salome's silky hair, and noted the purely oval 
cwitline of her daintily carved face, and the childish gi*ace of her 
fine form, — as he listened to flute-like tones, as irresistible aa 
Parthonope's, his cold, formal, non-committal mouth stirred, hia 
hand involimtanly opened and closed firmly, as if grasping 
some ^^ pearl of great price," and his slow, almost stagnant 
pulses, leaped into feverish activity, and soon ran riot. Perl* ape 
more rr^gular features, and deeper, richer carnation bloom nad 
confi'onted him, but love makes sad havoc of ideals and abstract 
standards, and he who defined beaw«y, " the woman I love," wat 
wiser th\n Burke and more analytical than Cousin. 

The freshness, the hrusqueriey the outspoken honesty, thai 
characterized Salome, strangely fascinated this grave, selfish, 
hlfM% aristocrat, who was weary of hollow, polished convention- 
alities and stereotyped society phrases; and, as he sat on deck 
watching her coimt9nance,he would have counted out his fortune 
at her feet for the privileiere of claimiDg her fair, slender hand 
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ind her tremulous, scarlet lips, instinct with melody that en 
tranced him. 

Henceforth life had a different goal, a nobler aim, a tenderer 
and more precious hope; and all the energy of his Tigoroiu 
character was bent to the fuLdbnent of the beautiful dream tha 
one day that young girl would bear his name, grace his prinodf 
home, and nestle in his heart. 

He did not ask, Can that fair, graceful, gifted young thing 
erer love a gray-haired man, old enough to call her his dau|j^- 
ter? Nay, nayl Common sense was utterly dethroned and 
expelled, — romance usurped the realm, and draped the future 
with rainbows ; and he only set his teeth firmly against each 
other, and said to his bounding heart and blinded soul, *^ Pa- 
tience, ye shall soon possess her 1 " 

To Paris, Lyons, Naples, he had followed her, and finally 

secured a villa at Palermo, where Prof. V had established 

himself and his household in a comfortable suite of rooms. 

To-day, as he left Ms sister and approached the house where 
the professor dwelt, his countenance was moody and forbidding, 
but its expression changed rapidly, as he caught a glimpse of 
the white muslin dress that fluttered in the evening wind. 

Salome was swiftly pacing the wide terrace that commanded 
a view of the Mediterranean, and her hands were clasped behind 
her, as was her habit when immersed in thought. 

Over her head she had thrown a white gauze scarf of fringed 
dlk, which, slipping back, displayed the elaborate braids of hftir 
wound around the head, where a crescent of snowy hyadnthl 
partially encircled the glossy coil, and drooped upon her neck. 

Her face wore a haggard, anxious, restless expression, and 
the thin lips had lost their bright coral tint, — the smooth, detf 
cheeks something of their rounded perfection. 

As Mr. Minge came forward, she paused in her walk anf 
leaned against the marble railing of the terrace, where a lemot 
tree, white with bloom, overhimg the mosaiced floor and pofw 
dered it with velvety petals. 

He held out his hand. 

•«I hope I find you bettor?'' 



Digitized by 



Google 



Sft2 UNTIL DSATB Va LO PAST. 

*< Do I look so, think yon ? '' said she, eyeing him inapakieiitf j^ 
mad keeping her hands folded behind her. 

** Unfortunately^ no ; and if I possessed the right I have mort 
than once solicited, other physicians should be consulted. Wh^ 
will you tamper with so serious a matter, and imneoesaarily 
augment the anxiety of those who love you ? '' 

** I beg you to believe that my self-love is in£nitely strongei 
than any other with which I am honored, and prompts me to 
all possible prudential preca.utions. Three doctors have already 
annoyed me with worthless prescriptions, and this morning I 
paid their bills and dismissed them ; whereupon, one of them 
revenged himself by maliciously informing me that I should not 
be able to sing a note for one year at least. , 

" To what do they attribute the disease ? " 

** To that attack of scarlet fever, and also to the too frequent 
and severe cauterization of my throat. Time was when like 
other fond fools, I fancied Fate was not the hideous hag that 
wiser heads had painted her, but an affable old dame, easily 
cajoled and propitiated. With Carthaginian gratitude she re- 
pays my complimentary opinion by trampling my hopes and 
aims as I crush these petals, which yield perfume to their 
spoiler, while I could — " 

She put her foot upon the drifting lemon blossoms, and bit 
her lip to keep back the bitter words that trembled on her 
tongue. 

<< Come and sit here on the steps, and confide your plans to 
one whose every scheme %hall be subordinated to your wisheSi 
your happiness." 

Mr. IVIinge attempted to take her hand, but she drew baek 
and repulsed him. 

** Excuse me. I prefer to remain where I am ; and when I «a 
wo fortimate and sagacious as to mature any plans, I shall be 
vore to lock them in my own heart beyond the tender meideii 
of meddling, marplot fortune." 

Her whole face grew dark, sinister, almost dangerous in iti 
Budden transformation, and, leaning against the raHing, she im- 
patiently swept off the snowv lemon leaves. Mr. Micge took 
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die end of her scar^ and as he toyed vdth the fiioge^ bighed 
heavily. 

^ Of course you are forced to abandon your contemplated 
fll$6t^ in Paris?" 

^ Yes. A dihU minus a voice, does not tempt me. Ah ! hoii 
bri^t the fixture looked when I sang for the agent of the Opera- 
House, and found myself engaged for the season. How changed| 
ju>w cheerless all tUngs seem now." 

^Salome, fate is Janus-&kced, and while frowning on you 
smiles benignantly on me. I joyfully hail every obstacle that 
bars your path, hoping that, weary of useless resistance, you 
will consent to walk in the flowery one I have ofiered you. My 
beautiful darling, why will you refuse the — " 

^^ Silence ! I am in no mood to listen to a repetition of sen- 
timents which, however flattering to my vanity, have no power 
to touch my heart. Mr. Minge, I have twice declined the ofier 
you have done me the honor to make ; and while proud of your 
preference, my Saxon is not so ambiguous or redundant as to 
leave any margin for misconception of my meaning." 

<<My dear Salome, I fear your decision has been influenced by 
the consciousness that my poor, petted Constance has occasion- 
ally neglected the courtesies which you had a right to claim 
from the sister of the man who seeks to make you his wife." 

" No, sir ; your sister's sneers, and the petty slights and per- 
secutions for which I am indebted to her fiiend. Miss Suther- 
land, have not sufficient importance to affect me in any degree. 
My decision is based upon the unfortunate fact that I do not 
love you." 

^^ No woman can withstand such devotion as I bring you, ami 
time would soon soften and deepen your feelings." 

" Sir, fQXJL unduly flatter yourself. Neither time nor etomitj 
would change me, and you would do well to remember chat it is 
my voice, sir, — not my hand and heart, — that I offer foi 
■aie." 

" Your stubborn rejection is explicable only by the suppod 
tion that you have deceived me, — that you have already bar 
teced away the heart I long to call my own," 
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^1 wm a miller's child, — yon a millioimaiie , b^t pemif 
me fco remind jon that I allow no imputation on my Teracity, 
Why shoidd I condescend to deceive you ? " 

She petulantly snatched her scarf from the fingers that still 
stroked it caressingly; but an instant later a singular change 
•wept over her countenance, and pressing her hands to h»r 
%mrtf she said in a proud, almost exultant tone, — 

'* Although I deny your right to question me upon this sub 
ject, you are thoroughly welcome to know that I love one man 
■o entirely, so deathlessly, that the bare thought of marrying 
any one else sickens my soul." 

Mr. Minge turned pale, and grasped the carved balustrade 
against which he rested. 

" O Salome I you have trifled." 

'^No, sir. Take that back. I never stoop to trifling; and 
die curse of my life has been my almost fatal earnestness of 
purpose. K I ever deliberated one moment concerning the 
expediency of clothing myself first with your aristocratic 
name, afterwards with satin, velvet, and diamonds, — if I ever 
sUenced the outcry of my heart long enough to ask myself 
whether gilded misery was not the least torturing type of the 
epidemic wretchedness, — at least I kept my parley with Mam-, 
mon to myself; and if you obstinately cherished hopes of final 
success, they sprang from your vanity, not my dissimulation. 
Mark you, I here set up no claim to sanctity, — for indeed my 
sins are Hhick as leaves in Vallombrosa'; but my pedigree does 
not happen to link me with Sapphira, and deceit is not charged 
to me in the real Doomsday Book. Theffc would be more possi' 
ble for me than falsehood, for while both are labelled * wicked,' 
[ could never dwarf and shrivel my soul by the cowardly 
process of mendacity. Mr. Mingo, had I been a trifle lesi 
honest and true than I find myself, I might have impaired my 
self-respect by trifling." 

** Forgivt; me, Salome, if the pain I endure rendered me harsh 
or unjust. My dearest, I did not intend to woimd you, but 
indeed you are cruel sometimes." 

^ Yes; truth is the most savagely cruel of all rude, jugged 
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wiMipons, and leaves ugly gashes and qiuvering nerves ezpawd j 
ftnd these are the hurts that never cicatrize, — that gape and 
bleed while the heart throbs to feed them." 

"TeU me candidly whether the heart I covet belongs to 
that Mr. Granville, who paid you sr.ch devoted a'VtentioD is 
Pteis." 

A short, scornful, mirthless laugh rang sharply on the air^ 
and turning quickly, Salome exclaimed contemptuously, — 

** I said I loved a man, — a true, honest, brave, noble man, — 
not that perfumed, imprincipled, vain, foppish automaton, who 
adorns a comer of the diplomatic apartment where oMachJiB of 
the American embassy * most do congregate ' I Gerard Gran* 
ville is unworthy of any woman's affection, for maugre the in- 
disputable fact that he is betrothed to a fond, trusting girl, now 
in the United States, he had the effrontery to attempt to offer 
his addresses to me. If an honest man be the noblest work of 
God, then, beyond all peradventure, the disgrace of creation is 
centred in an unscrupulous one, such as I have the honor to 
pronounce Mr. Granville." 

Seizing her hands, Mr. Minge carried them forcibly to his lips, 
and said, in a voice that faltered from intensity of feeling, — 

"Is it the hope that your love is reciprocated which bars 
your heart so sternly against my pleadings? Spare me no 
pangs, — tell me all." 

She freed her fingers from his grasp, and retreating a few 
steps, answered with a passionate /noumfrdness which he never 
forgot, — 

**If I were uowered with that precious hope, not all tie 
crown jewels in Christendom and Heathendom could purchaM 
it. Not the proudest throne on that continent of empires thai 
lies yonder to the north, could woo me one hour from the only 
kingdom where I could happily reign, — the heart of the man I 
love. No — no — no ! That hope is as distant as the first star 
up there above us, which has rent the blue veil of heaven to 
gaze pityingly at me ; and I would as soon expect to catch that 
silver sparkle and fold it in my arms as dream that my affec* 
tion could ever be returned. The only man I shall ever lorv 
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eonld not bend his noble, regal nature to the level of mine^ and 
towers beyond me, a pinnacle oi unapproachable purity and per- 
fection. Ah, indeed, he is one of those concerning whom il 
has been grandly said: ^Ths trvly great stand vprighi cu coU 
Wfwnaof tiie temple tohose dmne covers aUy — agaxnst whose pi 
tared stdea fmUtitudea leam^ at whose hose they kneel i^i times 
$f 1/rouhle? Mr. Minge, it is despair that crouches at my lieaii^ 
not hope that shuts its portals against your earnest petition ; fot 
a barrier wider, deeper than a hundred oceans divides me from 
my idol, who loves, and ere this, is the husband of another." 

She did not observe the glow that once more mantled hLi 
cheek, and fired his eyes, until he exclaimed with unusual 
fervor, — 

^ Thank God ! That &ct is freighted with priceless comfoii.*^ 

Compassion and contempt seemed struggling for mastery, aa 
she waved him from her, and answered, impatiently, — 

<* Think you that any other need hope to usurp my monarch V 
place, — ^that one inferior dare expect to wield his sceptre over 
my heart? Pardon me, — 

^ If there were not an eagle in the realm of birds, 
Most then the owl be king among the feathered herds f 

Some day a gentler spirit than mine will fill your home ivith 
musi;, and your heart with peace and sunshine; and, in that 
hour, thank honest Salome Owen for the blessings you owe to 
her candor. I must bid you good-night.'' 

She drew the scarf closer about her head and throat, and 
"lOmed to leave the terrace. 

** Will you not allow me to drive you to-morrow afternoon on 
Uie Marino ? Do not refrise me this izmooent and inexpressiUy 
valued privilege. I will not be denied I Oood-night, my— 
Heaven shield you, my worshipped one 1 Hush I — ^I will hear 
no refusal." 

He stroped, kissed the foLls of the scarf that covered hei 
head, and hurried down the steps of the terrace. 

The g^ory of a Sicilian sunset bathed the face and figure that 
flood a moment under the lemon-boughs, watching the retreat* 
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lug foim which soon disappeared behind clustering pomegi umte^ 
olive, and palm ; and a tender compassion looked out of the 
iaige hazel eyes, and sat on the sad lips that murmured, — 

"Gk)d help you, Merton Minge, to strangle the viper that 
eoils in y our heart, and gnaws its core. My own is a serpent'* 
lair, and I pity the pangs that rend yours abo. But after % 
little while, your viper will find a file, — mine, alas! not until 
4aath arrests the slow torture. To-morrow afternoon I shall be 
— where ? Only God knows." 

She shivered slightly, and raised her beautiful eyes towaidfl 
Uie west, where golden gleams and violet shadows were battling 
for possession of a reef of cloud islets, which dofci/ed the azure 
upper sea of air, and were reflected in the watery //^^ beneath. 

^CburageJ coura||:el 

* Those who have nothing left to hope, 
Have nothing left to dread.' " 



CBAPTER XXIX. 




JXJRIEL, where can I find Miss Dexter ? " 

" She went out on the lawn an hour ago, to re- 
gale herself with what she calls, ^ atmospheric hip- 
pocrsne,' and I have not heard her come in, though she may 
have gone to her room. Pray tell me, doctor, why you wish 
to see my governess? — to inquire concenung my numerous 
peocadiQoes ? " 

Muriel adroitly folded her embroidered silk apron over a 
package of letters that lay in her lap, and affected an air ef 
gayety at variance with her dim eyes and wet lashes. 

^ I shall believe that conscience accuses you of many juve- 
nile impro]>rieties, since you so suspiciously attacK my motives 
and intentions. Indeed, little one, you flatter yourself unduly, 
in imagining that my interview with Miss Dexter necessarily 
fanvoiveB the discussion of her pupiL I merely wish to enlist 
84 



Digitized by 



Google 



098 xmrriL death us do pabt. 

her sympathy in behalf of one of my padentb. Muriel^ I 
would have been mnch more gratified if I had found joxl walk* 
ing with Ler^ instead of moping here ale ne.'' 

** I am not moping." 

The girl bit her full red lip^ and strove to force back Shm 
npidly gathering tears. 

'^ At least you are not cheerful, and it pains me to see tihal 
anxious, dissatisfied expression on a feu^e that should reflect 
only sunshine. What disturbs you ? — the scarcity of Gerard^* 
letters?" 

Dr. Orey sat down beside his ward, and throwing her arms 
around his neck, she burst into a passionate flood of tears. The 
sudden movement uncovered the letters, which slipped down 
and strewed the carpet. 

" Oh, doctor I I am very miserable 1 " 

" Why, my dear child ? " 

^ Because Gerard does not love me as formerly." 

"What reason have you for doubting his affection ? " 

"He scarcely writes to me once a month, and then his letters 
are short and cold as icicles, and full of court gossip and fasliion 
items, for which he knows I do not care a straw. Yesterday I 
received one, — the first I have had for three weeks, — and he 
requests me to defer our marriage at least six months longer, 
as he can not possibly come over in May, the time appointed 
when he was here." 

She hid her face on her guardian's shoulder, and sobbed. 

An expression of painful surprise and stem displeasure 
clouded Dr. Grey's countenance, as be smooth^^d the hair away 
from the girl's throbbing temples. 

** Calm yourself, Muiidl. If Gerard has forfeited your con- 
ftdanee, he is unworthy of your tears. Do you apprehend that 
iuB indifference is merely the result of separation, or have you 
any cause to attribute it to interest in some other person? " 

" That is a question I can not answer." 

"Can not or will not?" 

" I know nothing positively ; but I fear somethingi whidi 
periiaptt I ought not bO mention." 
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^ Throw aside all hesitancy, and talk freely to me. If Graa- 
▼Hie is either £ckle or dishonorable, you should rejoice that the 
discovery has been made in time to save you from life-long 
wretchedness." 

^ If we were only married, I am sure I could win him back 
lo me." 

^ That is a £Bital fallacy, that has wrecked the happiness of 
many women. K a lover grows indifferent, as a huisbaud he 
will be cold, unkind, unendurable. K as a devoted ficm^ 
you can not retain and strengthen his affection, — as a wife 
you would weary and repel him. Have you answered the last 
letter?" 

"No, sir." 

" My dear child, do you not consider me your best friend? " 

"Certainly I do." 

" Then yield to my guidance, and follow my advice. Lose no 
time in writing to Mr. Granville, and cancel your engage- 
ment. Tell him he is free." 

" Oh, then I should lose him, — and happiness,^ forever ! " 
wailed Muriel, clasping her hands almost despairingly. 

" You have already lost his heart, and should be unwilling to 
retain him in fetters that must be galling." 

'* Ah, Dr. Grey ! it is very easy for you who never loved any 
one, to tell me, in that cold, business-like way, that I ought to 
set Gerard free; but you can not realize what it costs to follow 
your coimsel. Of course I know that in everything else you 
are much wiser than I, but persons who have no love affairs of 
iheir own are not the best judges of other people's. He is so 
dear to me, I believe it would kill me to give him up, and 
ftee him no more." 

** On the contrary, you would survive much greater misfor 
tune than separation from a man who is unworthy of you. 1 
can not coerce, but simply counsel you in this matter, and 
should be glad to learn what your own decision is. Do you 
intend to wait imtil Gerard Granville explicitly requesto y OE 
to release him from his engagemei^t ? " 

She winced, and the tears gushed auo'vi. 
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**01i, you are cruel I Yoa are heartless I ** 

*^ No, my dear Muriel ; I am actuated by the truest affertioa 
for my Utile ward, aud desire to snatch her firom future humilia- 
tion. My knowledge of human nature is more extended, mora 
profound than yours, but since you seem unwilling to aTuH 
yourself of my experience, it only remains for you to aoquainl 
me with your determination. Are you willing to tell me Am 
nature of your answer ? " 

^ I intend to accede to Gerard's wish, and will defer the mai 
riage imtil November ; but in the meantime, I shall endeaynr 
to win back his heart, which I believe has been artfully entioed 
from me.'' 

"By whom?" 

She made no reply, and lifting her head from his shoulder, 
Dr. Grey looked keenly into her &ce, and repeated his question. 

"Do not urge me to express suspicions that may possibly be 
unjust." 

" That are entirely unjust, you may rest assured," said heg 
almost vehemently. 

" By what means did you so positively ascertain that fact? " 

" The result will prove. Now, my dear child, you must ac- 
quit me of heartlessness and cruelty when I tell you, that, under 
existing circumstances, I can not and wiU not consent to th^ 
solemnization of your marriage until you are of age. Once the 
conviction that an earlier consummation of your engagement 
was essential to the happiness of both parties, overruled the 
dictates of my judgment, and induced me to acquiesce in your 
wishes ; but subsequent events have illustrated the wisdom of 
my former opposition, and now I am resolved that no argument 
or persuasion shall prevail upon me to sanction or permit yo jr 
marriage until you are tweniy-one." 

With a sharp cry of :hagrin and amazement, Muriel apnuDg 
Ic her feet. 

"You sTirely do not mean to keep me in this tortorSi for 
nearly three years ? I will not submit to such tyranny, even 
ftomDr. Grey." 

"As a Cdthful guardian, I can see no alternative, and fear of 
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faumrring your displeasure shall not deter me from tiie jierfonu 
aaoe of a stem duty to the child of my best and dearest friend 
I must and wiU do what your father certainly would, were b« 
alive. My dear Muriel, control yourself, and io not, by harsh 
epithets and unjust accusations, wound hQ heart that sincere Ij 
loves you To-day, as your guardian, I hearken to the impem 
tive dictates of my conscience, and turn a deaf ear to the plead> 
lugs of my tender affection, which would save you from even 
momentary sorrow and disappointment. Since my decision ia 
irrevocable, do not render the execution of my purpose mora 
painful than necessity demands.'^ 

Seizing his hand, Muriei pressed it against ber flushed cheek, 
And pleaded fisdteringly, — 

** Do not doom your poor little Muriel to such misery. Oh, 
Dr. Grey I dear Dr. Grey, remember you promised my dying 
father to take his place, — and he would never inflict such suffer- 
ing on his child. You have forgotten your promise ! " 

** No, dear child. It is because I hold it so sacred that I can 
not yield to your entreaties ; and I must faithfiiUy adhere to 
my obligations, even though I forfeit your affection. I shaU 
write to Mr. Granville by the next mail, and it is my wish that 
henceforth the subject should not be referred to. Cheer up, my 
child ; three years will soon gUde away, and at the expiration 
of that time you will thank me for the flmmess which you now 
denounce as cruelty. Good-morning. Be sure to think kindly 
of your guardian, whose heart is quite as sad as your own," 

She struggled and resisted, bT;Lt he kissed her Hghtly on the 
forehead, and as he left the room heard her bitter invecdvai 
ftgainst his tyranny and hard-heartedness. 

Crossing the elm-studded lawn, he approached a secluded 
walk, bordered with lilacs and myrtle, and saw the figure of the 
gcivemess pacing to and fro. 

During the four months that had elapsed since his last viidt 
to " Solitude," he scrutinized and studied her character more 
closely than formerly, and the investigation only heightened 
ind intensified his esteem. 

Kg hint of her history had ever passed tlie calm, patient lip% 
•4* 
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which had forgotten how to lau^ and now, as he watched hai 
pale^ melancholy fiEtce, which bore traces of extraordinajy beauty^ 
he exonerated her from all blame in the ruinons decepiion thai 
had blasted more lives than one; and honored the silent him>- 
inn which so securely locked her disappointment in her own 
heart. He knew that consumption was the hereditary scourge 
cf hei fEunily, that she bore in her constitution the &eeds of 
dawly but surely developing disease, and did not marvel at the 
^uiet indifference with which she treated symptoms which ha 
had several times pointed out as serious and dangerous. 

To-day her manner was excited, and her step betrayed very 
nnusual impatience. 

^Miss Dexter, from the frequency of your, cough I am afraid 
you are imprudent in selecting this walk, which is so denselj^ 
shaded that the sun does not reach it until nearly noon. Are 
not your feet damp ? " 

'^No, sir; my shoes are thick, and thoroughly protect them.^ 

She paused before him, and, in her soft, brown oyes, he saw 
a strange, unwonted restlessness, — an eager expectancy that 
surprised and disturbed him. 

^Are you at leisure this morning?" 

** Do you need my services immediately ? " 

She answered evasively; and he noticed that she glanced 
anxiously toward the road leading into town. 

**You will greatly oblige me, if some time during the day, 
you will be so good as to superintend the preparation of some 
ealves'-feet jelly, for one of my poor patients. I would not 
trouble you, but Eachel is quite sick, and the ilsw cook doef 
not understand the process. May I depend upon you ?" 

** Certainly, sir; it will afford me pleasure to prepare the 
JeUy." 

Looking more closely at her hce^ he saw undeniable traces oi 
^^eoent tears, and drew her arm tl trough his. 

** I hope yoa will not deem nie impertinently curious if 1 beg 
joa to honor me with your confidence, and explain the abxiet^ 
which is evidentlv p::eying upon your mind." 
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Embarrassment flushed lier transparent cheek, and i:ker shy 
eyes glanced up uneasily. 

^ At least^ Miss Dexter, permit me to ask whether Muriel ii 
oonnected with the cause of your disquiet ? " 

^ My pupil is, I fear, very unhappy ; but she withholds mudi 
from me since she learned my disapproval of her approaching 
marriage.'' 

^^Will you acquaint me with your objections to Mr. Gran* 
ville?" 

Against Mr. Granville, the gentleman, I have nothing to 
urge ; but I could not consent to see Muriel wed a man, who, I 
am convinced, has no affection for her." 

"Have you told her this? " 

"Bepeatedly; and, of course, my frankness has offended and 
alienated her. Oh, Dr. Grey ! the child totters on the brink 
of a flower-veiled precipice, and will heed no warning. Per- 
haps I should libel Mr. Granville were I to impute mercenary 
motives to him, — perhaps he fancied he loved Muiiel when he 
addressed her, — I hope so, for the honor of manhood ; but the 
glamour was brie^ and certainly he must be aware that he has 
not proper aflection for her now." 

"And yet, she is very lovable and winning." 

"Yes, — to you and to me; but her good qualities are not 
those which gentlemen And most attractive. What is Christian 
purity and noble generosity of soul, in comparison with physical 
perfection? Muriel often reminds me of one whom I loved 
devotedly, whose unselflsh and imsuspicious nature wiought 
the ruin of her happiness ; and from her miserable fate I would 
£un save my pupiL" 

He knew from the tremor of her lips and hands, and thf 
momentary contraction of her fedr brow, to whom she alluded 
and both sighed audibly. 

"My convictions coincide so entirely with yours, that 1 hi^YV 
had an interview with my ward^ and withdrawn my consent to 
her marriage until she is of age." 

" Thank God I In the interim she may grow wiser, oc 
fbrtoitous oocui lence may avert ihe danger we dread." 
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In the brief silence that ensued, the governess seemed deb«t 
ing the expediency of making some revelation ; and, encounteiini 
one of her perplexed and scrutinizing glances, the doctor smiled 
and said, gravely, — 

** I believe I understand your hesitancy ; but I assure /ou 1 
should never forfeit any trust you might repose in me. Tou 
have some cause of serious annoyance, entirely irrespective of 
my ward, and I may bo instrumental in removing it." 

"Thank you, Dr. Grey. For some days I have been can- 
vassing the propriety of asking your advice and assistance ; and 
my reluctance arose not from want of confidence in you, but 
from dread of the pain it would necessarily inflict upon me, 
to recur to events Ipng buried. It is not essential, however, 
that I should weary you with the minutiss of circumstances 
which many years ago smothered the simshine in my life, and 
left me in darkness, a lonely and joyless woman. I have 
resided here long enough to learn the noble generosity of your 
character, and to you, as a true Christian gentleman, I come for 
aid, — premising only that what I am about to say is strictly 
confidential." 

" As such, I shall ever regard it ; but if I am to become your 
coadjutor in any matter, let me request that nothing be kept 
secret, for only entire frankness should exist between those who 
have a common aim." 

A painful fiush tinged her cheek, and the fair, thin &ce, grew 
indescribably mournful, as she clasped her hands firmly over 
his arm. 

**Dr. Grey, when ujascrupulous men or women deliberately 
stab the happiness of a fellow-creature, they have no wounded 
sensibilities, no haimting compunction, — and if remorse finally 
overtakes, it finds them well-nigh callous and indurated; but 
woe to that innocent being who is the unintenUoiial and 
imconscious a&rent for thft ruin of those slx^ loves. T cm.x\ noi 
remember the time when I did not love the only man for whom 
I ever enteitained any affection. He was the playmate of my 
earliest years, — the betrothed of my young maidenhood, — and 
just before my poor father died, he joined our hands and left 
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his blessing on my choice. Povertj was the only barrier co ouf 
onion, but I took a situation as teacher, and hoarded my small 
gains in the hope of aiding my lover, who went abroad with 
% wealthy uncle, and complfn<eu nis education in Germany. I 
knew that Maurice had Owitracted very extravagant and self* 
indulgent habits, — but in the court of love is there any 'high 
crime ' or misdemeanor for which a woman's heart will condemn 
lier'idol? Nay, nay; she -^ill plead his defence against the 
■iem evidence of her owik incomiptible reason ; and, if need 
be, share his punishment, — die in his stead. I denied mysell 
every luxury, and jealously husbanded my small salary, antici- 
pating the happy hour when we might invest it in furniture for 
our little home ; and, indeed, in those blessed days of hope, it 
seemed no hardship, — 

* And joy was duty, and love was law.* 

From time to time our marriage was deferred, but I well 
knew I was beloved, and so I waited patiently, until fortune 
shoidd smile upon me. In the interim I became warmly 
attached to a young girl in the school where I taught, and 
whose affection for me was enthusiastic and ardent. Evelyn 
was an orphan, and the heiress of enormous wealth, which 
she seemed resolved to share with me ; and, more than once, I 
was tempted to acquaint her with the obstacle that debarred 
m€ from happiness. Ah ! if I had only confided in her, and 
trusted her faithful love, how much wretchedness would have 
been averted! But she appeared to me such an impulsive 
child that I shrank from unburdening my heart to her, while 
she acquainted me with every thought and aim of her pure^ 
guileless life. She was singularly, almost idolatro isly fond of 
me, and I loved her very sincerely, for her character was 
eertainly the most admirable I have ever met. 

^ At vacation we parted for three months, and I hurried to 
meet my lover, who had promisf^d to join me in Yermont| 
where my mother had gone to recruit her failing health. For 
the first time Maurice proved recreant, and wrote that impera- 
tive business detained him in New York. Did I doubt him, 
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ereii then? Not in the least; but endeavorei by cheerful 
letters to show him how patiently I could bear the sepatatioD 
that might result in pecuniary advantage to him. My mothei 
looked anxious, and foreboded ill ; but I laughed at her mis> 
givingSy and proudly silenced her warning voice. In the midsf 
of my blissful dream came a lengthy telegraphic dinpatch from 
my young girl-Mend Evelyn, inviting me to hasten to Nen 
York, and accompany her on a bridal tour through Europe. 
In a brief and almost incoherent note, subsequently received, 
•he accidentally omitted the name of her future husband, and 
designated him as ' my prince,' ^ my king,' ^ my liege lover.' 
The same mail brought me a long and exceedingly tender letter 
from my own betrothed, informing me that at the expiration 
of ten days he would certainly be with me to arrange for an 
immediate consummation of our engagement. A railroad acci- 
dent delayed me twenty-four hours, and I did not reach New 
York until the morning of the day on which my friend was 
married. The ceremony took place at ten o'clock, and when I 
arrived, Evelyn was already in the hands of the hair-dresser. 
I was hurried into the room prepared for me, and while waiting 
for my trunk, noticed a basket contauiing some of the wedding 
cards. I picked up one, and you can perhaps imagine my 
emotions, when I saw that my own lover was the betrothed of 
my friend. Dr. Grey, eight miserable years have gone weanly 
over my head since then, but now, in the dead of night, if 1 
shut my eyes, I see staring at me, like the rayless, glazed orbs 
of the dead, that silver-edged wedding card, bearing in silver 
etters — Maurice Carlyle, Evelyn Flewellyn. Oh, blacker than 
ten thousand death-warrants ! for all the hopes of a lifetime 
went down before it. Every ray of earthly light was extun- 
guished in a night of woe that can have no dawn, until the 
day-star of eternity shimmers on its gloom." 

She shuddered convulsively, and the agonized expression of 
her fetce was so painful to behold that her companion averted 
his head. 

^ I was alone with my misery, and so overwhelming was th« 
ihodc that I fidnted. When the hair-dresser came to offer hef 
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•ervioeSy she found m^ Ijing infiensible on the carpet. Hoir 
bitterly, how nnavailingly, have I repronAed myself for my 
fidlnre to hasten to Evelyn, even then, and divriige all. Bui 
with returning consciousness came womanly pride, and I r^* 
iolved to hide the anguish for which I knew there was no cure, 
Am Boon as I was dressed, we were summoned down stairs im 
Vieet the remainder of the bridal party, and there I saw the 
ittan whom. I expected to call my husband talking gayly with 
his attendants. 

^Evelyn impetuously presented me as her 'dearest friend,' 
and, without raising his eyes, he bowed profoundly and tamed 
away. How I endured all I was called to witness that morning 
I know not ; but my strength seemed superhuman. The cere- 
mony was performed in church, and after our return to the 
house, Mr. Carlyle asserted and claimed the right to kiss the 
bridesmaids. There were four, and I was the last whom he 
approached. I was standing in the shadow of the window-cur^ 
tain, which I had clutched for support, and, as he came close to 
me, our eyes met for the first time that day, and I can never, 
never forget the pleading moumfulness, the passionate tender- 
ness, the despair, that filled his. I waved him from me, but 
he seized my hand, and pressed his hot lips lingeiingly to 
mine. Then he whispered, * My only love, my own Edith, do 
not judge till you hear your wretched Maurice. Meet me in 
the hot-house when Evelyn goes to change her dress, and I will 
explain this awful, this accursed necessity.' A few moments 
later he stood with his bride at the head of the table in th« 
breakfast-room, while I was placed close to Evelyn, and the 
mirror opposite reflected the group. I know now it was sinful, 
but, oh ! how could I help it ? As I looked at the reflection in 
the glass, and compared my face with that of the bride, I felt 
my poor wicked heart throb with triumph at the thought that 
my superior beauty could not soon be forgotten, — that, thon^ 
her husband, he was still my lover. Dr. Grey, dv not despise 
me for my weakness, as I should have despisod him for his 
perfidy; and remember that a woman can not in a moment 
rsnoiuLoe alkgiance to a man who is the on-i love of her lift^ 
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They forced me to drink some wine that £red my irain And 
made me reckless, and an homr after, when Manrice came* up 
and offered his arm, inviting me to promenade for a few min* 
«t6S in the hot-house, I yielded and accompanied him. Hit 
told me a tale of dishonorable financial transactions, into which 
li9 had been betrayed solely by the hope of obtaining money 
that woidd enable him to hasten our union ^ but the uttei 
ISulure of the scheme threatened him with disgrace, possibly 
uritli imprisonment, and the only mode of preserving his nams 
from inflEimy, was to possess himself of Evelyn's lai*ge fortune. 
Just as he clasped me in his arms, and vehemently declared his 
deathless affection for me, — his contempt and hatred of hii 
poor childish bride, — I heard a strange sound that was neither 
a wail nor a laugh, a sound unlike any other that ever smote 
my ears, and looking up, I saw Evelyn standing before us.** 

Miss Dexter groaned aloud, and covered her eyes with her 
hatid. 

" Oh, my God I help me to shut out that horrible vision ! If 
I could forget that distorted, deathlike face, with livid lips 
writhing away from the gleaming teeth, and despeiate, wide 
eyes, glaring like globes of flame I She looked twenty years 
older, and from her clenched hands, — her beautiful, exquisite 
hands, — that were wont to caress me so tenderly, the blood 
was dripping down on her lace veil and her white velvet bridal 
dress. How much she heard I know not, for I never saw hei 
again. I swooned in Maurice^s arms, and was carried to my 
own room ; and when I finally groped my way to Evelyn's 
apartment, they told me she had been gone two hours, — had 
■ailed for Europe, leaving her husband in New York. What 
passed in her farewell interview with him none but he and her 
lawyer knew ; but they separated there on condition that his 
Jebts were cancelled. She went abroad with a feithful old 
Scotch woman who had been her nurse, and her husband <x>ld 
the world she was a maniac." 

** Did he tell you so ? Did you believe it ? " exclaimed Dr.. 
Grey, with a degree of vehemence that startled the governess. 

^ I have never seen Maurice Carlyle sinoe that awful hour ir 
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tfi6 hot-house. He came repeatedly to my home, I at T .'^•liitsed 
to meet him, and dozens of his letters have been returned un- 
opened. Once, while I was absent, he obtained an interview 
with my mother, and besought her intercession in his behalf 
pleading for my pardon, and assuring her that, as his wife wafl 
tepelessly insane, he would apply for a divorce, and then clain 
tibe hand of the only woman he had ever loved. I dreaded thi» 
sffect upon Evelyn, and had no means of ascertaining her rea] 
oondition. Soon after, I lost my mother, whose death was 
hastened by grief and humiliation; and, when I had laid her 
down beside my father, I went in search of Evelyn. Several 
times I had attempted to communicate with her, and with Elsie, 
the nurse, but my letters always came back unopened, and bear- 
ing the London stamp. Having been informed that she was in an 
insane asylimi in England, I took the money that had been so 
carefully hoarded for a different purpose and went to London. 
One by one, I searched all the asylums in the United Kingdom, 
and finding no trace of her, came back to America. Finally, on 
the death-bed of Mr. Clayton, her lawyer, who understood my 
great anxiety to discover her, I was told in strict confidence 
that she was perfectly sane, — had never been otherwise, — but 
preferred that the false report in circulation should not be cor- 
rected, since her husband had set it in motion. I learned that 
she was well and pleasantly located somewhere in the East, but 
would never see the feices of either friends or foes, and abso- 
lutely refusea all intercourse with her race. From one of her 
letters (which, a moment after, he burned in the grate) Mr. 
ClayUm read me a paragraph : * The greatest mercy you com 
$how me is to allow me to forget. Henceforth mention no more 
i/ts na/mes of any I ever knew^ a/nd let sUencey like a pally shroud 
aU the past of Vashti.^ He died next day, and since then — " 

The sad, sweet voice, which for some moments had been 
growing more and more unsteady, here sank into a sob, and the 
governess wept freely, while her whole frame shook with the 
violence of long-pent anguish, that now defied sontroL 

" Oh, if I could find her ! K I could go to her and tell her 
all, and exonerate myself I If I could show her that he wm 
•5 
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mine alwajs, — mine long before she ever saw him, — then flL% 
would not think so harshly of me. I know not what explan& 
tion Manrioe gave her, nor how much of our conversation she 
overheard ; and I can not live contentedly, — oh ! I can not di« 
in peace till I see my poor crushed darling, and hear from her 
Kpe the assurance that she does not hold me responsible for hei 
wretchedness. Dr. Grey, I love her with a pitying tenderness 
that transcends all power of expression. Perhaps if Maurice 
had ever loved her, I could not feel as I do towards her ; for a 
woman^s nature tolerates no rival in the affection of her lover, 
and, unprincipled as mine proved in other respects, I know that 
his neart was always unswervingly my own. My dear, noble 
Evelyn ! My pure, loving little d^u-ling I All ! I have wearied 
heaven with prayers that God would give her back to my 
arms.'* 

Unable to conceal the emotion he was unwilling she should 
witness, Dr. Grey disengaged his arm and walked away, striving 
to regain his usual composure. 

Did the governess suspect the proximity of her long-lost 
friend ? If she claimed his assistance in prosecuting her search, 
what course would duty dictate ? 

Retracing his steps, he found that she had seated herself on 
a bench near one of the tallest lilacs, and having thrown aside 
her quilted hood of scarlet silk, her care-worn coimtenance was 
fiilly exposed. 

She was gazing very intently at some object in her hand, 
which she bent over and kissed several times, and did not per 
ceive his approach until he stood beside her. 

** Dr. Grey, I believe my prayer has been heard, and th^t at 
last 1 have discovered a clew to the retreat of my lost Evelyn, 
Last week I went to a jewelry store in town, to buy a locke* 
which I intended as a birthday gift for Muriel. Several cus- 
tomers had preceded me, and while waiting, my attention wa« 
attracted towards one of the workmen who uttered an impatient 
ejaculation and dashed down some article upon which he was 
at work. As it fell, I saw that it was an oval ivory minia^.ire, 
90CpiDallj surrounled with very large handsome pearls, thf 
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greater portion of which the jeweller had remoTf d ani placed 
in a cimaU glass bjwl that stood near him. I leaned down to 
examine the miniature, and though the paint was blurred and 
ladedy it waa impossible to mistake the likeness, and you cannot 
realize the thrill that ran along my nerves as I recognized the 
portrait of Evelyn. So great was my astonishment and delight 
that I must have cried out, for the people in the store all turned 
and stared at me, and when I snatched the piece of ivory from 
the work-table, the man looked at me in amazement. Yery 
incoherently I demanded where and how he obtained it, and, 
beckoning to the proprietor, he said, ^ Just as I told you ; thit 
has turned out stolen property.' Then he opened a drawer and 
took from it a similar oval slab of ivory, and when I looked a( 
it and saw Maurice's handsome face, my brain reeled, and I grew 
so dizzy I almost fell. ^ Madam, do you know these portraits ? ' 
asked the proprietor. 

" I told him that I did, — that I had seen these jewelled mini- 
atures eight years before on the dressing-table of a bride, and I 
implored him to tell me how they came into his possession. 
He fitted them into a dingy, worn case, which seemed to have 
been composed of purple velvet, and informed me that he pur- 
chased the whole from an Irish lad, who asserted that he picked 
it up on the beach, where it had evidently drifted in a high 
tide. On examination, he found that the case had indeed becQ 
saturated with sea-water, but the pearls were in such a remark- 
able state of preservation that he doubted the lad's statement. 
He had bought the miniatures in order to secure the pearls, 
which he assured me were unusually fine, and to satisfy limself 
concerning the affair had advertised two ivory miniatures, and 
invited the owners to come forward and prove property. After 
the expiration of a week, he discontinued the notice, and finally 
ordered the pearls removed from their gold frames. When I 
had given him the names of the originals, he consented that I 
Bhould take the portraits which were now worthless to him, and 
gave me also the name of the boy. It was not until two days 
afterward that I succeeded in firding Thomas Donovan, a lad 
about fourteen years old, whose mother Phabe is a laundreiRi^ 
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«nd dfiOB up Haces and fine muslins. When I called and stated 
ihe object of my Tisit he seemed much confused, but sullenly 
repeated the assertion made to the jeweUer. Yesterday I wenl 
tgain and had a long conversation with his mother, who must 
be an honest soul, for she assured me she knew nothing of the 
IMtter, and would investigate it immediately. The boy was 
ibsent, but she promised either to send him here this morning 
or oome in person, to acquaint me with the result. I offered a 
reward if he would confess where he obtained them ; and if he 
proved obstinate, threatened to have him arrested. Now, J>r. 
Grey, you can understand why I hare so tediously made a full 
revelation of my past, for I wish to enlist your sympathy and 
claim your aid in my search for my long-lost friend. These 
portraits inadequately represent the fascinating beauty of one 
of the originals, and the sweetness and almost angelic purity of 
the other." 

She held up the somewhat defaced and faded miniatures foe 
the inspection of her companion, but scarcely glandiDg at them^ 
he said, abstractedly, — 

" You are sure they belonged to Mrs. Carlyle ? '* 

" Yes. As she put on her diamonds just before going down 
stairs she showed me the portraits in her jewelry casket, where 
she had also placed a similar one of myself. Ah I at this in- 
stant I seem to see her beaming &ce, as she bent down, and 
sweeping her veil aside, kissed my picture and Maurice's.'* 

** Do you imagine that she is in America ? " 

** No ; I fear she is dead, and that these were stolen finom the 
old nurse. Who is that yonder ? Ah, yes, — Phcebe Donovan. 
Now I shaU hear the truth." 

Forgetting her shawl, and unmindful of the &ct that the sun 
was streaming full on her head and face, she hurried to meet 
the woman who was ascending the avenue, and very soon they 
•ntered the house. 

A quarter of an hour elapsed ere Phoebe came out, and walked 
rapidly away; and, unwilling to prolong his suspense. Dr. Grey 
went in search of the governess. 

He met her in the hall, and saw that she was equipped for a 
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wmlk. Her cheeks were scarlet^ her brown ejes ail agloiw witk 
eager expectation, and her lips twitched, as she exclaimed, — 

** (Ml, doctor, I hope everything ; for I learn that the pictij:ei 
were found on the lawn at ^ Solitude,' where Phoebe was onoe 
hired as cook ; and she recognized the case as the same she had 
one daj seen on a writiog-desk in the parlor. The boy confessed 
that he picked it up from the grass, and, after taking out th« 
contents, soaked the case in a bucket of salt-water. Phiebe aayi 
the pictures belong to Mrs.|perome, the gray-headed wcman 
who owns that place on tJie beach, and I am almost tempted to 
believe she is Elsie, who may have married again. At all 
events, I shall soon know where she obtained the portraits." 

" You are not going to ' Solitude ' ? '' 

" Yes, immediately. I can not rest till I have learned alL 
God grant I may not be mocked in my hopes." 

The unwonted excitement had kindled a strange beauty in 
the whilom passive &ce, and Dr. Grey conld for the first time 
realize how lovely she must have been in the happy days of 
eld. 

" Miss Dexter, Mrs. Gerome will not receive you. She sees 
no visitoiti, not even ministers of the gospel." 

'^She must — she shall — admit me ; for I will assure her that 
life and death hang upon it." 

"How so?" 

" K Evelyn is alive, and I can discover her retreat, I will 
urge her to go to her husband, who needs her care. You know 
Mrs. Gerome, — she is one of your patients. Come with me, 
and prevail upon her to receive me." 

In her eagerness she laid her hand on his arm, and even then 
noticed and wondered at the crimson that suddenly leaped into 
his olive face. 

"Some day I will give you good reasons for refusing jom 

equest, which it is impossible for me to grant. If you an 

resolved to hazard the visit, I will take you in my buggy aa 

hi as the gate at * Solitu ie,' and when you return will confer 

with you concerning the result. Just now, I can promise at 

inore." 

«5* 
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An expression of disappointment clouded her brow. 

^ I had hoped that you would sympathize with and je move 
Interested in my great sorrow." 

^ Miss Dezteri my interest is more profound, more intense^ 
I you can imagine, but at this juncture circumstances forbV 
its expression. My buggy is at the door." 



CHAPTER XXX. 




I VEN at mid-day the grounds around " Solitude " were 
sombre and chill, for across the sky the winds had 
woven a thin, vapory veil, whose cloud-meshes seemed 
fine as lace-work; and through this gilded netting the sun 
looked hazy, the light wan and yellow, and rified of its custom- 
ary noon glitter. 

Following one of the serpentine walks, the governess waa 
approaching the house, when her attention was attracted by the 
gleaming surface of a tomb, and she turned towards the pyra- 
midal deodars that were swayiug slowly in the breeze, — 

^^ Warming their heads in the sun, 
Checkering the grass with their shade,*' 

and photographing fringy images on the shining matijle. 

A broad circle of violets, blue with bloom, surrounded a 
•exangular temple, whose dome was terminated by a mural 
erown and surmounted by a cross. The beautifully fiolished 
pillars were fluted, and wreathed with carved ivy that wound 
mp to the richly-sculptured cornices, where poppies clustered 
and tossed their leaves along the architrave ; and, in the centre, 
visible through all the arches, rose an altar, bearing two angels 
with fingers on their lips, who guarded an exquisite 'im thai 
•ras 3T.Bcribed " cor cordivany 

Beneath the eastern arch, that directly fronted the 80% were 
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two steps leading into the mausoleum, and, as Aliss Dexter 
stood within, she saw that the floor was arranged with slabs for 
only two tombs close to the altar, one side of which bore in 
foldsL traoeiy, — 

^Slaie Mddean^ 68. Atnious AmicarumJ** 

Around the base of the urn were scattered some fresh ger» 
niam-leayes, and very near it stood a tall, slender, Yenetiao 
glass irnse filled with odorous flowers, which had evidently 
been gathered and arranged that day. 

For whom had the remaining slab and opposite side of tht 
altar been reserved? 

The heart of the governess seemed for a moment to forget its 
functions, then a vague hope made it throb fiercely; and rapidly 
the anxious woman directed her steps towards the house, that 
seemed as silent as the grave behind her. 

The hall door had swung partially open, and, dreading that 
she might be refused admittance if she rang the bell, she availed 
herself of the lucky accident (which in Elsie's lifetime never 
happened), and entered unchallenged and unobserved. 

From the parlor issued a rather monotonous and suppressed 
sound, as of some one reading aloud, and, advancing a few 
steps, the governess stood inside the threshold. 

The curtains of the south window were looped back, the blincj 
thrown open, and the sickly sunshine poured in, lighting the 
easel, before which the mistress of the house had drawn an 
Ottoman and seated herself. 

To-daj, an air of imwonted negligence marked her appear- 
auoe, usually distinguished by extraordinary care and tast«^ 

Her white merino robe de chambre was partially angtrded| 
and the blue tassels trailed on the carpet ; her luxuriant hair 
instead of being braided and classically coiled, was gathered in 
three or four large heavy loops, and fastened rather loosely by 
the massive silver comb that allowed one long tress to straggle 
across her shoulder, while the folds in front idipped low oii hei 
temples and forehead. 
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Intentlj contemplating her work, she leaned her cheek cft 
ber hand, and only the profile was visible from the door, as Am 
lepeated, in a subdued tone, — 

*^ I gtanch with ice my hnrning breast, 
With silence balm my whirling brain, 
O Brandan t to this hour of rest, 
That Joppan leper's ease was patn.** 

The easel held the largest of many pictures, upon which ibc 
had laviahed time and study, and her present work was a wide 
stretch of mid-ocean, lighted by innumerable stars, and a round 
glittering polar moon that swung mid-heaven like a globe of 
silver, and shed a ghostly lustre on the raging, ragged waves^ 
above which an Aurora Borealis lifted its gleaming arch of 
mysterious white fires. 

On the flowery shore of a tropic isle, under clustering boughs 
of lime and citron, knelt the venerable figure of Saint Brandan, 
— and upon a towering, jagged iceberg, whose crystal clifi[s and 
diamond peaks glittered with the ghastly radiance reflected from 
arctic moon and boreal flames, lay Judas, pressing his hot palms 
and burning breast to the frigid bosom of his sailing sapphire 



No hideous, scowling, red-haired arch-apostate was this painted 
Iscariot, — but a handsome man, whose features were startlingly 
like those in the ivory miniature. 

It was a wild, dreary, mournful picture, suggestive of melan* 
choly mediseval myths, and most abnormal phantasms; and 
would more appropriately have draped the walls of some flagel- 
lating ascetic's cell, than the luxuriously fvimished room tha% 
BOW contained it. 

Bending forward to deepen the dark circles which suffering 
and remorse had worn beneath the brilliant eyes of the apostk^ 
the lonely artist added another verse to her quotation, — 

"Once every year, when carols wake 
On earth the Christmas night's repose, 
^rjMTig from the sinner's lake 
I journey to these healing taumuJ* 
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Hi6 motion loosened a delicate white lily pinned at her throat| 
iikd it fell npon the palette, sullying its pnrity with the dark 
paint to which its petals clung. She removed it, looked at ita 
defiu»d loveliness, and tossed it aside, saying moodily, — 

^Typical of our souls, originally dowered with a stainlen 
Had wedl-nigh perfect holiness, but drooping dust-ward oontun* 
■ally, and onee tainted by the fiedl, — Chugging ^e corruption tiuil 
ruined it** 

As the govemeas looked and listened, a half-perplexed, half - 
frightened expression passed over her countenance, and at length 
she advanced to the arch, <uid said, tremblingly, — 

^ Can I have a few moments' conversation with Mrs. Chrome, 
on important business ? ^ 

**'M,j God! am I verily mad at last? Because I called up 
Judas, must I also evoke the partner of his crime ? '' 

With a thrilling, almost blood-curdling cry Mrs. Gerome had 
leaped to l«r feet at the sound of Miss Dexter's voice, and, 
dropping palette and brush, confronted her with a look of horroi 
and hate. The quick and violent movement shook out her 
oomb, and down came the folds of hair, falling like a silver 
cataract to her knees. 

Bewildered by memories which the &ce and form recalled, 
the governess looked at the shinijig white locks, and her lipa 
blanched, as she stanmiered, — 

** Are you Mrs. Grerome ? ** 

Her scarlet hood had &Ileii back, disclosing her wealth of 
golden hair ; and, gazing at her thin but still lovely features, 
rouged by a hectic glow that lent strange beauty to the wide, 
brown eyes, Mrs. Gerome answered, huskily, — 

^ I am the mistress of this house. Who is the woman who 
has the audacity to intrude upon my seclusion, and vividly i» 
mind me of one whose hated lineaments have cursed my mem- 
ory for years? Woman, if I believed she had the effrontery to 
thrust herself into my presence, I should fear that at thia 
instant I am aflOdcted with the abhorred sight of Edith Dextern 
than whom a legion of devils would be more welcome t ^ 

The name lell hissingly from her stem mouth, fid when ihf 
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■hook back the hair that drooped over her brow, the gray 
globe-like eyes glittered as polished blue steel under some fitlb^ 
Bght. 

A IjWy half-stifled cry escaped the governess, and springing 
ferward she feU on her knees and grasped the white hands that 
^lad clutched each other. 

** Evelyn I It must be Evelyn I despite this gray hair and 
Iran, chuiged £skoe I and I could never mistake liiese beautiful 
beautiful hands — unlike any others in the world! Evelyn, 
my lost darling I o\ I thank Crod I have found you before I 
diel'» 

She covered the cold fingers with kisses, and pressed her &C€i 
to a band of the floating hair; but with a gestae of loathing 
Mrs. Chrome broke away, and retreated a few steps. 

" How dare you come into my presence ? Goaded by a desire 
to witness the ruin you helped to accomplish ? Your audacity 
at least astounds me; but fate decrees you the enjoyment of its 
reward. Lo I here I am ! Behold the gray shadow of what 
was once a happy, confiding girlt Behold in the desolate, 
lonely woman, who hides her disgrace under the name of Agla 
Qerome, that bride of an hour, that Evelyn whose hearf you 
stabbed I Does the wreck entirely satisfy you ? What more 
oould even fiendish malevolence desire? " 

^ Evelyn, you wrong me. For mercy's sake do not upbraid 
and talmt me so unjustly ! " 

In vain she held out her hands imploringly, while tears rolled 
over her crimsoned cheeks, and sobs impeded her utterance. 
Mm. Chrome laughed bitterly. 

**WhatI I wrong you? Have you gome mad, instead of 
jroor victim? Miss Dexter, you and I can scarcely aJSbrd to deal 
in mocV tragedy, and though you make a pretty picture kneeling 
there, 1 have no mind t.^ paint you yonder, where I put your 
colleague, Judas. Is it not a good likeness of your lover, as he 
looked that memorable day when the broad banana-leaves over- 
ihadowed his handsome head ? " 

« She rapped the canvas with her clenched hand, and continuM^ 
fa aooents of indescribable scorn, — 
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''Do jou kneel as penitent or petitioner? You come ta 
omye mj pardon, or my husband ? " 

The gOYomess had bowed her &ce almost to the carpet, like 
■ome fragile flower borne down by a sudden flood; but now she 
rose, and, throwing her head back proudly, answered with fim 
jet gentle dignity, — 

** Of Mrs. Chrome I crave nothing. Of Evelyn Oarlyk 1 
demand justice ; simply bare justice." 

^Justice! You are rash. Miss Dexter, to challenge &te^ 
fer, were justice meted out, the burden would prove more in- 
tolerable to you than that King Stork whom Zeus sent down as 
a Nemesis to quiet clamorous frogs. Justice, let mm tell you, 
long ago fled from this hostile and inhospitable earth anu took 
refuge beyond the stars, where, please God, you and I shall one 
day confront her and get our long-defrauded dues. Justice ? 
Nay, nay I the thing I recognizo as justice would crush you 
utterly, and you shoidd flee to the Ultima Thule to avoid it. 
I divine your mission. You come as envoy-extraordinary from 
my honorable and chivalric husband, to demand release from the 
bonds that doom me to wear his name and you to live without 
that spotless sBgis? Since my fortune no longer percolates 
through the sieve of his pocket, and legal quibbles can not now 
avail to wring thousands from my purse, he desires a divorce, 
in order to remove to your fair wrists the fetters which have 
proved more galling to mine than those of iron.'' 

** Evelyn, insult must not be heaped upon injury. As Ood 
hears me, I tell you solemnly that you have seen your husband 
since I have. Upon Maurice Carlyle's fiice I have never looked 
tiuce that fiital hour when I last saw yours, ghastly and rigid, 
against the background of guava-boughs. From that day until 
this, I have neither seen, nor spoken, nor written to him.'' 

** Then why are you here, to torment me with the sight of 
your £3kce, which would dai'ken the precincts of heaven, if I 
met it inside of the gates of pearl ? " 

^I have oome to exonerate myself from the aspersions that 
in your frenzy you have cast upon me. Evelyn, I am here to* 
pcoTB that my wrongs are greater than yours, — and if either 
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■hoold crave pardon, it woMd best become you to sue for ii at 
my hands. But for you, I should have been a happy wife,— 
blessed with a devoted husband and fond mother ; and now in 
my loneliness I stand for vindication before her who robbed ine 
«f every earthly ho|>e, and blotted all light, all verdure, aO 
beauty from my life. You had known Maurice Carlyle six 
waeks, when you gave him your hand. I had grown up at hia 
tide, — had loved, trusted, prayed, and labored for him^ — had 
been his promised wife for seven dreary year^ of toil and sepa- 
ration, and was counting the hours until the moment when lis 
would lead me to the altar. Ah, Evelyn, — " 

A violent spell of coughing interrupted the governess, and 
«rhen it ended she did not complete the senience. 

Impatiently Mrs. Gerome motioned to her to continue, and, 
turning her head which had been averted, the hostess saw thai 
*ier guest was endeavoring to stanch a stream of blood that 
trickled across her lips. Involimtarily the former started for- 
ward and drew an easy-chair close to the slender figure which 
leaned for support against the comer of the pwu>» 

** Are you ill ? Pray sit down." 

^ It is only a hemorrhage from my lungs, which 1 have long 
had reason to expect." 

Wearily she sank into the chair, and hastily pouring a glass of 
water from a gilt-starred crystal ca/rafe^ standing on the centre- 
table, Mrs. Gerome silently offered it. As the governess drained 
and returned the goblet, a drop of blood that stained the rim 
fell on the hand of the mistress of the house. 

Miss Dexter attempted to remove it with the end of her 
^laid shawl, but her companion drew back, and taking a daintyi 
terfimied handkerchief from her pocket, shook out its folds and 
said, hastily, — 

\ ^ It is of no consequence. I see your handkerchief is alreiMii/ 
latnrated ; wi*^ y\iu accept mine ? " 

Without waiting for a reply, she laid it on the lap of ths 
fisitor, and left the room. 

Soon after, a servant brought in a basin of water and towaZ% 
idiich she placed on the table, and then, without (^uestioD of 
comment, wittidrew. 
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Some time elapsed before Mrs. Gerome re-entered the p«rlor| 
bearing a glass of wine in her hand. Miss Dexter had bathed 
her fitoOy and, looking up, she saw that the gray hair had been 
carefully coiled and fastened, and the flowing merino belted t\ 
the waist ; but the brow wore its heavy cloud, and the arch of 
the Up had not unbent. 

**Ihope you are better. Permit me to insist upon your 
firing this wine.'' 

She proffered it, but the governess shook her head, and team 
ran down her cheeks, as she said, — 

** Thank you, — but I do not require it; indeed I could not 
swallow it." 

The hostess bowed, and, placing the glass within her reach, 
walked to the window which looked' out on the marble mauso 
leum, and stood leaning against the cedam facing. 

Five, ten minutes passed, and the silence was only broken by 
the ticking of the bronze clock on the mantelpiece. 

** Evelyn." 

The voice was so sweet, so thrilKng, so mournfully pleading, 
that it might have wooed even stone to pity; but Mrs. Gerome 
merely glanced over her shoulder, and said, frigidly, — 

"Can I in any way contribute to Miss Dexter's comfort? 
The servants tell me there is no conveyance waiting for vou* 
hilt, since you seem too feeble to walk away, my carriage is at 
your service whenever you wish to return. Shall I order it ? " 

"No, I will not trouble you. I can walk ; and, after a little 
while, I will go away forever. Evelyn, do you think me utterly 
unprincipled ? " 

A moment passed before she was answered. 

** While you are in my house, courtesy forbids the expresiioa 
gf my opinion of to or character." 

** Oh, Evelyn, my darling ! God knows I have not merited 
this harshness, this cruelty from your dear hands. Eight tedioufli| 
miserable years I have searched and prayed for you, — have 
elung to the hope of finding you, of telling you all, — of hearing 
yoiir precious lips utter those words for which my ears have so 
long ached, ^ Edith, I hold you guiltless of my wretchedneBS. 
86 
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But at lasty when my search ib succesbfiil, to be browbeaten, 
derided, denoTinced, insulted^ — oh, this is bitter indeed I This 
is too hard to be borne ! " 

Her anguish was uncontrollable, and she sobbed iloud. 

Across Mrs. Grerome's white lipe crept a quiver, and over her 
ftoieii features rose an unwonted flush ; but she did not moye % 
■rascle, or suffer her ejes to wander from the cross and crown 
on ELde^s tomb. 

** Evelyn, I believe, I hope (and may Grod forgive me if I sin 
In hoping), that I have not many years, or perhaps even months 
to live ; and it would comfort me in my dying hour to feel that 
I had laid before you some facts, of which I know you must be 
ignorant. You have harshly and unjustly prejudged me, — have 
steeled yourself against me ; still I wish to tell you some things 
that weigh heavily upon my aching, desolate heart Will yov 
allow me to do so now ? Will you hear me ? " 

There was evidently a struggle in the mind of the motionless 
woman beside the window, but it was brief, and left no trace in 
fhe cold, ringing voice. 

** I will hear you." 

Slowly and impressively the governess began the narrative, 
rf which she had given Dr. Grey a hasty r^mMi^y and when she 
mentioned the midnight labors in which she had engaged, the 
copying of legal documents, the sale of her drawings, the hoard* 
ing of her salary in order to aid her mother and her betrothci, 
and to remove the obstacles to her marriage, Mrs. Oerome sat 
down, and, crossing her arms on the window-sill, hid her &oa 
apon them. 

XJnflin'^hingly Miss Dexter detailed all that occurred after 
ker arrival in New York ; and finally, approaching the window, 
■be insisted that her listener should peruse the last letter 
leoeived from her lover, and cx>ntaining the promise that within 
ten days he would come to claim Lis bride. But the lovely 
hand waved it aside, and the proud voice exclaimed impar 
tiently,— 

^ I need n^ additional proof of his perfidy, which, beyond 
•ontroversy, was long ago established. Go on I go on 1 " 
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Upon all that followed the ceremony, — the departure of the 
wife, — and her own despairmg grief^ the governess dwelt 
with touching eloquence and pathos ; and, at hsty as she spokt 
of her fruitless journey to England, — her sad search tlirougb 
the insane asylums, — Mrs. Chrome lifted ter queenly head, 
and bent a piercing glance upon the speaker. 

All I what a hungry, eager expression looked out shyly fh»m 
hes whilom hopeless eyes, when, with an imperious gesture, 
■be silenced her visitor, and asked, — 

** You spent your hard earnings, not in trmuieaUy or pre 
parations for housekeeping; but hunting fer me in lunatie 
asylums ? Suppose you had found me in a miid-house ? '' 

<< Then I should have become an inmate of the same gloomy 
walls ; and, while you lived, should have shared with &ithfu] 
Elsie the care and charge of you. God is my witness, I had 
resolved to dedicate my remaining years to the task of cheering 
and guarding yours. Oh, Evelyn ! not until we stand in the 
great Court of Heaven can you realize how sincerely, how 
tenderly, and unwaveringly, I love you. My darling, how 
can you distrust my faithful heart ? " 

She sank on her knees, and, throwing her arms around the 
tall, slender form, looked with mournful, beseeching tendemen 
at the haughty features above her. 

For a moment the proud, pale £Etce glowed, — the great 
shadowy eyes kindled and shone like wintry planets in some 
crystalline sky ; but doubt, murderous, cynical doubt grappled 
with hope, and strangled it. 

« Edith, I wish I could believe you. I am struggling de» 
perately to lay hold of the fluttering garments of faith, but 
I can not I Suspicion has walked hand in hand with me so 
long that I can not shake off her numbing touch, and I distms' 
aM human things, save the dusty heart that moulders yondar 
in my old Elsie's grave." 

She pointed to the white ^lumns of the temple, and hes 
the uplifted fingers feU heavily on Edith's shoulder. 

^Go on« I wish to learn whose treachery beaajtd tht 
fMTOt of my retnat." 
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Preflsinglier feTcrish lips to the hand she admircxl so enthtud 
astioalljy Miss Dexter resumed her recital of what had occurred 
since her journey to London, and finally ended it with an 
account of her removal to ^ Grassmere,' and of the discoTery of 
the miniatures that guided her to ^ Solitude.' 

A long pause followed, and a heavy sigh, only partialij 
•mothered, indexed the contest that raged under Mrs. G^ro^me^i 
calm exterior. 

** Edith, would you have inferred from Dr. Grey's manner 
that he was not only acquainted with my history, but yours \ 
at least, so far as it intersected mine ? Did he famish no hint^ 
no clew, that aided you in your search ? " 

**None whatever. On the contrary, he ^p^)eared so preoc* 
oupied, so abstracted, that I reproached him with indifference 
to my troubles. It is not possible that he knew all, while 
I briefly summed up a portion of the past." 

" At that moment he was thoroughly cognizant of everything 
that I could tell him. But, at least, one honorable, trustworthy 
man yet graces the race ; one pure, incorruptible, and consistent 
Christian remains to shed lustre upon a church that can no- 
where boast his peer. I confided all to Dr. Grey, and he has 
kept the trust. Ah, Edith, if you had only reposed the same 
confidence in me, during those halcyon days of our early friend- 
ship, — days that seem to me now as far off, as dim and imreal, 
as those starry nights when I lay in my little crib, dreaming 
of that mother whose f3EU5e I never saw, whose smile is one 
of the surprises and blessings reserved for eternity, — how dif- 
ferent my lot and yours might have been ! Why did you not 
trust me with your happy hopes, your lover's name and diffi* 
culties? How differently I would have invested that fortune, 
which proved our common ruin, and doomed three lives to 
iselessness and woe. To-day you might have proudly worD 
^e name that I utterly detest; and I, the outcast, the wan- 
derer, the tireless, friendless wai^ drifdng despairingly down 
ihe tide of time, — even I, the unloved, might have been, no« 
a idlitoEy cambernr^not a household ipas^ — but why tacnt 
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fthe hideous Actual with a hlessed and beautiful Impcwaiblet 
Ah| truly, truly, — 

* What might haye been, I know, is not : 
What must be, must be borne ; 
But ah 1 what hath been will not be f oigot, 
Neyer, oh t never, in the years to follow 1 * " 

She closed her eyes and seemed pondering the past^ and 
mutely the governess prayed that hallowed memories of ther 
former affection might soften her apparently petrified heart. 

Edith saw a great change overspread the coimtenancf , but 
eoidd not accurately interpret its import; and her own heart 
began to beat the long-rolL 

The heavy black eyelashes lying on Mrs. Crerome's marble 
cheeks glistened, trembled, ^d tears str>le slowly across 
her fece. She raised her hand, but dropped it in her lap, 
and frowned slightly and sighed. Then she lifted it once more, 
and looking through the shining mist that magnified her splen- 
did eyes, she laid her fingers on the golden head of the kneeling 
woman. 

^ You and I have innocently wronged and ruined each other ; 
you with your beauty, I with my accursed gold. Time was 
when at your bidding I would have laid my throbbing heart 
at your feet, provided I could thereby save you one pang; 
for I loved you as women very rarely love one another. But 
now, lonely and hopeless, I have lost the power, the capacitj 
to love anything, and I have no heart left in my bosom. I ao- 
quit you of much for which I formerly held you responsible, 
and I honor the purity of purpose that forbade your receiving 
khe visits or letters of him who must . one day answer for oui 
urorthless lives. I fully forgive you the suffering that made 
me prematurely old ; but my affection is as dead as all my girlish 
hopes, and buried under the crushing years that have dragged 
themselves over my poor, proud, pain-bleached head. You 
are more fortunate, more enviable than I, for you have *he 
eomfortiiig anticipation of a speedy release, the j>recious vusur* 
anoe that your torture will ere ^ong be ezided; while I mual 
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front the prospect of perhaps fourscore and ten jean; fori 
despite mj ivory skin and fever-blanched locks, I am madden- 
inglj healthj. Friend of my childhood, friend of my happy, 
•oony, sinless days, I cordially congratulate you on jovx 
tf proaching deliverance. €k)d knows I would pay you my 
fcnanei if I could innocently and successfully inject into my 
veins and lungs the poison tiiat will soon rob you of care and 
tegret. If I was harsh to-day^ forgive and forget it, for nothing 
rankles in the grave ; and now, Edith, go away quickly, before 
I repent and recant the words I here utter. God comfort you, 
Edith Dexter, and remember that I hold you guiltless of my 
wrecked destiny." 

^ Oh, Evelyn 1 add one thing more. Say, ^ Edith, I love 

fOU.*** 

A strangely mournful smile parted Mrs. G^eiome's perfect 
lips over her dazzling te^th, as ^e pushed the kneeling figure 
from her, and said coldly, — 

*^ Rise, and leave me. I love no living thing, brute or human, 
for even my faithful dog lies buried a few yards hence. Maurice 
treated my warm, loving nature, as Tofana did her unsuspecting 
victims, and for that slow poison there is no antidote. The 
sole interest I have in life centres in my art, and when death 
merdfuUy remembers me, some pictures I have patiently 
wrought out will be given to the public; and the next genera- 
tion will, perhaps, — 

* Hear :^e world applaud the hollow ghosfe, 
Which blamed the Uving woman,' 

■nd^ smiling grimly in my coffin, I shall echo, — 

*' Hi^lier to come, and to sleep, 
Under the wings of renown.' " 

Both rose, and the two so long divided faced each other aoi^ 
fOwfWly. 

^Dear Evelyn, do not hug despair so stibbomly to jooz 
bosom. You might brighten your solitary existence if jcm 
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w<nild| and be oompaiativoly happy in tJiis lovely 86Mid« 
home." 

^You think ^Solitude' a very desirable and beaatifiil le* 
treat? Do you remember the gay raiment and glittering jeweli 
that covercKi the radiant bride of Giacopone di Todi? On« 
day an accident at a public festival mangled her mortallyi 
fOid when her gorgeous garments were torn off, lo I 

* A xobe ol sackdoth next the Bmooth, white skin.' ^ 

A tadden pallor crept over the delicate face of the goTemesi^ 
and, folding her hands, she exclaimed with passionate vehe- 
mence, — 

** I can not, I must not shrink from the chief object of my 
yisit here. I came not only to exonerate myself^ but to plead 
for poor Maurice." 

Mrs. Gerome started back, and the pitiless gleam came in- 
Btantly into her softened eyes. 

^^Do not mention his name again. I thought you had neither 
seen nor heard from him." 

** I must plead his wretched cause, since he is denied the 
privilege of appealing to your mercy. Evelyn, my friendu 
write me that he is almost in a state of destitution. Only last 
night I received this letter, which I leave for your perusal, 
and which assures me he is in want, and, moreover, is danger- 
ously ill. Who has the right, the privilege, — whose is the 
duty, imperative and stem, to hasten to his bedside, to alleviate 
his suffering, to provide for his needs? Yours, Evelyn Carlyle^ 
and yours aJone. Where are the marriage vows that you 
matched from my lips eight years ago, and eagerly took upon 
your own? Did you not solemnly swear in the presence of 
heaven and earth to serve him and keep him in sickness 
and, forsaking all others, to hold him from that day forwaru 
for better, for worse, until death did part ye ? Oh, Evelyn f 
do not scowl, and turn away. However unworthy, he is your 
husband in the sight of God and man, and your wedding oath 
calls you to him in this hour of his terrible need. Can you 
deep peacefully, knowing that he U tossiDg with parozyama 
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of pain, and perhaps htrngering and tnirsting for that which 
yon could readily supply? If it were right* — if I dared, I 
would hasten to him; but my conscience inexorably forbidf 
the thought, and consigns my heart to torture, for which there 
is no name. Tou will tell me that you provided once, twice^ 
for all reasonable wants, — that he has recklessly ^uandered 
liberal allowances. But will that satisfy your consciuice , while 
jou still possess ample means to aid him? Will you permit 
the man whose name you bear to live on other charity than 
your own, — and finally, to fill a pauper's grave ? Oh, Evelyn ! 
was it for this that you took my darling, my idol, from my 
clinging, loving arms ? "Will you see his body writhing in 
the agony of disease, and his precious, immortal soul in fearful 
jeopardy, while you stand afar off, surroimded by every luxury 
that ingenuity can suggest, and gold purchase ? Oh, Evelyn ! 
be merciful ; do your duty. Like a brave, true, though injured 
woman, go to Maurice, and strive to make him comfortable ; 
to lighten, by your pardon, his sad, heavily laden heart. By 
your past, your memories of your betrothal, your hopes ol 
heaven, and above all, by your marriage vows, I implore you 
to discharge your sacred duties." 

A bitter smile twisted the muscles about Mrs. Gerome's 
mouth, as she gazed into the quivering, eloquent face of her 
companion, and listened to the impetuous appeal that poured 
go pathetically over her burning lips. 

<< Edith, you amaze me. Is it possible that after all your 
injuries you can cling so fondly, so madly, to the man who 
slighted, and himiiliated, and blighted you ? " 

*^ Ah I you are his wife, and I am the ridiculed and pitied 
victim of his flirtation, so says the world ; but my aifectioa 
outlives yours. Evelyn, I have loved him from the tisM 
when I can first recollect ; I loved him with a deathless devo- 
tion that neither his unwcrthiness, nor time, nor eternity can 
conquer; and to-day, I tell you that he is dear to me, — dear 
to me as some precioi^s corpse, over which a gr9.vestone has 
gathered moss for eight weary, dreary years. The angels in 
hearen would not blush for the feeling in my hefirt towardf 
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IfanriM Carljle; and the €k>d who must soon judge m« 
wiU not condemn the puie and sacred love I cherish for tho 
QiAy man who could ever have been my husl mdy but whom 
I have resolutely refused to see, even when the world believed 
jou dead. I can not go to him, and comfort^ and provide foi 
him now ; but, in the name of God, and your oath, and if not 
for your own sake, at least for his and for mine, I ask you 
once more, Evelyn Carlyle, will you hasten to your erring 
bat unhappy husband ? '' 

Her scarlet cheeks and lips, her glowing brown eyes, and 
waving yellow hair, formed a singular contrast to the colorlessi 
cold face of her listener; whose steely gaze was fixed on the 
distant sea, that lay like a beryl mirror beneath the hazy sky. 

When the sound of the sweet but strained voice had died 
away, Mrs. Grerome turned her eyes towards the govemesSi 
and answered, — 

^ I will do my duty, no matter how revolting." 

<<ThankGodl When will you go ? '* 

**IfataU,atonce." 

" Evelyn, when you come home, will you not let me see you, 
now and then, and win my way back to my old place in your 
dear heart ? Oh I my pale, peerless darling, do not deny me 
this.'* 

^^Home? I have no hone. My heart is grayer than my 
head, — and your old niche is fiill of dust, and skeletons, and 
murdered hopes. Let me see you no more in this world ; and 
oerhaps in the Everlasting Best I shall forget my hideous past^ 
which your face recalls." 

^^ Oh, my poor bruised darliTig ! do not banish me," wailed the 
governess, endeavoring to fold her arms about the queenly 
form, which silently but effectually held her back. 

^ At least, dear Evelyn, let me kiss you once more, in token 
diat you cherish no bitterness against me." 

• Good-by, Edith. I hold you innocent of my injuries. May 
Cod help you, and call us both speedily to our dreamless sleep 
under moss and marble." 

She bent down^ and with firm, icy Iqps, lightly touched ihm 
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finehead of the governess, and walked away, unheeding the 
\ of tears with which the frigid caress was welcomed. 

** And I think, in the liyes of most women and men, 
Theresa a moment when all would go imocth and «f M| 
If only the dead could find out when 
To oome back, and be forgiven." 



CHAPTER XXXL 




IAD AM, are you aware that you breathe an infected 
atmosphere? — that this building is assigned to 
small-pox cases ? Pray do not cross the threshold.'^ 

The superintendent of the hospital laid aside his pipe, and ad- 
vanced to meet the stranger whose knock had startled him from 
a poaUprcmdial doze. 

^^ I am not afraid of contagion, and came to see the patient 
who was brought here yesterday from No. 139 Elm Street.^' 

** Have you a permit to visit here ? '* 

" Yes ; you will find it on this paper, given me by the propei 
authorities." 

"What is the name of the person you desire to see ? " 

The superintendent opened a book that lay on the tablf 
beside him, and drew his finger up and down the page. 

«*Ma.iriceCarlyle.'* 

"Ah, yes, — I have it now. Maurice Carlyle, Ward 3, — « col 
No. 7. Madam, may I ask, — '' 

"No, sir; I have no inclination to answer idle queatiMUi 
Will you show me the way, or shall I find it? " 

" Certainly, I will conduct you ; but I was about to remark 
that a death has just occurred in Ward No. 3, and I am undef 
the impression that it was the Elm Street case. Madam, yoi 
look fiidnt ; shall I bring you a glass of water? ^ 

^No. Show me the body of the dead.'* 
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^ Tilis way, if you please." 

He walked down a dim, low-yaidted passage, aud ponsed at 
^ entrance of a room lined with cots, where the nurse was 
dowly passing from patient to patient. 

* Nurse, shew this lady to cot No. 7.'* 

Swiftly the tall figure of the visitor glided down tl 9 toem^ 
aad placing her hana on the arm of the nurse, she aaii 
huskily, — 

^^ Where is the man who has just died? Quick! do not 
keep me in suspense." 

** There, to the right ; shall I uncover the face ? " 

Under the blue check coverlet that was spread smoothly ovei 
the cot, the stiff outlines of a human form were clearly defined ; 
and, when the nurse stooped, the stranger put out one arm and 
iield him back, while her whole frame trembled violently. 

** Stop I be good enough to leave me." 

The attendant withdrew a few yards, and curiously watched 
the queenly woman, who stood motionless, with her fingen* 
dghtly interlaced. 

She was dressed in a gray suit of some shining fabric, and a 
long gossamer veil of the same hue nung over her features 
After a few seconds she swept back the veil, and, as she beni 
forward, a stray sunbeam dipped through the closed shutters, 
and flashed across a white, horror-stricken fietce, crowned with 
clustering braids of silver hair. 

She shut her eyes an instant, grasped the coverlet, and drew 
it down ; then caught her breath, and looked at the dead. 

It was a young, boyish face, horribly swollen and distortod| 
and coarse red locks were matted around his brow and temples. 

« Thank God, Maurice Carlyle still lives." 

She involuntarily raised her hands towards heaven, and the 
tvpression of dread melted from her countenance. 

Slowly and reverently she re-covered the corpse, and a^ 
poached the nurse. 

** I am aeaf ching for my husband. Which co^ is No. 7 f *• 

**That on your lefb, — next to the dead." 

ICnL Carlyle turned, And g^iaed at the bloated orimson i 
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of disease that writhed on the narrow bed, and a long sbuUcf 
crept over her, as she endeavored to discover in that loath- 
■ome hideous visage some fistmiliar feature — some trace of tha 
auui]/ beauty that once rendered it so fisi^cinating. 

Xlie swollen blood-shot eyes stared vacantly at the ceiling, and^ 
vhile delirious muttering fell upon the ears of the visitor, she 
m^ that his cheeks were somewhat lacerated, and his hands, 
partially confined, were tearing at the inflamed flesh. 

She shivered with horror, and a groan broke from her pitying 
heart. 

^ What an awful retribution ! My €k>d, have mercy upon 
him I He is sufficiently punished." 

Drawing her perfumed lace handkerchief from her pockety 
she leaned over and wiped away the bloody foam that oozed 
across his lips, and lifting his hot head turned it sufficiently to 
expose the right ear, where a large mole was hidden by the thick 
hair. 

" Maurice Carlyle I But what a fearful wreck ? " 

She covered her eyes with her hand, and moaned. 

The nurse came nearer, and said hesitatingly, — 

^^ Madam, surely he is not your husband ? His clothes art 
abnost in tatters, while yours are — ahem ! — " 

^^ Spare me all comments on the comparison. Can I obtain a 
comfortable, quiet room, in this building, and have him removed 
to it at once ? You hesitate ? I will compensate you liberaUyi 
will pay almost any price for an apartment where he can at 
least have silence and seclusion. '^ 

" We can accommodate you, but of course if the patient is car 
ried from this ward to a private room, we shall be compellod to 
charge extra." 

*' Charge what you choose, only arrange the matter an 
pomptly as possible. How soon can you make the change ?" 

** In twenty minutes, madam." 

The nurse rang for an assistant, to whom the necessary la 
fltmctions were given, and in the mterim Mrs. Carlyle leaned 
•gainst the cot, and broshed away the flies that buzzed about the 
pitiable viotims. 
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Two men carried the sufTerez up a flight of steps, and ere 
bng he was transferred to a large oomfortable bed in an airj 
irell-ftimished apartment. 

The removal had not been completed more than an hour, 
irhen the surgeon made hia evemng roimd, and followed th« 
f«tient to his new quarters. 

He paused at sight of the elegantly dressed woman who sat 
beside the bed, and said, stammeringly, — 

^ I am informed that No. 7 is your husband, and that yoa 
have taken charge of his case, and intend to nurse him. Bats 
you had small-pox ? " 

«No,«ir." 

** Ma^lam, you run a fearful risk.'* 

"I fully appreciate the hazard, and am prepared to incur it. 
Do you regard this case as hopeless ? " 

" Not altogether, though the probabilities are that it will ter- 
minate fatally." 

" I have had too little experience to warrant my undertaking 
the management of the case, and, while I intend to remain here, 
I wish you to engage the services of some trustworthy nurse who 
understands the treatment of this disease. Can you recommend 
«ich a person ? " 

^^ Yes, madam ; I can send you a man in whom I have entire 
confldence, and fortunately he is not at present employed. If 
you desire it, I will see him within the next hour, and give him 
all requisite iostructions about the patient." 

"Promptness in this matter will greatly oblige me, and 1 
wish, to spare no expeuse in contributing to the comfort and 
restoration of the sufferer. As I am utterly unknown to you, 
I prefer to place in your hands a sufficient amount to defray all 
izicidental expenditures." 

8he laid a roll of bills upon the table, and as Dr. Clingm<ia 
counted them, she added, — 

" It is possible that I may be attacked by this disease, though 
I have been repeatedly vaccinated ; and if I should die, pleaae 
fecollect that you will And in my purse a memorandum of ibt 
87 
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disposifcion I wish made of 1117 body, — also the addreta of 1117 
agent and banker in New-Tork City.*' 

With mingled curiosity and admiration the physician looked 
at the pale, handsome woman, who spoke of death as coldly 
and nnconcemedly as of to-morrow's sun, or next month's 
jiuon* 

^ Madam, allow me to ask if you have no Mends in tLk 
d^, — lio relatives nearer than New York? " 

^ None, sir. It is my wish that our conversation should be 
confined to the symptoms and treatment of your patient." 

Dr. Clingman bowed, and, after writing minute instructioni 
upon a sheet of paper left on the mantelpiece, took his de- 
parture. 

Securing the door on the inside, Mrs. Oarlyle threw aside 
her bonnet and wrappings, and came back to the sufferer on the 
bed. 

Eight years of reckless excess and dissipation had obliterated 
every vestige of manly beauty from features that disease Xixm 
rendered loathsome, and the curling hair and long beard were 
onkempt and grizzled. 

Leaning against the pillow, the lonely woman bent over to 
scmtinize the distorted, burning face, and softly took into hex 
cool palms one hot and swollen hand, which in other days she 
had admiringly stroked, and tenderly pressed against her cheek 
and lips. How totally unlike that countenance, which, handsome 
as ApoUyon, had looked down at her on her bridal day, and 
fondly whispered — " my wife." 

Memory mercilessly broke open sealed chambers in that 
•retched woman's heart, and out of one leaped a wail thai 
made her tremble and moan, — " Oh, Evelyn, my wife, forgive 
your husband." 

81owly compassion began to bridge the dark gulf of separA- 
iion and hate, and as the wife gazed at the writhing form of her 
husband, her stony face softened, and tears ga.thered in the large^ 
mournful eyes. 

^Ah^ Mauzioel This world has proved a huge cheat to yi>a 
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ftnd to me, — «iid well*nigh cost us all peace in the next Dna 
My husband, jet my bitterest foe, — my first, my lasc, my on^y 
love t If I could reoaU one throb of the old affection, one atom 
of the old worshipping tenderness and deyotion, — but v % hai 
withei^; my heart is scorched and ashen, — and neither love 
nor hope haimts its desolate ruins. Poor, polluted, down- 
trod ien idol I Maurice — Maurice — my husband, I liave 
ooma. Evelyn, your wife, forgives you, as she hopes for pardon 
at the hands of her Qod." 

Kneeling beside the bed, with her snowy fingers clasped 
around his, she bowed her head, and humbly prayed for his 
loul, and for her own ; and, when the petition ended, that peace 
which this world can never give, — which had so long been 
Bxiled, fluttered back and brooded once more in her storm-riven 
heart 

Softly she lifted and smoothed the long tangled hair that 
ilung to his forehead, and tears dripped upon his scarlet feice, as 
ihe said; brokenly, — 

^^TiU death U8 do pa/rti Poor Maurice! Deserted and 
lespised by your former parasites. After long years, my vows 
bring me back in the hour of your need. Crod grant you life, 
to redeem your past, — to save your sinful soul from eternal 
ruin." 

Suns rose and set, weary days and solemn nights of vigil suc- 
eeeded each other, and t^)« ssly the wife and hired nurse 
watched the progress of the dreadful disease. Occasionally Mr. 
Carlyle talked deliriously, and more than once the name of 
Edith Dexter hung on his lips, and was coupled with tenderer 
terms than were ever bestowed on the woman who wore his 
own. Bending over his pillow, the pale watcher heard and 
aoied all, and a sad pitying smile curved her mouth now and 
then, as she realized that the one holy love of this man's life 
triumphed over the wreck of fortune, health, and hope, and 
kept its hold upon the heart that long yeara before had sold 
ttaelf to Lucifer. 

Sleeplessly, fiuthfiiUy, she went to and *to in that dark- 
ened room, whose atmosphere was tainted by infection, an^ 
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at last B^we lound ner rei^arcL The crisis was safely paAaed| uui 
■Le was assured the patient would recover. 

The apartment was so dimly lighted that Mr. Carlyle took 
little notice of his attendants, but one afternoon when the aursc 
had gone to procure some refreshments, the sick man turned on 
his pillow, and looked earnestly at the woman who was en 
gaged in writing at a table near the bed. 

« Mrs. Smith.'' 

Mrs. Carlyle rose and approached him. 

** Are you Mrs. Smith, — my landlady ? " 

** No, sir. I am merely your nurse.'* 

** My nurse ? What is the matter with me ? " 

" Small-pox, — but the danger is now over." 

^Small-pox! Where did I catch it? Am I still in Elm 
Street?" 

" No, sir ; you are in the hospital." 

Shading his inflamed eyes with his hand, he mused for somA 
moments, and she saw a perplexed and sorrowful expression 
cross his features. 

" Is there any danger of my dying ? " 

** That danger is past." 

" What is your name ?" 

** Mrs. Gerome." 

^ Stand a little closer to me. I find I am almost blind. 
Mrs. Gerome ? Your voice is strangely like one that I have 
not heard for many years, — and it canies me back, — back — 
to — " He sighed, and pressed his fingers over his eyes. 

After a few seconds, he said, — 

" Do give me some water. I am as parched as Dives." 

She lifted his head and put the glass to his lips, — and yika\» 
be drank, his eyes searched her face, and lingered admiringly 
on her beautiful hand 

** Are you a regular nurse au this hospital ? " 

** I am engaged for your case." 

^^ I see no pock-marks on your skin ; it is as smooth aa ivorf 
Shall I escape as lightly?" 

^ It IB impossible to telL Here comes your dinner.'' 



Digitized by 



Google 



XTNTIL DEATH US DO PAKT. . i37 

He caught her arm, and gazed earnestly at her. 

** Is your hair really so white, or is it merely an iLxision y 
mj inflamed eyes ? " 

^ There is not a dark hair in my head; it is as white u 
mow." 

While the nnrse prepared the food and arranged it on Uw 
table, Mrs. Carlyle hastily collected several articles scatteifwi 
about the apartment, and sofily opened the door. 

Standing there a moment, she looked back at the flgnre c^m 
fortably elevated on pillows, and a long sigh of relief ciossed 
her lips. 

** Thank God I I have done my duty, and now he needs me 
no longer. Next time I see your face, Maurice Carlyle, I hope 
it will be at the last bar, in the final judgment ; and then may 
the Lord have mercy upon us both." 

The words were breathed inaudibly, and, closing the door 
gently, she hurried down the steps and in the direction of a 
small room which Dr. Clingman had converted into an office. 

As she entered, he looked up and pushed back his spectacles. 

"What can I do for you?" 

**A little thing, which will cost you no trouble, but will 
greatly oblige me. Doctor, I have found you a kind and sym 
pathizing gentleman, and am grateful for the delicate considera- 
tion with which you have treated me. Mr. CarJy'e is beyond 
danger, and I shall leave him in your care. When he is suffi- 
ciently strong to be removed, I desire that you will give bim 
(his letter, whioh contains a check payable to his order. There^ 
examine it, and be so good as to write me a receipt." 

Silently he complied, and when she had re-enclosed the check 
and sealed the envelope she placed it in his hand. 

" Dr. Clingman, is there any other place to which small pox 
'cases can be cainried ? . To-day I have discovered some flymptomf 
of the disease in mj own system, and I feel assured I shall )m 
ill before this time to-morrow." 

** My dear madam, why not remain here ? *' 

* Because I do not wish to be d^«covered W Mr. Carl;^ e^ and 
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forced to meet him again. I prefer tc suffer, and, if meed b« 
die, alone and unknown." 

^ If you will trust yourself to me, and to a MtUhl femak 
nurse whom I can secure, I promise jou, upon my honor aa a 
gentleman, that I will allow no one else to see you, living oi 
dead. My dear madam, I beg you to reconsider, and remaiii 
where I can watch over, and perhaps preserve your life, 1 
dreaded this. You are feverish now." 

Wearily she swept her hand across her forehead, and a dreaiy 
smile flitted over her wan features. 

<< My life is a worthless, melancholy thing, useless to othersi 
and a crushing burden to me ; and I might as well lay it down 
here as elsewhere. I lux^ept your promise. Dr. Clingman, and 
hope you will obtain a room in the quiet and secluded portion 
of the building. If I should be so fortunate as to die, do not 
foxget the memorandum in this purse. I leave my body in your 
care, my soul in the hands of Him who alone can give it rest." 

«< The bozden of my days is hard to bear, 
But God knows best; 
And I have prayed, — but vain has been my prayer, — 
For rest — for rest. " 



CHAPTER XXXn. 




Hiss DEXTEE, have you succeeded in seeing Mim. 
(Jerome since her return ? " 

^^No, sir; she obstinately refuses to admit me^ 
Ibough I have called twice at the house. Yesterday I received 
a letter in answer to several that I have addressea vo her, all of 
which she returned unopened. Since you have already learned 
00 much of our melandioly history, why should I hesitate to 
acquaint you with the contents of her letter ? You know tbe 
•Igect of ber journey north| and I will read you the result." 
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The gOTemeiis dre^ a letter from her pockety and Dr. Qttvj 
leaned bis &oe on his hand and listened. 

"SoLiruDE, May KhA, 18— w 
**jEdUhy — No lingering vestige of affection, no remorseftf 
feendemess, prompted that mission from which I have recently 
letnmed, and only the savage scourgings of implacable dat} 
oould have driven me, like a galley-slave, to my hated task. 
The victim of a horrible and disfiguring disease which so com* 
pletely changed his coimtenance that his own mother would 
scarcely have recognized him, — and the tenant of a charity hor 

pital in the town of ^ I found that man who has proved the 

Upas of your life and of mine. During his delirium I watched 
and nursed him — not lovingly (how could I?) but fidthfiilly, 
kindly, pityingly. When all danger was safely passed, and his 
clouded intellect began to clear itself, I left him in careful 
hands, and provided an ample amount for his comfortable 
maintenance in coming years. I spared him the humiliation 
of recognizing in his nurse his injured and despised wife ; and, 
as night after night I watched beside the pitiable wreck of a 
once handsome, fascinating, and idolized man, I fiilly and freely 
forgave Maurice Carlyle all the wrongs that so completely 
stranded my life. To-day he is well, and probably happy, while 
he finds himself possessed of means by which to gratify his 
extravagant tastes ; but how long his naturally fine constitution 
can hold at bay the legion of ills that hunt like hungry wolves 
•long the track of reckless dissipation, €k>d only knows. 

** For some natures it is exceedingly difficult to forgive, - - td 
fbzgel^ impossible; and while my husband's abject wretched- 
ness and degradation disarmed the hate that has for so many 
years rankled in my hearty I could never again look willing^ 
upon his face. Edith, you and I have nothing in common bu 
miserable memories, which, I b^ you to believe, are sufficientl}* 
vivid, without the torturing adjunct of your countenance} 
therefore, pardon me if I decline to receive your visi t^ and 
return the letters that are quite as welcome and cheering to mj 
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eyes as the little shoes and garmenxd of the long-Luried dead U 
the mother, who wotdd fain look no more upon the harrowing 
relics. I do not wish to be harsh, but I must be honest, and 
our intercourse can never be renewed in this woild. 

" In bygone days, when I loved you so fondly and trusted 
you so fully, it was my intention to share my fortune with you; 
And, since I find that you have not forfeited my confidence in 
the purity of your purposes, such is still my wish. I enclose a 
draft on my banker, which I hope you will deem sufficient to 
enable you to abandon the arduous profession in which you 
have worn out your life. If I can feel assured that I have been 
instrumental in contributing to the peace and ease of the years 
that may yet be in store for you, it will serve as one honeyed 
drop to sweeten the dregs of the cup of woe I am draining. 
Edith, do not refuse the only aid I can offer you in your loneli- 
ness ; and accept the earnest assurance that I shall be grateful 
for the privilege of promoting your comfort. Affection and 
trust I have not, and a few paltry thousands are all I am now 
able to bestow. By the love you once professed, and in the' 
name of that compassion you should feel for me, I beg of yon, 
despise not the gift ; and let the consciousness that I have saved 
you from toil and fatigue quiet the soul and ease the heart of a 
lonely woman, who has shaken hands with every earthly hope. 
I have done my duty, my conscience is calm and contented, and 
I sit wearily on the stormy shore of time, waiting for the tide 
that will drift into eternity the desolate, proud soul of 

"Yashti Cablyle." 

Tears rolled over the governess* cheeks, and, refolding the 
letter, she said, sorrowfcdly, — 

** My poor, heart-broken Yashti ! She has resumed the nami 
which old Elsie gave her because it was her mother's; and how 
noumfully appropriate it has proved. I could be happy if 
permitted to spend the residue of my days with her ; but she 
decrees otherwise, and I have nc alternative but submission im 
her imperious wilL** 
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Dr. Grey did not lift his face where the shadow of a great^ 
Toioeless grief hung heavily, and his low tone indexed ileep and 
painftd emotion, when he answered, — 

^I sincerely deplore her unfortunate decision, for isolation 
>iily augments the ills from which she suffers. Many monthi 
AftTe elapse^i since I saw h'^r last, but Eobert Maclean told ma 
•o-day that sho was sadly changed in appearance, and seemed in 
feeble health. She did not tell you that she had been danger- 
ously ill with varioloid, contracted while nursing her husband. 
Although not in the least marked or disfigured, the attack must 
have seriously impaired her constitution, if all that Robert tells 
me be true. Since her return, one month ago, she has not left 
her room." 

" Dr. Grey, exert your iofluence in my behalf, and prevail 
upon her to admit me.*^ 

" Miss Dexter, you ascribe to me powers of persuasion which, 
unfortunately, I do not possess; and Mrs. Carlyle's decree is 
beyond the reach of human agency. To the few who are ear- 
nestly interested in her welfare, there remains but one avenge 
of aid and comfort, — faithful, fervent prayer." 

"Perhaps you are not aware of the exalted es ii Ate she 
places on yoxir character, nor of the value she attaches to your 
opinions. Of all living beings, she told me she reverenced and 
trusted you most ; and you, at least, would not be denied access 
to her presence." 

She could not see the tremor on his usually firm lips, nor the 
pallor that overspread his face, and when he spoke his grav* 
▼oice did not betray the tumult in his aching heart. 

** I am no longer a visitor at * Solitude,' and shall not see its 
mistress unless she requires my professional aid. While I am 
very deeply interested in her happiness, I could never coii^eni 
tc intrude upon her seclusion." 

" I know my days are numbered, an& after a little while I 
shall sleep well under the ancient cedars that shade the head« 
stones of my father and mother ; but I could die more cheer- 
fullv, more Joyfully, if Evelyn would only be coKiforted, toki 
•ooept some human friendship," 
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^For some weeks you haye Beemed so much beti»r that ) 
hoped warm weather woxdd quite relieve and invigorate jonu 
Spend next winter in Cuba or Mexico, and it will probably add! 
many months, possibly years, to your life." 

She omiled, and shook her head. 

^This beautiM springtime has temporarily baffled the di» 
laae, but for me there can be no restoration. Day by day I feet 
ihe ebbing of strength and energy, and the approach of my 
deliverer, death ; but I realize also, what the Centaur uttered to 
Melampus, * I decline unto my last days calm as the setting of 
the constellations; but I feel myself perishing and passing 
quickly away, like a snow-wreath floating on the stream.' " 

As he looked at the thin, pure face where May sunshine 
streamed warm and bright, and marked the perfect peace that 
brooded over the changed features. Dr. Grey was reminded of 
the lines that might have been written for her, so fiilly "were 
they suited to her case, — 

" I saw that one who lost her k)ve in pain, 

Who trod on thorns, who drank the loathsome cap; 
The lost m night, m day was found again; 

The fallen was lifted up. 
They stood together in the blessed noon, 

They sang together through the lengtii of days; 
Each loving face bent sunwards, Uke^a moon 

New-lit with love and praise." 

** My Mend, the shadows are passing swiftly from your life, 
and, in the mild radiance of its close, you can well afford to 
forget the storms that clouded its dawn." 

"Forget? No, Dr. Grey, I neither endeavor nor desire to 
forget the sorrows that first taught me the emptiness of earthly 
things, the futility of human schemes, — that snapped the frail 
feed of flesh to which I clung, and gave me, instead, the blessed 
support, the inunovable arm of an everlasting €k>d. Ah I that 
woman was deeply versed in the heart-lore of her own sex, wha 
(▼rots^ — 
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* When I remember something which I had, 
But which is gone, and I mast do without, 



When I remember something promised me, 
But which I never had, nc jan haye now, 

Because the promiser we no more see 
In countries that accord with mortal tow; 

Whsn I remember this, I mourn, — but yet 

My happier days are not the days when I forget' ** 

^ If Mrs. Carlyle possessed a tithe of your £sdth and pbilosc^' 
phy, how serene, how tranquilly useful her future jears mi^t 
prove." 

*^ In God's own good time her trials will be sanctified to her 
eternal peace, and she will one day glide from grief to glory, 
for she can claim the promise of our Lord, ^The pure in heart 
shall see €k>d.' No purer heart than Yashti Carlyle's throbs 
this side of the throne where seraphim and cherubim hover.'' 

In the brief silence that succeeded, the govehiess observed 
the unusually grave and melancholy expression of her com- 
panion's countenance, and asked, timidly, — 

^^Has anything occurred recently to distress or annoj 70a f 
You look depressed." 

*^ I feel inexpressibly anxious about Salome, concerning whose 
flEtte I can learn nothing that is comforting. In reply to my letter, 
urging him to make every effort to ascertain her locality and 

condition. Professor Y writes, that he is now a confirmed 

invalid, confined to his room, and unable to conduct the search 
for his missing pupil. She left Palermo on a small vessel bound 
for Monaco, and her farewell note stated that aJ attempts to 
discover her retreat would prove futile, as she was resolved 
to preserve her incognito, and wished her friends in America 
lo remain in ignorance of her mode of life. Professor Y 
Buroiises that she is in Paris, but gives no good reason for the 
conjecture, except that she possibly sought the best medical 
advice for the treatment of her throat and recovery of her 
voice. HiR last letter, received yesterday, informed me that one 
vi Salome's most devoted admirers, a Bostonian of 



Digitized by 



Google 



4U msrriL death bo vs part. 

wealth, was so deeply grieved hj her inexplicable diflappoarauot 
that he was diligently fiearching for her in L^hom and Mo 
naco. She left Palermo alone, and with a comparatiYely empt} 
purse.'' 

^ Dr. Grr^y, are you aware of the suspicions which Mnriel hat 
ong enterudned with reference to Mr. G:unyille's admiraticNi 
of Salome, and the efforts of the latter to encourage his atten- 
tions?" 

^ I have very cogent reasons for believing that however amei^ 
able to censure Mr. Granville doubtless is, MuriePs distrust of 
Salome is totally unjust. K she were capable of the despicable 
course my ward is disposed to impute to her, I should cease to 
feel any interest in her career or fate ; but I cherish the convic- 
tion that she would scorn to be guilty of conduct so ignoble. 
Her defects of character I shall neither denj mor attempt to 
palliate, but I trust her true womanly heart as I trust my own 
manly honor; and a stem sense of justice to the absent con- 
strains me to vindicate her from Muriel's hasty and unfounded 
aspersions. So strong is my faith in Salome's conscientiousness, 
so earnest my friendship for her, that since the receipt of Pro- 
fessor Y 's letter I have determined to go immediately to 

Europe, and if possible discover her retreat. My sister's 
adopted child must not and shall not suJSer and struggle among 
strangers, while I live to aid and protect her." 

Miss Dexter rose and laid her thin, feverish hand on his arm, 
while embarrassment made her voice tremble slightly, — 

** I am rejoiced to learn your decision, and God grant yon 
speedy success in your quest. Do not deem me presumntuoufl 
or impertinent if, prompted by a sincere desire to see yoa 
happy, I venture to say, that he who lightly values the pur^ 
tender, devoted love of such a woman as Salome Owea,— 
tramples on treasures that would make his life afQnent and 
blessed — that neither gold can purchase nor royalty ^ompeL 
Under your guidance, moulded by your influence, she would 
become a noble voman, — of whom any man might jui»tlj 
be proud." 
^ Fearful that she had alreacfy incurred his displeasure, and ii» 
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wiDing to meet his eye, she turned quickly and nuidA .er escape 
through the open door. 

In the bright glow of that lovely spring day, the calm face 
nf XJlpian Grey seemed scarcely older than on the afternoub 
whtm he came to make the farm his home ; and though pal^r 
iod ciphered over by the leaden finger of anxiety, it indexed 
dttk of the long, fierce strife, that conscience had waged with 
bcttrt. 

Lighter and more impulsive natures expend themselvee in 
ipasmodic and violent ebullitions, but the great deep of thii 
man's serene character had never stirred, until the one migiity 
love of his life had lashed it into a tempest that tossed his hopes 
like searjfroth, and finally engulfed the only rosy dream of wed- 
ded happiness that had ever fiushed his quiet, solitary, sedate 
existence. 

ELaving kept his heart in holy subjection to the law of Christ, 
he did not quail and surrender when the great te^nptation rose, 
bearing the banner of insurrection ; but sternly and dauntlessly 
fronted the shock, and kept inviolate the citadel, garrisoned by 
an invincible and consecrated will. 

The yearning tenderness of hil^ strong, tranqxdl soul, had en- 
folded Mrs. Carlyle, drawing her more and more into the pene- 
tralia of his affection ; but from the hour in which he learned 
her history he had torn away the clinging tendrils of love, — 
had endeavored to expel her from his heart, and to stifie its 
wail for the lost idol. 

Week after week, month after month, he had driven every 
day within sight of the blue smoke that curled above the trees 
at ** Solitude," but never even for an instant checked his horse 
to gaze longingly towards the Eden whence he had Tolrctarilj 
exiled himself. 

There were hours when his heai^- ached for the sight ct thai 
white fia,ce he had loved so madly, and the sound of the 
mournfully sweet voice, — and his hand trembled at the reeol- 
Usction of the soft, cold, snowy fingers, tbat once thrilled hi« 
palms; bat he treated these utterances of his heart as merd 
88 
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lenly as the liunter who cheers his dogs in the chase ^rheie tint 
death-cry of the victim rings above bark and halloo. 

No wall of division, no sea of separation, would have proved 
•o effectual, so irjsurmountable, as his own firm resolve thai his 
Mrthly path should never cross that of one whom GoJ'«i 
•t»tutes had set apart until death annulled the decree. In tliis 
tortuiing ordeal he was strengthened by the conviction that he 
alone suffered for his folly, — that Mrs. Carlyle was a stranget 
te feelings that robbed him of sleep, and clouded his days, — 
that tho heaving tide of his devoted love had broken against 
her frozen heart as idly as the surges of the sea that die in 
foam upon the dreary, mysterious ruins of the Serapeon at Poz- 
suolL 

In the silent watches of the night, as he pondei-ed the brie^ 
beautiful vision that had so completely fascinated him, be reve- 
rently thanked God that the woman he loved had never reci- 
procated his affection, and was not sitting in the ashes of deso 
lation, mourning his absence. Striving to interest himself more 
and more in Stanley and Jessie, who had become inordinately 
fond of him, his thoughts continually reverted to Salome, and 
that subtle sympathy which springs from the " fellow I^emg," 
that makes us " wondrous kind " to those whose pangs are fierce 
as ours, began &intly and shyly, but surely, to assert itself. 
A shadowy, intangible self-reproach brooded like a phantom 
over his generous heart, when, amidst the uncertainty that 
seemed to overhang the orphan's fate, he remembered the num- 
berless manifestations of ajnost idolatrous affection which ht 
had coldly repulsed. 

In the earnest interest that day by day deepened m the ab- 
sent girl, there was no pitiable vanity, no inflated self-love^ 
bat a seem realization of the anguish and humiliation that must 
ttow be her portion, and a magnanimous eagerness to endeavor 
to cheer a heart whose severest woes had spnmg from his 
Indifference. 

More thaL a year had elapsed, and no letter had ever reached 
Unii — not even a message in her two brief epistles to Stanley 
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and Dr. Grey missed the bright^ perverse element that no ]<vngei 
Uiwarted him at every turn. 

He longed to see the proud, girlish face, with its flashing ejea, 
and red lips, and thie haughty toss of the large, handsome head ; 
iiid the angry tones of her voice would have been welcome 
■ounds in the house where she had so long tyrannized. To-day, 
as Ulpian Grey sat in his own little sitting-room, his eyes were 
fixed on a copy of Bembrandt's Nicholas Tvlpy which hung over 
the mantelpiece ; but the mysteries of anatomy no longer rir- 
eted his attention, and his thoughts were busy with memories 
of a fond though wayward girl, whom his indifference had 
driven to foreign lands, — to unknown and fearful perils. 

Through the windows stole the breath of Salome's violets, 
and the sweet, spicy odor of the Belgian honeysuckle that she 
had planted and twined around the mossy columns that sup- 
ported the gallery; and with a sigh he closed his eyes, shui 
out the anatomy of flesh, and began the dissection of emo 



Could Salome's radiant face brighten his home, and win iii« 
heart from its devouring regret ? Would it be possible for him 
to give her the place whence he had ejected Mrs. Carlyle? 
Could he ever persuade himself to call that fledr, passionate 
young thing, that capricious, obstinate, maliciously perverse 
girl, — his wife ? 

Involuntarily he frowned, for while pity pleaded iar the refu 
gee from home and happiness, the man's honest nature scouted 
all shams, and he acknowledged to himself that he could never 
feel the need of her lips or hands, — could never insult her 
womanhood, or degrade hia own nature, by folding to his heart 
one whose touch possessed nc magnetism, whose presenoe ex- 
erted no spell ovei his home. 

Salome, his friend, his adopted sister, he vished to discover, to 
alaim, and restore to the household; but Salome, his wife,— 
was a monstrous imaginary incubus that appalled and repelled 
him. 

The difficulties that presented themaelves at the outaet of hia 
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■Bueh wonld have discouraged a less resolute temi)erainent, bul 
it was part of his wise philosophy, that — 

'^ We oyentate the ills of life. We walk upon 
The shadow of hills across a evel thrown. 
And paat like climbers. ** 

As a pitying older brother, he thought of Salome's aua&j 
foibles, — of her noble intentions and ignoble executioijB, — oi 
her few feeble triumphs, her numerous egregious fiedlures in the 
line of duty ; and loving Christian charity pleaded eloquently 
for her, whispering to his generous soul, " We know the ships 
that come with streaming pennons into the immortal ports ; but 
we know Uttle of the ships that have taken fire on the way 
diither, — that have gone down at sea." 

What pure friendship could accomplish he would not with- 
hold, and life at the farm was not so attractive now that he felt 
regret at the prospect of temporary absence. 

The disappointment that had so rudely smitten to the earth 
the one precious hope bom of his acquaintance with "Soli- 
tude," had no power to embitter his nature, — to drape the 
world in drab, or to shroud the future with gloom ; and though 
his noble fEice was sadder and paler. Christian faith and resigna- 
tion rang blessed chimes of peace in heart and soul, and made 
his life a hallowed labor of love for the needy and grief-stricken* 
To-day, as he sat alone at the south window, he could overlook 
the fields of " Grassmere," where the rich promise of golden 
harvest ^ filled in all beauty and fulness the emerald cup of tha 
hills," and the waving grain rippled in light and sha4^ like tht 
billows of some distant sunset sea. Basking vsl the balmy sun> 
shine, and contemplating his approaching departure for Euiopo^ 
a ^dden longing seized him to look once more on the fisioe of 
Vashti Carlyle, before he bade fexewell to his homo. 

She was in feeble health, and might not survive his absence^ 
and, moreover, what harm could result from one final visit to 
'^ Solitude," — from a few parting words to its desohite mis- 
kratsf She had sent a message through Robert^ that she would 
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be l^ad to see Dr. Grey whenever he could find leisure to cal^ 
And now hungry heart and soul cried out savagexj, — 

** Why not? Why not ? " 

His heavy brows knitted a little, and his mouth grew rigid ai 
iron, but after some moments the lips relaxed, and with a sad, 
patient smile, he repeated those stirring words of Eichter to 
Herauun, — ^ Suffer like a man the Alp-piessure of feite. Trust 
yourself upon the broad, shining wings of your faithy and 
make them bear you over the Dead Sea, so aa not to £bJ1 
spiritually dead within." 

"No, no, XJlpian Grey, — keep yourself * unspotted from the 
world.* Strangle that one temptation which borrows the gar- 
mentB of an angel of light and mercy, and dogs you, sleeping 
and waking. I will see her no more tUl death snaps her 
fetters, and I can meet her in the presence of God, who alone 
can know what separation costs me. May He grant her strength 
to bear her lonely lot, and give me grace to be patient even 
unto the end, bringing no reproach on the sacred faith I profess.'' 

It was the final struggle between love and duty, and though 
the vanquished heart wailed piteously, exultant conscienoe, 
*ike Jupit^ of old, triumphantly applauded, " Evan, evoe ! '' 



CHAPTER yxXTTT, 




! — Information of Salome Owen, who will 
confer a favor on her friends, and secure a handsome 

legacy by calling at No. ." 

" Dr. Grey, for six months this advertisement has appeared 
every morning in two ?f the most popular journals in PariSi 
and as it has ehcited vo clew to her whereabouts, I am reluc- 
tantly compelled to believe that she is no longer in France.'' 

Mr. Granville refolded the newspaper, and busied himself 
in. fi^'ng and li ghting his meerschaum* 
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•'By whon was that notice inserted?** 

** By M. de Baillu, the agent and banker of Mi. Mioge of 
Boston, who wag warmly and sincerely attached to youi p9^ 
Ugie^ and earnestly endeavor txi to Diarry her. When she left 
Palermo, Mr. Minge came to this city and solicited my tdd 
OH discovering her retreat.'^ 

** Pardon me, but why did he apply to you ? ** 

^Simply because he knew that 1 was an old aoqiuuBtanott, 
and he bad seen me with her, when she drst came froiB 
America." 

^^ How did you ascertain her presence in Paris ? " 

** Accidentally ; one night, at the opera, whither she accom- 
panied Professor V , I recognized her, and of course made 

myself known. To what shall I ascribe the honor of this rigid 
cross-questioning ? " 

** To reasons which T shall very freely give you. But first, 
permit me to beg that you will resume your narrative at the 
point where I interrupted you. I wish to learn all that oau 
be told concerning Mr. Minge." 

** He was an elderly man of ordinary appearance, but extraor 
dinary fortune, and seemed completely fascinated by Salome's 
beauty. He offered a large reward to the police for any clew 
that would enable him to discover her, and iinally found -.he 
physician whom she had consulted with reference to oome 
disease of the throat, which occasioned the loss of her voice. 
He had prescribed for her several times, out knew nothing 
>f her lodging-jilace, as she always called at his office; and 
Ijially, without assigning any reason, her visits ceased. Mr. 
Minge redoubled his exertions, and at last found her in One 
of the hospitals connected with a convent. The HisteiB 0/ 
Charity informed him that one bleak day when the rain wa« 
&lliug drearily, they chanced to see a woman stagger and drop 
'>n the pavement before their door, and, hurrying to hel: assists 
ance, discovered that she ^.ad swooned from exhaustion. A 
Sundle of unfinished needle- work was hidden under her shawL, 
and they soon ascertained that she was delirious f)t>m some 
low typhus fever that L^d utterly prostrated her. For several 
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weeks ahe was dangerouslj ill, and was just able to sit up wheii 
Mr. Mixige discovered her. He told me that it was distressing 
and painful beyond expression to witness her humiliation, 
her wounded pride, her defiant rejection of his renewal offei 
of marriage. One day he took his sister Constance and a 
minister of the gospel to the hospital, and implored Salome 
to become his wife, then and there. He said she wept bitterly 
and thanked him, thanked his sister also, but solemiuy assured 
him she could never marry any one, — she would sooner starve 
in the—" 

Dr. Grey raised his hand, signalling for silence, and for some 
moments he leaned his forehead against the chair directly in 
front of him. 

Mr. Granville cleared his throat several times, and loosened 
his neck-tie, which seemed to impede his breathing. 

"Shall I go on? There is little more to telL'' 

** If you please, Granville." 

^^Mr. Minge would not abandon the hope of finally per 
Buading her to accept his hand, but next day when he called 
to inqidre about her health, and to request the sisters to watch 
her movements, and prevent her escape, he was shocked to 
learn that she had disappeared the previous night, leaving 
a few lines written in pencil on a handkerchief in which 
she had wrapped her superb suit of hair. They were addressed 
to the Sisters of Charity, and briefly expressed her gratitude 
for their kindness in providing for her wants, while she assured 
them that as soon as possible she would return and compensate 
them for their services in her behall Meantime, knowing 
the high price of hair, she had carefully cut off her own, which 
was unusually long and thick, and tendered it in part payment 
When she was taken into the building, her nurse foimd con 
cealed in her dress a very elegant watch, bearing her nam£ 
in diamond letters, and she requested that the sisters would 
hold it in pawn, untU she was able to redeem it. During 
her illness, it had been locked up, and they supposed she left 
it, fearing that an application for it would arouse suspicions 
of her intended flight. Mr. Minge bought the hair and ^land* 
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kerchief and, after a liberal remuneratioD for th'^ir lare ol 
the invalid, he took charge of the watch, and left nis addraw 
to be given her when she called for her property. That hei 
mind had become seriously impaired, there can be little doubt ^ 
fiinoe nothing but insanity can explain her refusal to accept 
one of the handsomest estates in America. Unfortunatelyi 
a few days subsequent to her departure from the hospital^ 
Mr. Minge was taken very violently ill with pneumonia, and 
lUed. Conscious of his condition, he prepared a codicil to his 
will, and bequeathed to Salome twenty-five thousand dollars, 
and an elegant house and lot in New- York City. He exacted 
from his sister a solemn promise that she would leave no means 
untried to ferret out the wanderer, to whom he was so devotedly 
attached; and, should all efforts fedl, at the expiration of five 
years the legacy should revert to the hospital which had shel- 
tered her in the hour of her destitution. The watch he left 
with his sister Constance ; the hair, he ordered buried with 
him. Three months have elapsed, and no tidings have reached 
Miss Minge, who remains in Paris for the purpose of complying 
with her brother's dying request." 

^^ My poor, perverse Salome ! To what desperate extremities 
has she been reduced by her unfortunate wilfulness. Gerard, 
will you tell me frankly your own conjectui^ concemiog her 
fate?" 

** If alive, I believe she has left Europe." 
** Upon what do you base your supposition? " 
^^ Mr. Minge was convinced that her attachment to some 
one in America was the insurmountable barrier to his suooeat 
SB a suitor; and, if so, she probably returned to her native 
land. Dr. Grey, I will speak candidly to you of a mattet 
which has doubtless given you some disquiet. Muriel infonm 
me that you have no confidence in the sincerity of my atcack- 
ment to her, and that upon that fisuTt is founded your refusal 
to allow the consummation of our engagement, so long as 
she continues your ward. I confess I am not free frcm censnroi 
but) while I have acted weakly, I am not devoid of piincipleb 
Sir, I was strangely and powerfully attracted to Salome Owen, 
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snd she exerted a species of fiEisciiiation over me which J 
loarcely endeavored to resist. In an evil henry infatuated 
by her face and her marvellons voice, I was wild enough to 
offer her my hand, and resolved to ask Muriel to rrlease ma 
Dr. Grey, even at my own expense, I wish to exonerate Salome^ 
who never for an instant, by word or look, encouraged mj 
madness. She repulsed my advances, refused every attention, 
and when I rashly uttered words, which, I admit, were treason- 
able to Muriel, she almost overwhelmed me with her fiery 
contempt and indignation, — threatening to acquaint Muriel 
with my inconstancy, and appealing to my honor as a gentleman 
to keep inviolate my betrothal vows. Dr. Grey, if my heart 
temporarily wandered from its allegiance to your ward, it wag 
not Salome's fault, for in every respect her conduct towards 
me was that of a noble, unselfish woman, who scorned to gratify 
her vanity at the expense of another's happiness. She shamed 
me out of my folly, and her stem honesty and nobility saved me 
firom a brief and humiliating career of dishonorable duplicity. 
Whether living or dead, I owe this tribute to the pure char- 
acter of Salome Owen." 

"Thank Heaven! I had faith in her. I believed her too 
generous to stoop to a flirtation with the lover of her friend ; 
and, deplorable as was your own weakness, I am rejoiced, 
Gerard, to find that you have conquered it. Tell Muriel all 
that you have confided to me, and in her hands we will leave 
ihe decision." 

" Do you intend to prosecute the search which has proved 
80 fruitless?" 

" I do. She has not returned to America, — she is here some 
where ; and, living or dead, I must and will find her.'* 

Dr. Grey seemed lost in perplexing thought for some time - 
then drew a sheet of paper before him, and wrote, "Ulpiau 
Grey wishew to see Salome Owen, in order to communicate 
Bome fiswjts which will induce her return to her family ; and 
he hopes she will call immediately at Nj. Rue ." 

** Gerard, please be g^^,^ v k> h^ve this Joserted in $11 
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the leading journals in the city ; and gi're me the addrees of 

Mr. Minge's agent.'' 

At the expiration of a month, spent in the most diligent 
jf(t' unsuccessful efforts to obtain some information of the 
wanderer, Dr. Grey began to feel discouraged, — to yield t^ 
melancholy forebodings that an untimely death had ended hat 
struggles and suffering. 

Once, while pacing the walks in the Champs-Elys^es, he caught 
a glimpse of a face that recalled Salome's, and started eageily 
forward; but it proved that of a Parisian bonmSy who was 
romping with her juvenile charge. 

Again, one afternoon, as he came out of the Church of St. 
Sulpice, his heart bounded at sight of a woman who leaned 
against the railing, and watched the play of the fountain. 
When he approached her and 'peered eagerly into her coun^ 
tenance, blue eyes and yellow curls mocked his hopes. One 
morning, while he walked slowly along the livs du Fa/uhowrg 
St. H<moT^y his attention was attracted by the glitter of pretty 
baubles in the Maison de la I^enaeey and he entered the estab- 
lishment to purchase something for Jessie. 

While waiting for his parcel, a woman came out of a rear 
apartment and passed into the street, and, almost snatching 
his package from the counter, he followed. 

A few yards in advance was a graceful but thin figure, 
clad in a violet-colored musHn, with a rather dingy silk scarf 
woimd around her shoulders. A straw hat, with a wreath 
of fjEuied pink roses, drooped over her face, and streamers of 
black lace hung behind, while over the whole she had thrown 
A thin gray veiL 

Dr. Grey had not seen a feature, but the pose of the shoulderSi 
the haughty poise of tlie head, the quick, nervous, elastic step, 
and, above all, the peculiar, free, childish swinging of the le^ 
arm, made his despondent heart throb with renewed hope. 

Keeping sufficiently near not to lose sight of her, he walked 
on and on, down cross streets^ up narrow alleys, towards a 
quarter of the city with whidi he was unacquainted. The 
woman never looked back, mieiy turned her head, even tf 
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glttioe ttt iboM wko passed hfsfi sAd onfy oonoe ftiie pikuaed bctfore 
• fl^rwer-stall, Mid seemed to prim a bunch of oarnadonsi whiob 
■he smelled, laid down again, and then hurried on. 

Dr. Qrey quickly paid for the clrjster, and haslened aftoi «ar. 

In turning a comer, she dropped a small parcel that shi had 
sarried under her scar^ and as she stooped to pick it up, her 
reil floated ofll Bhe caught it ere it reached the ground, ind 
when she raised her hands to spread it over her hat, the loose 
open sleeves of her dress slipped back, and there, on the left 
arm, was a long, zigzag scar, like a serpentine bracelet. 

With great difficulty Dr. Grey stifled a cry of joy, and 
waited until she had gained some yards la advance. 

The woman was so absorbed in reverie that she did not 
notice the steady tramp of her pursuer, but as the number 
of persons on the street gradually diminished, he prudentl} 
fell back, fearing lest her suspicion should be excited. 

At a sudden bend in the crooked alley which she rapidly 
threaded, he lost sight of her, and, running a few yards, he 
turned the angle just in time to see the flutter of her dress 
and scarf, as she disappecured through a postern, that opened 
in a crumbling brick wall. 

Above the gate a battered tin sign swung in the wind, and 
dim letters, almost eflaced by elemental warfare, announced, 
** AdMe Avhiuy JSUmchisaeuae.^'* 

Dr. Grey passed through the postern, and found himself 
In a narrow, dark court, near a tall, dingy, dilapidated house, 
where a girl ten years of age sat playing with two ragged, 
untidy children. 

It was a dreary, comfortless, uninviting place, and a greenish 
■lime overspread the lower portions of tbe wall, and coated 
the uneven pavement. 

From the girl, who chatted with genuire French volubility 
and freedom. Dr. Grey learned that her father was an (UtcuM 
of a barber-shop, and her mother a washer and renovatei 
of laces and embroideries. The latter was absent, and, in 
answer to his inquiries, the child informed him that an upper 
room in this cheerless building was occupied by a young femala 
Vodger, who held no intercourse with its other inmates. 
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Placing a five-finno piece in her hand, the Tisitor aflked thi 
name of the lodger, but the girl replied that she was known 
to ihem only as ^^La DenteUi^e^^ and lived qnite alone in 
the right-hand room at the top of the third flight of stairs. 

The parley had already occupied twenty minutes, when I>r* 
Gfey cut it short by mounting the narrow, winding steps* 
rhe atmosphere was close, and redolent of the fumes of dishes not 
10 popular in America as in France, and he saw that the different 
doors of this old tenement were rented to lodgers who cooked, 
ate, aad slept in the same apartment. At the top of the last 
dim flight of steps, Dr. Grey paused, almost out of breath; 
and found himself on a narrow landing-place, fronting two 
attic rooms. The one on the right was closed, but as he softly 
took the bolt in his hand and turned it, there floated through 
the key-hole the low subdued sound of a sweet voice, hiimming 
^Infdicer 

It was not the deep, rich, melting voice, that had arrested his 
drive when first he heard it on the beach, but a plaintive, thrill- 
ihg echo, full of pathos, yet lacking power ; like the notes of birds 
when moulting-season ends, and the warblers essay their old 
strains. Cautiously he opened the door wide enough to permit 
him to observe what passed within. 

The room was large, low, and irregularly shaped, with neilher 
fire-place nor stove, and only one dormer window opening to 
the south, and upon a wide waste of tiled roofs and smoking 
chimneys. The floor was bare, except a strip of faded carpet 
stretched in front of a small single bedstead ; and the additional 
fomituro consisted of two chairs, a tall table where hung a 
mirror, and a washstand that held beside bowl and pitcher 
a candlestick and china cup. On the table were sereral books, 
a plate and knife, and a partially opened package disclosed 
a loaf of bread, some cheese, and an apple. 

In jfront of the window a piece of plank had been rudely 
fiustened, and here stood two wooden boxes containing a few 
liolets, mignonette, and one very luxuriant rose-geranium. 

The faded blue cambric curtain was twisted into a knot| 
and as it was now nearly noon, the sun shone in and 
a patch of gold on the stained and dusky floor. 
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On ihe bed lay the straw hat, garlanded with rosea that had 
lost their primitiye tints, and before the window in a low ohaii 
sat Hie lonely lodger. 

On her knees rested a cushion, across which was stretched 
• parchment pattern bristling with pins, and with bobbins 
die was swiftly knitting a piece of gossamer lace, by throwing 
IIiA fine threads around the pins. 

Over the floor floated her delicate lilac dress, and the sleevea 
were looped back to escape the forest of pins. 

Dr. Grey had only a three-quarter view of the face that 
bent over the cushion, and though it was sadly altered in every 
lineament, — was whiter and thinner than he had ever seen it, 
— yet it was impossible to mistake Hie emaciated features 
of Salome Owen. 

The large, handsome head, had been shorn of its crown of 
glossy braids that once encircled it like a jet tiara, and the 
short locks clustered with childlike grace and beauty around 
the gleaming white brow and temples. 

There was not a vestige of color in the whilom scarlet mouth, 
whose thin lines were now scarcely perceptible ; and, in the finer 
oval of her cheeks, and along the polished chin, the purplish 
veins showed their delicate tracery. The hands were waxen 
and almost transparent, and the figure was wasted beyond 
the boimdaries of symmetry. 

In the knot of ribbon that fastened her narrow linen collar, 
she had arranged a sprig of mignonette, that now dropped upon 
the cushion as she bent over it. She paused, brushed it ofi", 
and for a few seconds her beautiful hazel eyes were fixed on 
Ihe blue sky that bordered her window. 

1 he whole expression of her countenance had changed, and 
ihe passionate defiance of other days had given place to a sad 
patient hopelessness, touching indeed, when seen on her proud 
features. Slowly she threw her bobbins, and a fragment of 
^Infdice'*^ seemed to drift across her trembling lips, that showed 
some lines of bitterness in their time-chiselling. 

Ab Dr. Grey watched her, tears which he could not restraia 
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trickled down his &oe, jnd he wbs startmg forward, when dM 
HuLd, as if communing with her owti desolate soul, — 

^I wonder if I am growing superstitious. Last night I 
dreamed incessantly of Jessie and home, and to-day I can not 
help thJTilring that something has happened there. Home I 
When people no longer have a borne, how hard it is to forget 
ihat blessed home which sheltered them in the early yearn 
Homeless I that is the dreariest word that human misery evet 
oonjedrired or human language clethed. Never mind, Salome 
Owen, when Qod snatched your voice from you, He became 
responsible ; and your claims are like the ravens and sparrows, 
and He must provide. After all, it matters little where we are 
housed here in the clay, and Hobbs was astute when he selected 
for the epitaph on his tombstone, ^ This is the true philosopher's 
stone.' Home ! Ah, if I sadly missed my heart's home, here 
in the flesh, I shall surely find it up yonder in the blessed land 
of blue." 

A tear glided down her cheek, glistened an instant on hex 
chin, and fell on her pattern. She brushed it away, and smiled 
sorrowfully, — 

^ It is ill-omened to sprinkle bridal lace with tears. Some 
day this fine web will droop around a bride's white shoulders 
i^nd after a time it may serve to deck the cold limbs of sgme 
dead child If I could only have my shroud now, I would not 
make lace a desideratiMn/ serge or sackcloth would be welcome. 
Padenoe, — 

'Whatif tbebiead 
Be bitter in thine inn, and thou unshod 
To meet the flints ? At least it may be saia, 
Because the way is shorty I thank thee, God !'" 

She partially rose in her chair, and took from the table a 
volume of poems. After some search, she found ^he desired 
f lassage, and, rocking herself to and fro, she read it aloud in a 
low, measured tone, — 

*'0 dreary life we cry. ^ O dreary tife I ' 
And still the generations cf the Hiids 
Bicg throTigb our mghing, and tioe flocks and heids 
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fierenelj liva^ irliile we are keeping sizif e 
UTith heaven's tme purpose in ns, as a knife 
Against whioh we may straggle I Ocean gizda 
TJnslackened the dry land, savannah-swards 
TJnweary sweep, — hills watch unworn; and zife 
Meek leaves drep yearly from the f orest-treee, 
To show above the nnwasted stars that pass 
In their old glory. thou God of old, 
Qrcmt me some smaUer grace them eomee to the§ef 
But even eo rmieh patience, as a blade of groM 
Qtow$ bjf, contented through the heat and ecidj*^ 

Tie book slipped from her fingers and fell upon Hie floor, aarf 
with a sob the girl bowed her head in her hands. 

Quickly the intruder glided unseen into the room, and stood 
at the back of her chair. 

He knew she was praying, and almost breathlessly waited 
several minutes. 

At last she raised her &ce, and while tears trembled on her 
lashes, she said meekly, — 

^' I ought not to complain and repine. I will be patient and 
trust God ; for I can afford to suffer all through time, provided 
I may spend eternity with Christ and Dr. Grey.'* 

^^Oh, Salome! Thank God, we shall be separated neither 
in time nor in eternity I Dear wanderer, come baok to youi 
brothr^r!'' 

He stepped before her, and involuntarily held out his arms. 

She neither screamed nor fainted, but sprang to her feet, and 
a rapture that beggars all description irradiated her wonii 
weary, pallid face. 

^ Is it really you ? Oh I a Hiousand times I have dreamed 
Siat I saw you, — stood by you; but when I tried to touch 
you, there was nothing but empty air I Oh, Dr. Grey I — mj 
Dr, Grey ! Am I only dreaming, here in the sunshine^ or is it 
you bodily? Did you care for me a litdef Did you eome to 
find me?^' 

She grasped his arm, swept her hands up and down hii 
sleeve, and then he saw her reel, and shut her eyes, and shudders 

" My poor child, I came to Paris solely to hunt for my way- 
ward Salome, and, thank God I I haye found bar." 
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Be pat Ills arm around her, and pla/ced her head against juui 
shoulder. 

Ah, hoir his generous heart ached, as he noted the hnngrj 
delight with which her splendid eyes lingered on his features^ 
tnd the convulsive tenacity with which she clung to him, trem- 
Uing with excess of joy that brought back -tannine to hef 
vasted lips and carnation bloom to her blanched cheeks. 

He heard her whispering, and knew it was a prayer of thank* 
giving for the blessing of his presence. 

But very soon a change came over her sparkling, happy fuse, 
like an inky cloud across a noon sky, and he felt a shiver steal- 
ing through her form. 

^^ Let me go I You said once, that when I came to Europe 
to enter on my professional career, you wished never to touch 
my ha;nds again, — you would consider them polluted.'* 

'^ Dear Salome, I recant all those harsh, unjust -^ords, whicL 
were uttered when I was not fully aware of Ihe latent strength 
of your character. Since then, I have learned much from Profes- 
sor V , and from Gerard Granville, that assures me my noble 

friend is all I could desire her, — that she has grandly conquered 
her faults, and is worthy of the admiratipn, the perfect confi- 
dence, the earnest affection, which her adopted brother offers her. 
Your pure, true heart makes pure hands, and as such I reve- 
rently salute them." 

He took her hands, raised and kissed them respectfdlly, 
tenderly. 

She hid her burning &oe on his bosom, and there was a shori 
pause. 

^ SaJome, sit down and let me talk to you of home, — youx 
kome. Have you no questions to ask about your pet sister 
•nd brother P" 

He attemp^jod to release himself but she clung to him, and 
elasping her arms aroimd his neck, said in a strained, husky 
lone, — 

** Dr. Grey, did you bring youp — your wife to Paris? ** 

** I have no wife." 

She uttered a thnlling cry of delight, threw her head baok, 
and gazed steadily into his dear, calm, blue ejm* 
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^ Oh, sir, they told me you had married Mrs. Crerome.^ 

He placed her in the chair, and kneeling down beside her, 
look her quivering face in his palms and touched her forehead 
softly with his lips. 

^' The only woman I ever wished to make my wife is bonn4 
for life to a worthless husband. Salome, I lored hei before I 
knew this fact ; anc/, since I learned (soon after your departure) 
that she was separated from the man whom she had wedded, 1 
have not seen her, although she still resides at ^Solitude,' 
Salome, I shall never marry, and I ask you now to come back 
to Jessie and Stanley, who will soon require your care and guid 
ance, for it is my intention to return to the position in the U. S. 
naval service, which only Janet's feeble health induced me to 
resign. God bless you, dear child I I wish you were indeed 
my own sister, for I am growing very proud of my brave, honest 
friend, — my patient lace-weaver." 

The girl's head sank lower and lower imtil it touched her 
knees, and sobs rendered her words scarcely audible. 

" If you deem me worthy to be called your friend, it is be* 
cause of your example, your influence. Oh, Dr. Grey, — but for 
you, — but for my hope of meeting you in the kingdom of 
Christ, I shudder to think what I might have been ! Under 
all circumstances I have been guided by what I imagined would 
have been your wishes, — your advice; and my reward is rich 
mdeed I Your confldence, your approbation ! Earth holds no 
recompense half so precious." 

" Thank God I my prayers have been abundantly answered, 
my highest hopes of your future fully realized. Henceforth, Jet 
OS with renewed energy labor faithfully in the vast, whitemng 
fields of Him who declares, ' The harvest is plentiful, but tbt 
aborers are few * " 

«<0h«inaQB(9tilI as long as thou uuiftt 80 
Set tip a mark of everlaetiiig light, 
Above the howimg Muxes' ebb and flow, 
To oheer thee and to right thee if thou roam, 
Not with lost toil thou laborest throngh the idg^t, 
Thot. makflst the heaven thou hopest indeed thy 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

**8AD CASE OF MANIA A POTU.** 

LTCHMAN McDonough reports that late kst iiigL^ 
he picked up, on the sidewalk, the insensible body of 
Maurice Carlyie, who showed some signs of returning 

animation after his removal to Station House No. . A 

physician was called in, and every effort made to save the xuk 
fortunate victim of intemperance ; but medical skill was inade- 
quate vo arrest the work of many years of excess, and before 
daylighx the wretched man expired in dreadful convulsions. 
Coroner BoutweU held an inquest on the body, and the verdict 
rendered was * Death from mcmia a potuJ* Mr. Carlyle was well 
known in this city, where for many years he was an ornament to 
society, and a general fiivorite in the fiashionable and mercantile 
circle in which he moved. Of numbers who were once the recipi- 
ents of his bounty and hospitality, none offered succor in the hour 
of adversity, and among all his former friends none were found 
to cheer or pity in the last ordeal to which flesh is subjected. 
The melancholy fate of Maurice Carlyle furnishes anothei illus- 
tration of the mournful truth that the wages of intemperanoe 
are destitution and desertion." 

Such was the startling announcement, which, under the head 
of " Police Report," Dr. Grey read and re-read in a prominent 
New- York paper that had accidentally remained for some iajn 
nsopened on his desk, and was dated neai'ly a month previous. 
fx)cking the door of his office, he sat down to collect his bewil 
lared thoughts, and to quiet the tumult in his throbbing heart. 

During the two years that had drearily worn away since his 
last interview with Mrs. Carlyle, he hai sternly fcrbidden hiti 
mind to dweU on its brief dream of happiness, and by a life of 
unusually active benevolence endeavored to forget the one 
^isode which alone had power to disquiet and sadden him. 

He had philosophically schooled himself to the calni| unmuE^ 
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muring acceptance of his lonely destiny, and looked forward to 
ft life solitary yet not unhappy, although uncheered by the lovt 
and companionship which every man indulges the instinctlY^ 
hope will sooner or later crown his existence. 

Now heart and conscience, so long at deadly feud, stiden! 
gignalled a truce, clasped hands, embraced cordLsi?^y. Ho 
-adiant die world looked, — with what wondrous glory th 
fdture had in the twinkling of an eye robed itself. Th« 
woman he had loved was stainless and free, and how could she 
long resist the pleadings of his famished heart ? 

He would win her from cynicism and isolation, would melt 
her frozen nature in the genial atmosphere of his pure and 
constant affection, and interweave her aimless, sombre life with 
the busy, silvery web of his own 

After forty years, God would grant him home, and wife, and 
hearthstone peace. 

What a flush and sparkle stole to this grave man's olive 
cheek, and calm, deep blue eyes ! 

Ah I how hungrily he longed for the touch of her hand, the 
gight of her face ; a^d, snatching his hat, he put the paper in 
his pocket, and hurried towards " Solitude." 

In the holy hush of that hazy autumnal afternoon, nature— 
Magna Mat&ty — 

'* The altar-cnrtams of whose hills 

Are sonset^s purple air,^^ 
*^ Who dips in the dim light of setting sons 

The spacious skirts of that vast robe of hen 

That widens ever in the wondrous west,** 

iemned slumbering and dreaming away the day. 

llie forests were gaudy in their painted shrouds of scttlt 
And yeUow leaves, and long, feathery flakes of purple blocMM 
nodded over crimson berries, emerald mosses, and golden-hearted 
asters. 

Only a few weeks previous. Dr. Crmy had driven a ong thai 
road, and, while the echo of harvest hymns rang or the hay- 
■oented air, had asked himself how men and women could 
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become so completely absorbed in temporal things, igmring ibt 
iolemn and indisputable fsuck of the breviiy of kuman life and 
the restricted dominion of man, — 

*'l¥liO0e part hi aU the pomp that fills 
The okonit of themmuner hUls 
Is, that his gxave is green.** 

But to-day all sober-hued reflections were exorcised by iha 
rapturous JubiUUe that hope was singing through the sunlit 
chambers of his happy heart ; and when he entered the grounds 
of *^ Solitude " they seemed bathed in that soft glamour, that 
witching " light that never was on sea or land." 

As he sprang from his buggy and opened the little gate lead^ 
ing into the pcurterrey Robert came slowly forward, bearing a 
basket filled witL a portion of the crimson apples that flushed 
the orchard, just beyond the low hedge. 

^ You could not have chosen a better time to come, Dr. Grey; 
and if I were allowed to have my way you would have been 
here last night. Were you sent for at last, or was it a lucky 
chance that brought you ? " 

^^ Merely an accident, as I received no summons. Bobert^ 
how is your mistress ? " 

" God only knows, sir ; I am sure I never can tell how she 
really is. She has not seemed well since she took that journey 
to the North, and for two weeks past she appears to have been 
slipping down by inches into her grave. She neither eats nor 
sleeps, and for the last three nights has not lain down, — so old 
Ruth, the housekeeper, tells me. Yesterday I begged my mis* 
Iress to let me go for you, but she smiled that awful freeziim 
smile that strikes to the very marrow of my bones,. worst 
than December sleet, — and raised her finger so : and said, ^ Al 
your peril, Eobert. Mind your orchard, man, and 1 will takt 
care of myself I want neither doctors nor nurses, and only 
iesire that you, and £.uth, and Anna, will attend to yoTur respec- 
tive duties and let me be quiet. All will soon be weU wi fh me.' 
I killed a partridge, had it nicely broiled, and carried it to her; 
ind she thanked me, and made a pretence ef eating tke 
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jtut to please me ; but when the waiter was taken away to th« 
Idtohcin, I found all the bird on the plate. This morning, just 
before daylight, I heard her playing a wild, moumftil thing oo 
iihe piano, that sounded Hke a dirge or a wail ; and Bath says 
when she went into the parlor to open the blinds, she found 
Imt praying, and thinks she was on her knees for an hour, 
please Qod! sometimes I wish she was in heaven with mt 
lu>ther, for she will never see any peace in this life.'* 

** What seems to be the cBsease ? " 

<* Heart-ache.*' 

^ You should have come and told me this long ago." 

**And pray to what purpose. Dr. Grey? She vowed she 
would allow no human being to cross her threshold, except the 
servants, and I would sooner undertake to curl a steel, or make 
ringlets out of a pair of tongs, than bend her will when once 
she takes a stand. Himiph ! My mistress is no willow wand, 
and is about as easily moved as the church-steeple, or the stone- 
tower of the lighthouse." 

^^Has she recently received letters that contained tidings 
which excited or distressed her ? " 

** A letter came last week, but I know nothing of its contents. 
You need not go into the house if you wish to find her, for 
about an hour and a half ago I saw her come out into the 
groimds, and she never goes in till the lamps are lighted." 

An anxious look clouded for an instant Dr. Grey's countenance, 
but undaunted hope sang on of the hours of hallowed communion 
that.tha future held, while in her invalid condition he assumed 
hhe care and guardianship of his beloved ; and, turning into the 
lawn, he eagerly searched the winding walks for some trace of 
her, some flutter of her garments, some faint, subtle odor of 
orange-flowers or tube-roses. 

Here and there clusters of purple, pink, and orange chrysan- 
ihemums flecked the lawn with color; and a flowei -stand, 
covered with china jars that held geraniums, seemed almost n 
pyramid of flame, from the profusion of scarlet blooms. 

The Bun had gone d^wn bebind the waving line of loir hilli^ 
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'TUuied to amber, rimmed with aQTer, 

Clouds in the distance dwell, 
Oloads that are cool, for all their oolor, 

Pure aa a rose-lipped shell 
Fleets of wool in the upper heavens 

Gossamer wings unfurl ; 
Sailing so high they seem but bleeping 

Over yon bar of pearl" 

Still as ciystal was the sapphire sea that mirrored iliat q\iiet| 
Mpphire sky, and not a murmur^ not a ripple, stirred th« 
evening air or tha yellow sands that stretched for miles along 
the winding coast. 

When Dr. Grey had partially crossed the lawn, he glanced 
towards the marble temple that gleamed against the dark back- 
ground of deodars, and saw a woman sitting on the steps of the 
tomb. Softly he approached and entered the mausoleum by an 
arch on the opposite side; but, notwithstanding his cautious 
tread, he startled a white pigeon that had perched on the altar, 
where fresh violets, heliotrope, and snowy sprigs of nutmeg- 
geranium were leaning over the scallopped edge of the Venetian 
glasses, and distilling perfume in their delicate chalices. 

Mrs. Carlyle had brought her floral tribute to the sepulchral 
am, and, having carefully arranged her daily Arkja, had seated 
herself on the steps to rest. 

From the two sentinel poplars that guarded the front, golden 
leaves were sifting down on the marble floor, and three or four 
had drifted upon the lap of the quiet figure, while one, bright 
and rich as autumn gilding could make it, rested like a crown 
on the silver waves that covered her head. 

Down the shining steps trailed the folds of the white merino 
robe, and around her shoulders was wrapped the blue crape 
•hawl, while a cluster cf violets seemed to have slipjied from 
her fingers, and strewed themselves at random on her dress. 

boftly Dr. Grey drew near, and his voice was tremuloual; 
tender, as he said, — 

** Mrs. Carlyle, no barrier divides us now." 

She did not speak, or turn her queenly head, and he laid Uf 
hanii caressingly on the glistening gray hair 
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•'My darling, my first and only love — my brave, 06«icitifijl 
' Agla,' may I not tell you, at last, what confe^ience once 1 jrbadfl 
my uttering?*' 

Ab motionless and silent as the sculptured poppies above her, 
ihe took no notice of his passionate pleading, and he spnuaf 
down one step dire^y in front of her. 

Tlie white face was turned to the sea, and the laige, wide^ 
wonderfully lovely yet mournful gray eyes were gazing fixedly 
across the waste of water, at a filmy cloud as fine as lace, that 
like a silver netting caught the full October moon which waa 
lifting itself in the pearly east. 

The long black lashes did not droop, nor the steady eyes 
waver, and with a horrible foreboding Dr. Grey seized her 
hands. They were rigid and icy. He stooped, caught her to 
his bosom, and pressed his lips to hers, but they were colder 
than the marble colimm against which she leaned ; for, one hour 
before, Vashti. Carlyle had fronted her God. 

Alone in the autumn evening, sitting there with the golden 
poplar leaves drifting over her, the desolate woman had held her 
last communion with the watching ocean that hushed its mur- 
muring, to see her die ; and, laying down the galling burden of 
her sunless, drea.y life, she had joyfully and serenely "put on 
immortality" in that everlasting rest, where "the^ waa no 
more sea, no more death, neither shall there be any more paii^ 
for the fi)rmer things are passed away." 

Ah I beautiful and holy was — 

^ That peaoefnl face wherein all past distreH 
flad melted into perfect lovelineea." 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

FINCE that October day when Ulpian Grey Mt <m dit 
steps of the tomb, holding in his arms the oeautifiJ 
white form, whom in life God had denied him the 
privilege of touching, six months had drifted slowly ; yet timf 
had not softened the blow, that, while almost crushing hia 
tender, unselfish heart, had no power to shake the faith which 
was so securely anchored in Christ. 

Among the papers found in Mrs. Carlyle's desk was one oon« 
taining the refiquest that Dr. Grey would superintend the erection 
of a handsome monument over the remains of her husband, 
whenever and wherever he chanced to die; and her will pro- 
vided that her fortune should be appropriated as the nucleus of 
a relief fimd for indigent painters. 

Her own pictures, to which she had carefully affixed in deli- 
cate violet ciphers the name " Agla," she directed placed on 
exhibition in a New- York gallery, and ultimately sold for the 
benefit of the orphans of artists. To Eobert she bequeathed a 
Bum sufficient to maintain him in ease and comfort ; and te Dr. 
Grey her escritoire, piano, books, and the sapphire ring she had 
always worn. 

The latter was found in the silver ca8k«>€, and had been folded 
la a sheet of paper containing these words, — 

^ According to the teachings of the Buddhists, ^ the sapphire 
produocM equanimity and peace of irind, as well as afibrding 
protection against envy and treachery. It produces also prayei 
and reconciliation with the Godhead, and brings more peaoe 
iihan any other gem of necromancy ; hut he who uxnUd wea/r ik 
must lead a pu/re wwi holy life^ Finding my sapphire aqi 
mockingly inefficacious in its traditional talismanic powers, 1 
conclude that my melancholy career has been a violation of 
the stipulated condition, and therefore bequeath r to the onlj 
human being whom X deem worthy to wear it witb auy hope oA 
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While awaiting orders from the naval department. Dr. Grey 
purchased '^Solitude,?' whither he removed, with Muriel and 
Miss Dexter, and temporarily established himself, until the 
arrival of Mr. Granville. 

Immediately after her return from Europe, Salome invested a 
(nrtion of Mr. Minge's legacy in the site of the old mill that 
ftad fallen to ruin. Here she built a small but tasteful cottage 
mmi on the spot where her fatLsr had died, and here, with Jessie 
and Stanley, she proposed to spend her winters ; while Mark 
and Joel were placed at the " Grassmere Farm," a mile distant^ 
and entrusted with its management until the younger children 
should attain their majority. 

Too proud to accept the home which Dr. Grey had tendered 
her, Salome was earnestly endeavoring to imitate the noble 
example of self-abnegation that lifted him so far above all others 
whom she had ever known ; and the most precious hope of her 
life was' to reach that exalted exceUence which alone could 
compel his admiration and respect. 

From the day of Mrs. Oarlyle's death, the orphan had been a 
comparatively happy woman, for jealousy could not invade or 
desecrate the grave and its harmless sleeper; and Salome fer< 
vently thanked God, that, since she was denied the blessing of 
Dr. Grey's love, at least sne had been spared the torture of seeing 
him the fond husband of another. 

Time had deepened, b^'*t refined, purified, and consecrated 
her unconquerable affection for the only man who had ever 
commanded her reverence, and whose quiet influence had so 
happily remoulded her wayward, fiery nature. 

There were seasons when the old element of innate perversity 
re-asserted itself, but the steady reproving gaze of his clear, tni« 
eyes, or the warning touch of his ?iand on her head, had suficed 
to still the rising storm. 

Conscientiously the passionate, exacting woman was striving 
to oring her heart and life into subjection to the law, — into 
oonformity with the precepts of Christ ; and though she was im 
pulsive, proud Salome still, — the glaring blemiahes in her < 
Mtar were gradually disappearing. 
40 
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On^ bri^t balmy spring morning previous to the uay a^ 
points Tor MnriePs marriage, and for her guardian's deparcoM 
for the fleet in Asiatic waters, where he had been assigned to 
duty, Br. Grey drove up the avenue of ebns and maples thai 
ied to Salome's pretty viUa; and as he ascended the steps, Jessie 
qp^rang into his arms, and almost smothered him with caresses. 

^ Oh, doctor ! something so wonderful has happened, — yon 
never could guess, and I am as happy as a bee in a woodlnnai. 
Bister will tell you." 

<* Where is she?" 

** In the parlor, waiting for you." 

The child ran off to join Stanley, who was trying a new pony 
in the yard, and Dr. Grey went into the cool fragrant room^ 
which was fitted up with more taste than in earlier years he 
would have ascribed to its owner. 

Salome sat before the open piano, and at his entrance raised 
her face, which had been bowed almost to the ivory keys. 

** Good morning, Dr. Grey. I am glad you have come to re- 
joice with me, and I was just thanking God for the imexpectei 
restoration of my voice. Once when it seemed so necessary to 
me. He suddenly took it from me; and now, when it is a mere 
luxury to own it. He as unexpectedly gives it to me once more. 
Verily, — strange as it may appear, my voice is really better 

than when Professor Y pronounced it the first contralto in 

Europe." 

She had risen to greet him, and as he retained her hand in 
his, she stood close to him, looking earnestly into his &oe. 

There were tears hanging like tremulous dewdrops on the 
kmg jet under-lashes, — and the bright red in her polished 
cheeks^ aud the crimson curves of her parted lips made a picture 
fueasant to contemplate. 

^ My dear child, I do indeed cordially congratulate you. God 
taw that your voice might possibly prove a snare and a cuni% 
by ministering to fiilse pride and exaggerated vanity, and in 
mercy and wisdom He temporarily deprivfnl you of an instra* 
ment that threatened you with danger. Now -Miat you are 
ftrongear, more prudent, and patient, He tnisto yoa again with 
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one of the choioest blessiiigs that can be conferred on a womaiL 
Fon have deserved to recover it, and I joyfully unite my thanki 
with yours. Let me hear your voice once more." 

Tiembling with excess of happiness, she sat down and sang 
feelingly, eloquently, her fiivorite " mon JFima/nd/** an4^ 
M he listened, Dr. Grey looked almost wonderingly at the 
beautiful flashing face, that had never seemed half so radiajit 
before. There was marvellous witchery in ber rich round flex 
Ible tones, that wound into the holy-of-hoUes of the man's great 
heart, and elevated his thoughts above the dross and dust of 
earth. 

When she ended, he placed his soft palm tenderly on her 
head, and smoothed the glossy hair. 

*^ I thank you inexpressibly. Sometimes when sad memoriei 
oppress me, how I shall long to have you charm them away by 
that magical speU that bears my thoughts from this world to the 
next. There are some songs which you must learn for my 



Ah I at that moment, as she stood there robed in a soft stain- 
less white muslin, with a cluster of double pomegranate flowen 
glowing in her silky hair, the girl was very lovely, very attrac- 
tive, so full of youthful grace, so winning in her beautiful 
enthtisiasm, — yet Ulpian Grey's heart did not wander for an 
instant from one who slept dreamlessly under the sculptured 
k«<i on die marble altar of the mausoleum. 

**Why are the dead not dead? Who can undo 
What time hath done? Who can win back th« wlad t 
Beckon lost musio from a broken lute ? 
Renew the redness of a last year's rose ? 
Or dig the sunken sunset from the deep? ** 

** Di. Grey, if my voice can chase away one vexing thou|^t, 
one wearying care or melancholy memory, I shall feel that I 
have additional reason to thank God for the precious gift." 

^ I have not seen you look so happy for three years. Indeed, 
my little sister, you have much for which to be grateful, and in 
ibm midst of your bleaaingB try to recollect those grand words of 
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Marcos Aurelins AntomnxiSy ^ The soul is a God in ezild.' 
My child, look to it that your expatriation ends with tha shores 
of time, for — 

* Yea, this is life; make this forenoon saUime, 
This afteznoon a psalm, this night a prayer, 
And time is oonqnered, and thy crown is won.' " 

For some seconds Salome did not speak, for the shadow oa 
his countenance fell upon her heart, and looking reyerently up 
at him, she thought of Eichter's mournful dicbwm^ — " Great 
Bouls attract sorrows, as mountains tempests." 

^ Dr. Grey, want of patience is the cause of half my diffi- 
eulties and defeats, and plunges me continually into the slough 
of distrust and rebellious questioning. I find it so hard to 
stand stiU, and let God do his will, and work in his own way." 

*^M.j dear Salome, patience is only practical faith, and the 
want of it causes two-thirds of the world's woes. I often find 
it necessary to himible my own pride, and tame my restless 
spirit by recurring to the last words of Schiller, 'Calmer and 
calmer ! many difficult things are growing plain and clear to me. 
Let us be patient.' Child, sing me one song more, and then 
oome out and show me where you propose to place those grape 
arbors we spoke of yesterday. This is the last opportunity 1 
shall have to direct your workmen.' 

An hour later Salome fastened a sprig of Grand Duke jas- 
mine in the button-hole of his coat, — shook hands with him for 
the day, and though she smiled in recognition of his final bo<w 
as he drove down the avenue, her thoughts were busy with tlM 
dreaded separation that awaited her on the morrow., and, whfls 
her lips were mute, the cry of her heart was, — 

<'0 Beloved, it is plala 
I am not of thy worth, nor for thy place. 
And yet because I love thee, I obtain 
From that same love this vindicating graoe, 
To live on still in love, — and yet in vain,-* 
To bless ihee, yet renoonoe thee to thy faoa.** 
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^ Grey spent the remaxnder of the day in yisiting his pa- 

— and as he rode from cottage to hovel, bidding adieu to 

hose lives had so often been committed to his professional 

Qship, he was received with tearfdl eyes, and trembling 

uid numerous benedictions were invoked upon his head. 

threads were beginning to weave an aureola in hit 

hair, and the smooth white forehead showed incipient 

)ut the deep blue ejes were as tranquil and trusting as 

nd full of tenderer light for the few he loved, for 

ring and bereavement. 

ublime and increasing fSdth in the overruling wisdom 

>f God, he patiently and hopefully bore his lonelinesi 

^ grievous loss, — comforting himself with the assurance 

that, '^ the evening of life brings with it its lamp ; " and lookiii| 

eagle-eyed across the storm-drenched plain of the present tc 

Uie gleaming jasper walls of the Eternal Beyond. 

*' My wine has nm 

Indeed oat of my cap, and there is none 
To gather ap the bread of mj repast 
Scattered and trampled, — yet I find <H>me good 
In earth's green herbs, and streams that babble np^ 
Clear from the darkling groond, — content ondl 
I sit with angels before better food. 
Dear Christ I when thy new mintage fills my oap^ 
This hand shall shake no more, nor that wine ipBL* 
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ECCENTRICITIES OF GENIUS 

By Major J. B. Pond. 



RBAD ^WHATT IS SAID OF IT. 



** It is distinctly one of the most in- 
teresting books of the year from any 
point of view." — Rochester Sunday 
Herald. 

** It is many a day since I have read 
so fascinating a book of reminiscences. 
Many a day— or perhaps I should 
have said a * night ' — for this volume 
has given me delight during hours, 
when, according to the laws of nature, 
I should have been asleep." — Newell 
J>wight Hillis. 

" One of the most simple, nsuve and 
straightforward books ever written. 
It fairly reeks with personality. . . . 
Ko man living has had such interest- 
ing association with so many inter- 
esting people." — Home Journal. 

** Adorned by many pictures, never 
before published." — Detroit Journal, 

« Possesses unparalleled attrac- 
tions." — Boston Journal, 

'* Major Pond goes deep into his 
subject, furnishing pen-portraits that 
are admirably clear and graphic." — 
The Mail and Express, 

'* The whole book, stuffed as it is 
with anecdotes and extracts from 
personal letters, is marvelously inter- 
esting," — Boston Transcript, 



'^AU the world loves a teller of 
stories, and readers will surely take 
approvingly to the man who gives 
them so much of entertainimg reading 
as is found in Major Pond's Sx> pages 
of bright personal description." — 
N, Y. Times, 

" Shining by reflected light, its pages 
literally teem with interesting anec- 
dotes of many sorts." — Chicago Even- 
ing Post, 

"Originality stamps the volume, 
copiously illustrated with portraits." 
— The Boston Globe, 

" It has a thousand charms, and a 
thousand points of interest. It is full 
of striking gems of thought, rare de- 
scriptions of men and places; Uogra- 
phical bits that delight one by their 
variety, and the distinction of those 
alluded to. From a literary view it is 
as interesting as Disraeli's famous 
"Curiosities of Literature." — FhUeb^ 
delphia Item, 

**U any more charming and inter- 
esting book has appeared this season, 
it has not come to our notice. The 
get-up is worthy of the matter of the 
book,**^jPhiladelphia Evening Tele^ 
graph. 



It is a handsome octavo volume, 5} z 8f inches, of 620 pages, wi& nearly 
100 half-tone portrait illustrations. Beautifully bound in English silk doth, 
with gold stamp on side, gilt top. At all Bookstores. #3.50. 
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THE VOYAGE OF ITHOBAL 

ST 

SIR EDWm ARNOLD 

Ithobal was the first African explorer we know 
about. He was a sea captain of Tyre, who rescued 
and married an African Princess, and then induced 
the King of Egypt to put him in charge of a voyage 
of exploration of the wonderful land of his wife's 
birth. 

After a voyage of fifteen thousand miles around 
Africa, he returns after numerous and exciting ad- 
ventures, which bring out almost every feature of 
African life and scenery. Ithobal relates the story 
of his enterprise in a discourse of seven days before 
the throne of Pharaoh, who crowns him with honors. 

Sir Henry M. Stanley, In a letter to the author, 
says of it: — "You have added greatly to the 
happiness of many of your race by the productloa 
of so unique a poem, so rich* in the beauties of the 
sweet English language." 

Other able critics who have read the blind poet's 
new epic poem unite in calling it even better than 
the old favorite, " The Light of Asia." 



X2m^ CU01, cut Top. Sktstrxted from U 
Artfmr Lumley. S^*S9 
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5QTTAL P11TIEB& By lowud Fuddbf. 

By HowA» Folding. "Tkis is a duyrotiflkir eijajwHe 4t- 
tecdvc story, written in good, crisp style, and with a decided 
surprise in tke last pages. It is adroitly comtrived that almost 
every character in the book shall be suspected of the crime •£ 
attempted murder before the actual culprit is dinevered. The 
characters are excellently differentiated, and (he story is 
vastly diverting, nor are there any repulsive features ^ut 
the book. It is a stirring tale and will enliven a dull evening 
suocessfnlly." — Chicaio Trihtme, Ulustra^. Qeth hound. 

$1^5 

SOUS KIiaSLETi (Md and Oolonkt 

By Emma Raynei, author of "Free to Serve," "In Castle and 
Colony," etc. This story of the South in the first half of the 
eighteenth century, opens with one of the strangest episodes 
in the early history of South Carolina — the pursuit and cap- 
ture by the Governbr of Carolina of a pirate vessel, full, not 
of treasure, but of English men and women ; and the selling 
of those same unfortunate voyagers as bond servants in the 
colony. Doris Kingsley, a child stolen from the streets of 
London, is the youngest of the party, and is the heroine of the 
story. Doris Kingsley is a novel of absorbing interest, 
dramatic and historically true. Illustrated. Cloth bound. 

OLD JED FBOTJTT (A HairatiTe of the Fenobsoot). 

By RiCHAKD Golden and Mary C. FaAwas. In "Old Jed 
Prouty" the reading public is presented with a New England 
character story of unusual interest and merit. The plot, al- 
though not an involved one, hides enough mystery to lend 
Iht spice of the unknown to the reader's zest, and the simple 
and natural denouement emphasizes the high moral ethics ttf 
the story, and throws into strong relief the deep human senti- 
ments that dominate the tale. Standing out above all, in- 
fusing into the fiber of every chapter the rugged sincerity, the 
homely wit and the quaint philosophy of New England, is 
the central character about which the pivot of the story turns, 
"Old Jed Prouty," real in name and real in goodness, wh# 
at the time of his life, some thirty years since, was a land- 
»ark in the Valley of tlM Peaohsoot Ofodi heoMl. . $1.90 
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A JUna or FOITUIE, b«ig Further AdnBtaw^f'Oiptoim 

Kettle." 

By CtrrcuFFB Hyne. "It kas die daih and tince ol retlitr that 
makes you feel as if you were in the midst of it all." — Detroit 
Free Press. 

"The many readers who followed with bated breath the wil4 
adventures of Captain Kettle in the book named for him, will 
welcome Cutcliflfe Hyne's new collection of tales 'dealing with 
that remarkable sea dog. The volume is well called *A Mas- 
ter of Fortune/ " — Philadelphia Press. 
"Nobody who has followed the gallant sailor— diminutive, but 
oh, my! — in his previous adventures around the earth, is 
going to miss this red-hot volume of marvelous exploits."— 
N. Y. World, Illustrated. Cloth bound. • • * $1.50 



THE ADTElfTUEES OF OAPTAIH KETTLE. 

By CuTCLiFFE Hyne. The best sea story since the days of 
Marryat. Captain Kettle is a devil-may-care sea dog, half 
pirate and half preacher. The author carries him through 
many hairbreadth escapes and makes him a character that 
will live long in the annals of fiction. The success of this 
book is marvelous. Over 80,000 copies have been sold. Il- 
lustrated. Cloth bound. $1.50 



TEE HITLLiaAHS. AKoTeL 

By Edwaw) Harrigan. The New York World says: "Mr. 
Harrigan gave to his Mulligan dramas the most distinctly 
typical character plays which have ever been seen on the 
native stage. They were studied and displayed straight from 
the life of New York and their popularity was unbounded. 
His book is one of the most generally interesting of the new 
season's output." 

It is a marvelously entertaining novel, possessing « keen- 
ness of wit and humor unsurpassed by any recent work. All 
the characters stand out, as true to life, as natural and as 
vivid as if portrayed by Dickens. i2mor. Qoth bound. Il- 
lustrated. Price, $I.5* 
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VOSKAir HOLT, a Story of tlie Arm j of the Onmberland. 

By GsKERAL (Capt.) Chakles King. "No more charming his- 
toric war story has cTcr been written. It is Captain King's 
best, and bearing, as it does, on the great battle of Mission 
Ridge, although the story is woven in fiction, it adds an in- 
valuable record of that gigantic contest between the two 
great armies." 

"The characters are real, their emotions natural, and the ro- 
mance that is interwoven is delightful. It is wholesome and 
one of General King's best, if not his best book." — N, Y. 
Journal 

"From the first chapter to the last page the interest of the 
reader never fags. General King has written no more bril- 
liant or stirring novel than *Norman Holt' " — N. Y, Press. 
Illustrated, cloth bound $1.25 

JOES HEITBT, (25thThon8and.) 

By Hugh McHugh. " 'John Henry' has just *butted' its way 
in between the literary bars and capered over the book coun- 
ters to the tune of twelve thousand copies before its pub- 
lishers could recover their breath. 

"Every page is as catchy as a bar from a popular song. 

"The slang is as correct, original and smart as the newest 
handshake from London. 

"In the lottery of humorous books 'John Henry* seems to ap- 
proximate the capital prize." — N, Y. Journal. 

"All who have laughed over 'Billy Baxter' will heartily enjoy 
this book." — The Bookseller, Newsdealer and Stationer. 
Ck)th bound $0.75 

THE EOKJ OF HO]JET ISLAITO, (45th Thousand.) 
By Maurice Thompson, author of "Alice of Old Vincennes," 
etc. " 'The King of Honey Island' bears quite as many marks 
of the genius of the author as does 'Alice of Old Vincennes,' 
with the additional charm, perhaps of more buoyancy and 
beauty of thought and expression. In 'Alice' Mr. Thompson 
plumed himself as a master word painter. In 'The King of 
Honey Island' he developed into a veritable American Ouida, 
for his descriptive powers are marvelous. Like the true 
artist that he was, he paints Nature as it looks, not as it is, 
so that the reader, in glimpsing the battle of New Orleans, 
hears, almost, the cannon's roar.^' — The Topeka Capital 
Mlu»trated, cloth bound ^1.50 
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JOHH wnrsLow. 

By Henry D. Northrop. «• •John Winslow' is one of those in- 
viting books of country life ot which the best part of * £ben 
Holden' has come to be the accepted type. Plenty of shrewd 
common sense in the chief character, a dash of love on the 
side, an incidental and inevitable bit of human wickedness — 
but everything in the picture and the framing attractive. This 
IS a book for a wide reach among readers." — N, Y, World. 

•' Properly ranks with *Eben Holden/ * David Harum/ and 

•Quincy Adams Sawyer.' The four may be put In a class by 
themselves as distinctive types of homespun Americans." — 
Tke North American. 

"Worthy to live with 'David Harum' and 'Eben Holden/ •*— 
Publishers' Weekly, i2mo, illustrated, cloth bound. $1.50 

TTNSEB A LTTOKT STAB, a ITew Book on Astrology. 
ByCHARLOTTE AbellWalker. Tells what occupation to adopt, 
and what line of life to follow, what associates and partners 
to choose, how to recognize the possibilities and limitations 
of our friends and ourselves, and of other important matters 
to human life,including suggestions on marriage, beingmainly 
culled from the minds of ancient and modern philosophers. 
Illustrated, cloth bound, , t • t f ? $i«50 

THE WAT OF A MAN WITH A MAE). 
By Frances Gordon Fane. A clever, well-written story, full 
of love and pathos, and thrilling with dramatic crises. Each 
step of the domestic tragedy is skilfully portrayed, until the 
final climax is reached. 
•• Its author has made it a powerful, telling story to read." — 
N, v. World. 
Cloth bound, t f f f • « t t $i-50 

THE 0E0S8E0ADS OP DESTHJT, a Story of OhiTaliy in the Kf- 

teenth Oentnry. 
By John P. Ritter. Author of "The Man Who Dared." This 
is a wonderfully interesting story, and will find a welcome 
with all who love to read of deeds of chivalry. 
"It is a clean, clear and clever story of chivalry at its best, 
and will find a great many well-pleased readers." — New York 
World, Cloth bound, illustrated. • . . $1.25 
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A OHEQIIE FOB THBEE THOITBAID. 

By Arthur Henry Veysey. (Tenth edition.) It's a jolly good 
story, bright and clear. Dramatic, full of life and action and 
a brilliant farce from end to end. You cannot put it down 
until you finish it, and you will mention it many a time when 
you want to relate something novel and odd among your 
friends. Attractively bound in cloth. « , $i.oo 

A FEDIQBEE DT PAWIT. 
By Arthur Henry Veysey. Author of " A Cheque for Three 
Thousand," which has run into its seventh edition. Original, 
bright, sparkling fun runs all through **A Pedigree in Pawn." 
It will be talked about and laughed over more than any other 
book of the year. Illustrated with 14 character drawings. 
Cloth bound. •••*•*« $1.25 

HATS OFF. 
By Arthur Henry Veysey. Author of "A Cheque for Three 
Thousand," etc. A splendid story for summer reading. Are 
you tired, blue? Read Hats Off! Do you want a story 
for the hammock? Read Hats Off ! Do you want a story 
with "go," with an original plot? Read Hats Off ! Do you 
want to laugh? Read Hats Off 1 Cloth bound. $1.25 

Paper covers, .50 

THE STATEROOM OPPOSITE. 
By Arthur Henry Veysey. Author of "A Cheque for Three 
Thousand," etc. Is a well balanced detective story. It is 
not overdrawn as such books usually are, but full of mysterious 
and vital interest. It is a departure from Mr. Veysey's previous 
humorous style in *'A Cheque for Three Thousand," and"A 
Pedigree in Pawn," proving him to be a remarkably versatile 
writer. Most of the events take place on shipboard. It is a 
powerful story, with a most dramatic climax, and inimitably 
original characters. Cloth bound. • . . $1.25 
Paper covers. • • . .50 

OLEO THE HAGiriFIOEirr ; or, The Muse of the BeaL 
By Louis Zangwill. The Boston Times says : " The story is 
drawn with a master hand and the characters stand forth in 
clear relief. It is in every way worthy of Mr. Zangwill's 
reputation." One of the best novels of the year. Cloth 
bound. . .... v^viiifc. • as^ •! Ji-5o 
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